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I HAD been reading Alphonse Daudet’s Rois en ExiL 

I had laid down the book, heavy of heart, and no wonder, from its powerful pictures of effete Kingship and Queen- 
ship, heroic, but heart-broken in the hopeless struggle with crowned cowardice, effeminate profligacy, and Paris-pampered lust. 

Methought, had the Author wanted materials for a second series, here is my Loed Beaconsfield busy in piling 
them up for him. 

Tis true the Kings he is dethroning are black or brown, and more or less barbaric. But what capital food for the 

satirist in the contact with European civilisation of Oetewayo and SEOOooiiNr, Yaeoob Khan and Ismail Pasha, and 

those who may yet be added to their number, if rope for adventures is still to be allowed the adventurous. 

As I tried to set the tale of discrowned monarchs and desperate strife of Christian with Heathen to the tune of the 
Christmas bells, methought I was suddenly rapt^if in the spirit of my own blue-fiery bowl I know not — to the foot of 
my own Christmas-Tree ! 

Dazzling were the lights that sparkled among its leaves as I stood full in their splendour, presiding over the distribu- 
tion of the fruit of Wit and Wisdom from its well-laden boughs. 

Punch, like the Pope, appeals, VrU et OrU ” — ^to a public numerous and dense as the population of London, and 
wide-reaching as the World ! 

But it was the dim, discrowned Kings I chiefly kept my eye on. They were, numerous, and new ones kept coming in 
every minute, thanks to our mperium in imperio, et extra imperium. Their wives, I was glad to see, had as a rule stuck to 
the poor potentates in their downfall. Oetbwavo, above all, was blessed with a numerous train of Kaffir Venuses. His 
prayer, when made prisoner, had not been, like Ajax’s, for “ more light,” hut for « more wives.” His better-halves, or 
rather twentieth-parts, for they ran to scores, had followed him to Punch’s Christmas-Tree. 

The light was reflected from their rounded forms as from life-size Florentine bronzes, with more dazzling effect than 
could he matched in any West-End ball-room — the dresses being less in the way, and the colouring at once warmer and 
more au naturel. 

More chary of their charms, but not less faithful to their Lord in exile, were the harems of Yakoob Khan and Ismail 
Pasha. But I am bound to say that the yashmaks of the Egyptian beauties were anything hut opaq^ue, and that in this 
respect the charmers of Cabul showed themselves less civilised than the belles of Cairo. 
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But it was time to dismantle the tree, and appropriate its fruits. 

"Precedence to Monarchs/’ I exclaimed, " even dethroned ones ! ” 

Cetewayo stepped forward first in answer to my summons. 

" Assegais *? ” he exclaimed, eagerly, as he put forth his hand. 

" On the contrary. Spades and hoes, for the culture of mealies, instead of spears for the destruction of men.*' 

The ex-Monarch of Zulu-land frowned as he took the peaceful gift, and turned away in deep disgust. 

" And for me ? ” wheezed Ismail, ex-Khedive of Egjpt, as he elbowed his way with scant courtesy to the front rank. 

" A donkey-driver’s saddle and whip — ^instead of the Pasha’s divan-cushions and the Icourhash you have made so bad a 
use of. See tliat you treat your donkeys better than you did your Fellaheen ! ” 

I do not understand Arabic, but I have no reason to believe, from the expression of the old fellow’s face, that the 
language with which he received my gift and my recommendation was in the nature of a benediction. 

For Yakoob, ex- Ameer of Afghanistan, I found it difidcult to choose an appropriate Christmas gift. But remembering 
his reported saying that he would rather be a grass-cutter in the English camp than a ruler on the throne of Afghanistan, I 
thought I would not be far out if I presented him with a grass-cutter’s knife and rope. 

He took them with a sigh and a salaam, and sorrowfully shrunk back to his obscure corner, amidst the scowls of his 
harem, who did not seem quite so reconciled to abdication as their Lord and blaster. 

“ But these,” I said, " oh, ye downfallen Princes, are but the first-fruits off Punch’s Christmas-Tree. He has another 
and a more precious gift — rife with blessings of witty counsel and wise warning, of sweetness and light, — not to 3 ’’ou only, 
but to those who have wrought your downfall— to Princes and Peoples, to Pope and Czar, to King and Kaiser, to Chancellor 
and Minister, to General and Private, to Agitators and Agitated, to Gentle and Simple, to Rich and Poor, to Masters and 
Workmen, — ^in a word, to all 1 ” 

So saying, I tossed into the forest of outstretched hands my 





THE CHRISTMAS GIFT OP THE WORLD!! 





It fairir Patt, farit Jatoiice, 


BORN, MARCH 4, 1811. DIED, JUNE 27, 1879. 

Not in tlie £ar-ofi churcli, wliere his grey Head 
He bowed in worsHip, sHonld that Head be laid ; 

His place, of right, is with our famous dead, 

■Wno sleep witHin tHe Abbey's storied shade. 

There let him sleep, where they too are at rest, 

Who helped him stay our empire when it reeled— 

Clyde, Pollock, Outrame— M ugs of men coufest, 

He chief ia coxmoil as these chief iu field. 

We saw him, grave and grey, deep-furrowed, stem, 

Of visage something rugged : face and frame 

Bespeaking strength • not swift, nor slow to learn ; 

In choice of men of an imerring aim ; 

Just, and in justice armed, nor fearing, then, 

What chance or change might bring, as one that knew 

The world is ruled of God and not of men. 

That what 's begun in right is half brought through. 

In his proconsulships, from smaU'to great, 

He held his name, knowing 'twas England's too, 

So high and stainless, he to love turned hate 
And made of sullen foemen followers true. 

Eight manhiood's heart He won, where'er he came, 

Gentle for aE his blunimess and plain ways ; 

StiE taking Truth and Justice for his aim, 

Unswayed by pride, or profit, or men's praise : 

Then, when, at length came trial's testing hour, 

And all our Indian Empire shook and swayed, 

Like a great city in an earthquake's power. 

He bridled panic, and confusion stayed, 

TEl fluttering Fear took strength of his strong wEl, 

And where Defiance braved Obedience bowed, 

And, crippled of its power to work us El, 

Baffled EebeEion crouched before him, cowed. 


WhEe he, a waE of shelter, tower of strength, 

Stood fuE against the storm, and to Mm^drew 

AE means of best defence, until at length, 

Our armour’ sweakest part its strongest grew : 

For there stood Lawrence, with Ms calm, clear eye, 
His iron wiE, wise judgment, winnowing'Jear, 

Nor prone to trust, nor boastful to defy, 

As Mgh above aE favour as aE fear. 

That England’s Empire from that furnace came 
Unshattered thanhs to this man most are due ; 

And let not scorn he heaped upon Ms name, 

Because smaE men's smaE fears he never knew ; 

When, gauging India's and her foemen’s power. 

From the Great Mountains to the Southern Blue, 

He would not join the clamour of the hour, 

Nor, to 'scape fancied risks, run danger true. 

Burdens on India's poverty to lay, 

That shadowy frontier shadowy foes may ward ; 

And, for dim fears and distant, waste away 
Strength that wise rule and justice best can guard. 

L^Mm with the Great Dead, who, living", held 
High place with the best Living j let him sleep 

After Ms life of toE, who heart unqueEed 
UnspoEed, unsoured, unspotted, still could keep. 

A simple-mannered, rude and rugged man, 

But true, and wise, and mercirul and just. 

Of aE these monuments, when all we seam 
WMch rises o'er more jusEy honoured dust ? 


In the Event of a Dissolution. 

“ The Members of the Huddersfield Working-Men’s Conservative Assooh- 
Eon have presented Lord Beaconspield with a Malacca cane, with gold 
handle.” 

One prospect tMs Malacca cane awaits — 

It may prove useful in Malacca Straits I 


The Hioht Stick. — Now Protection is rearing its head again, a 
good use for the Cohden Club would be to floor it. 
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nX HEir Lord GnAimiXE 

% iMondau, June 31) 

^ ^ had graceiTilly 

Tittered the House 
of Lords’ regret for 

Lord LiLTOBNCE, Lord BEA-CODSTSFrELD said that Lord La^veence’s 
services had heen eminent, and would be hononredand remembered. 
A grave in Westminster Abbey had been offered, and accepted by 
his representatives, but not paid for by the nation. 

The Queen in Council has decided to grant a Charter to a Northern 
University, to be called by her name, and to have Owen’s College for 
a nucleus* Let Oxford and Cambridge look out .... As the North 
has beaten the East in cottons, and the West in woollens, it may yet 
outsoar Ids in the mysteries of letters, and outpace Cam -reverend 
Sire— in his footing slaw upon the road of Science. 

The Lord Chaitcelloe rose to propound the Government University 
Bill. It omits the one thing needful— money. It opens another 
turnpike on the road to learning, but does not provide the needful to 
pay the tolls. 

No wonder 'a meeting of Irish Members has already declared it 
unworthy the acceptance of the Irish people. How can a Bill be 
worth accepting with “no effects” written across it, on presenta- 
tion ? It is doomed_in the hour of its birth— in all probability wiH 


.fallen ' UEA'VE^’' 

hardly see Second Heading, unless somebody “puts money into it.” 
Who will venture ? 

Lord Beacon'SEIeip, with that admirable command of counten- 
ance which lifts him so high above all competitors on the comic 
stage— even now with the admirable artists of the Comidie rran 9 aise 
in the lists against him — said that it was the intention of Her 
Majesty’s Government, if possible, to pass the Bill this Session. ^ 

{ Ci)7nmow5.)— Questions. Colonel Stanley said a cat with nine 
tails had been solemnly sealed, and would be let out of the bag for 
any Honourable Member at the Horse Guards, in the War OflBloe. 
If any unwonted soimds of sport or anguish are heard near either 
office, passers-by and dwellers in the neighbourhood will know that 
it is Honourable Members sitting in judgment on the harmless, 

necessary cat perchance trying it, or having it tried, on 

each other. 

Government in its recognition is like John Gilpin in his pleasure — 
“ Although on honour it is bent, 

It has a frugal mind.” 

There is no precedent for burying Lord Lawhence at the public 
expense. Biit his family pe welcome to hury hi-m in Westnunster 
Abbey at their own. Official England will open the National Td- 
haUa to those who wish to do a great man honour, hut they will be 
expected to pay at the door. For shame, my Lord Beaconsixeld ! 
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LA CHASSE AUX LIONS, 

Mrs, PonsonJyy de Tmkyns {bursting into h&r husband! s smoTcing^roorn), ** Ponsonbt ! Quick ! ! Pen, Ink, and Papee ! ! ! — and 

WRITE ISIMEEIATELY // f! 

Mr, Ponsonby de Tcmkyns, “What is it now, mt Lote?” 

Mrs, Ponsonby de Tomhyns, “Why, Monsieve de Paris is coming ovee with his Family to visit England. Weite and 
SECURE them for THURSDAY WEEK. We SHALL HAVE CROWDS— ALL LONDON i ” 

Mr, Ponsonby de Tornhyns, “My Love, His Royal Highness will nevee come to the likes of 

Mrs, Ponsmby de Tomhyns, “You Goose! It ^s not the Comte de Paris I It^s Monsieur de Paris, as they call him — 
THE Public Executioner, you know. Do as I tell you ! ” 

\_P(ms(mby did as Tie was told. All London came to Mrs, Ponsonby de Tomhyns' s Thursday Afternoon — but Monsieur de Paris didn't. He 
tooh his Wife and Children to Madame Tussauds instead, to see the Quillotine! Faithless Monsieur de Paris I ! Poor Mrs, P. T. J / / 


Aimy Regulation and Discipline actnally made way from Clauses 
83 to 121, in spite of the determined efforts of Messrs. Parnell and 
O’Donnell to put spokes— and spokes — and spokes— in its wheels. 

Tuesday {Lords ), — ^Lord Stanhope moved a Bill to authorise the 
Sanitary Authorities to establish ‘ denominational burial-grounds ; 
but with no provision meeting the demand for leave to bury in paro- 
chial burial-grounds with such religious services as are demanded by 
the representatives of the dead. 

Lord Gjeunville opposed, and' pointed out that this was a step 
back from the Government concessions of 1877. But their Lordships 
voted for Second Reading by 116 to 65. The Bill will do nothing 
to settle a vexed question, wmoh has established itself where vexed 
questions should not come in “God’s acre” .... the Friedhof— the 
Court of Peace. 

In answer to Lord Truro’s question if the Prince Imperial had 
been himself in command of the reconnoitring party with whom he 
met his death, Lord Burt said it was impossible : not holding a com- 
mission in the dueen’s service, he could not have held a command. 
But impossibilities will sometimes happen. And if the Prince was 
not in command, what are we to think of the conduct of the officer 
who and^ whose name we do not print, as it suggests an ob- 
vious joke, which, if he be what we hope ne is, must cause bitter and, 
let us hope, undeserved pain both to mm and his friends ? 

(Commons,) — Morning Sitting , — ^Has Government paid too much 
commutation for the East Indian Railways P Has it transferred, in 
fact, £3,000,000 out of the Indian Treasury into the shareholders’ 
pocketi^more than they had any right to ? 

Mr. Fawcett’s ffguxes seem to bear out this stroke of ffnancial 


bungling, which would be quite in keeping with other feats of Indian 
finance. 

Mr. Hubbard said the Government had made a fair bargain ; so 
thought Sir H. Peek and Mr. Freshfield, who ought both to know. 
But Sir G. Campbell and Mr. Rathbone, who ou^t both to know 
too, agreed with Mr. Fawcett. 

Mi, Stanhope said the terms were Council-counterrigned twice 
over— by the Indian Council here and the Indian Council there, and 
by Committees of both Councils besides. The Indian Government 
flattered itself it had got the line for 30 per cent, under its value. 
Lord G. Hamilton said the Government could not have made a 
better bargain. Mr. Courtney argued that the value of both capital 
stock and annuity had been extravagantly computed. In the end, 
the Government agreed to Mr. Fawcett’s Resolution, which is very 
much like saying to tiie India Office, “ Don’t do it again.” 

It seems as if Ihe shareholders had had decidedly the best of 
the bargain, and the Indian Treasury just as decidedly the worst. 
Of course we are most of us shareholders ou this side of the water, 

, aud rather chuckle over the bargain than otherwise. Besides, 
doesn’t everybody do tiie Government in a business of this kind ? 

In the Evening Sitting Mr, Yivian complained of the want of more 
provision for Higher Education in Wales, and moved a resolution 
that it was the duty of Government to second local efforts to supply 
the want. . i 

Taffy, according to Mr. Vivian’s showing, is decidedly ill-used 
in the way of help for higher education out of the public purse. 
If Wales were treated like Ireland and Scotland she would get £8000 
or £10,000, where now she gets nothing. 
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Mt. YrviAK praised Welsh. Wales and the Welsh Welsh, and 
spoke Tip like a stout Cymry for all things Cymric, language, 
character, orderliness in peace, gallantry in war. 

Mr. Gladstone said the Wei^ Members had a right to -what they 
asked for. The dif5.culty is to say exactly what they do ask for— a 
subsidy for their own local Aberystwith College ; a new University, 
more College Endowments at Oxiord ? 

After Wales had urged its claims by the Cymric mouths of 
Messrs. Morgan and Llovd, Lord G. Hamilton recommended 
[ Wales to wait and agree as to what it wanted. 

Mr. Yiyian said he would press his Motion. 

The Chancellor of the Exchequer said he had better not. 

But he did, aud was defeated by nearly two to one : — 

“ Taepy is a Welshman, ’tis Tappy’s greatest grief, 

That though he loveth learning, as J ohn Bull loveth beef, 

John won’t spend on Tappy’s teaching half what John spends on Ms own; 
And, for books when Tappy hungers, John denies him e’en a hone ! ” 

TPednesdai/.—Mr. Stjlltyan, amidst wonderful unanimity, got a 
Second Reading of Ms BiR for proMbiting the sale of spirits before 
they had been a year in bond. Twelve months, it is said, w^^ charm 
the especially diabolic element,^ the fusel oH, out of the spirits. If 
so, all spirit-drinkers should wish well to tMs BiH. 

Sir wiLEBU) Lawson supported the Bill, as a step in the right 
direction. Only for “one” year he would have liked to read “a 
hundred ”—woxLld fain, indeed, have the evil spirits kept in bond 
for ever ! 

The Landlord and Tenant Bill for extending the presumption of 
Ulster Tenant Right all over Ireland, and generally giving a lift 
to the Tenant and a taking down to the Landlord wherever possible, 
was sharply criticised by Mr. Gregory from the English family 
solicitor’s point of view, defended by Mr. Law on the ground of jus- 
tice, and talked out by Mr, Goldney and the Irish Attorney-General 
between them. 

Thursday (Lords ). — ^In answer to Lord Granville the Lord 
Chancellor said the Government intentions as to Irish University ! 
Education were bounded “ by the BiU, the whole Bill, and nothing 
but the Bid ” he had just introduced. 

Lord Beaconspield assured Lord Oranmore that Government 
dijin’t mean to foist in any Endowment Clauses. If Lord 0, or Ms 
friends thought proper to do so, they might rely on respectful con- 
sideration. What the Irish Members complain of is that there is no 
consideration for supporting the Bill— no consideration, e.e., in 
L. S. D., wMch is what they want. 

^ It is news even to Tunch^a^ he hereby confesses, that the many- 
sided activity of South Kensington embraces examinations in 
Agriculture, as weR as in Cookery — examinations which have been 
passed by above two thousand successful candidates ; more than two- 
thirds of them Scotch and Irish ; that there is a class of fifty teachers, 
whose expenses at South Kensington are now being paid, that they 
may attend a eo^se of lectures on the principles of Agricultare. 
Teaching the principles of Agriculture anywhere except at the 
plough-taR ! What would our grandfathers have said I 
Commojis.— Mr. Anderson extracted a nice little confession from 
Mr. W . H. Smuh about 1200 tons of Dutch hay wMeh the Govern- 
ment bought at £5 15s, per ton, kept tRl it was spoRed, and then 
sold at 34s. a ton. How would Mr. SiaiTH like to do business on that 


Punch is sorry it cannot report its own progress in good sense, 
good temper, and good behaviour. 

Friday {Lords).— Cetewayo and Mr. Leonard Edmunds 
divided the Sitting between them. 

'(Cbmmows.)— The old fight, wMch old men had flattered them- 
selves was fought out thirty years ago, is to he begun again. The 
books of the Anti-Com-Law League are going to be overhauled ; 
Adam Smith may shake in Ms shoes ; the bones of Cobden may 
stir in his grave. Protection, by its Chaplin, prays for a Royal 
Commission to inguire into the causes of Agriciiltural Depression, 
and how far they have been caused or can he remedied by Legisla- 
tion. It is a foregone conclusion of several of the most prominent of 
last night’s speakers — ^the mover, Mr. McIver, and Mr. Bentinck — 
that the Legislature can and ought to intervene for the good of the 
land— in other terms, of the landlord. AU other interests hut his 
can easRy adjust themselves to altered circumstances. But if rents 
are to be kept up, consumers must put their hands in their pockets. 
Other not less prominent of last ni^t’s orators, as Mr. Brassey, the 
O’Donoghxje, Mr. Bright, and Lord Hartington, are eguaRy 
satisfied that Legislation can do notMng for Agriculture except 
stand clear of it ; that the depressed state of it is due to natural 
causes, and that it must look to natural laws for remedy. 

Punch stands apart, judicially-minded, hut, as at present ad- 
vised, a confirmed and convinced Free-Trader. BeReving that two 
and two make four ; that nobody gives anybody anything for 
notMng ; that a busy and hungry country like England cannot he 
the worse for the superabundance of beef and bread produced in 
America, wMle she has the wherewithal to exchange for it ; that 
Free Trade in tMs country, irrespective of others, has done, and is 
doing its best to help the exchange of what we make for what other 
countries grow; and that the man who fights and works with both 
anna free, has an advantage over him who does both with one arm 
tied behind Mm, Punch does not as yet see Ms way to any other 
conclusion than that wMoh he arrived at thirty years ago, that Free 
Trade is the best tMng for free countries and free men, and that 
if other countries do not recognise the truth of tMs, tMs is no reason 
England should not. 

It is curious to see all the old fallacies, the brains of wMeh Punch 
thought had been knocked out when he was a youngster, coining up 
again as Rvely as ever. Time was that “ when the brains were out, 
tSe man would die.” It has not been so evidently with the British 
Protectionist. Let Lesser Ben rat. Big Ben’s motto is, “As you 


WHAT WILL HE DO WITH IT? 


Committee on Army Discipline BiR. ’ Mr. Parnell again in Ms 
favourite role of Amender-General— Mr. O’Donnell seconding. 

Mr. Callan, wMle on punishments, described certain Cats he had 
seen at the Admiralty— one a Sea-Cat— of a very objectionable nature. 

Mr. Parnell referring to the “ Marine Cat,” Mr. Smith said 
there was no Marine Cat distinct from the ordinary Sea'Oat. What 
was sauce fox Jack was sauce for JoUy. Up jumped TRr. Callan, 
and declared that neither First Land Lord nor First Sea Lord knew 
anything about Sea-Cats. He had discovered the Marine Cat, but the 
Sea-Cat was stiR Md away in the Admiralty hag, and nothing 
would draw it. “ The First Lord was bound to produce the Sea- 
Cat ; and unless he had the decency to do so, he hoped they would 
go on dividing.” 

^ Here came a diversion. ^ Mr. Bigqar, being puRed up on an aRu- 
sicm to honourable or dishonourable gentlemen,” said he had said 
Gentlem^’’ not “ Members.” 

o disoiassion the House>etarned to the chace of the 

bea-Cat. W^there a Sea-Cat conformable to sealed pattern, or was 
mere not? This^ raised a tremendous row. Enough to worry even 
^ Rves, if not its uiue tails. 

Mr. 0 Connor P^owER said it should be a case of “produce the 
Cat, or stop the BiR.” ^ 

IT j ‘ tP believed 500,000 Londoners would, assemble in 

H^e Park, to demand the production of the Cat 
The Chc^cellor of the Exchequer moved to take down some- 
IMng— whether Mr. Power’s threat or Mr. O’Donnell’s was not 








Will he send it as loan exMbition to the South Kensington 
Museum ? 

W^ he see if he can get Mr. Gladstone to accept it ? 

Will he let it out, at per night (for the benefit of the “ working- 
man ”) to the Eairy Q,ueen in the next Covent Garden Pantomime, 
as the feature of an appropriate topical song ? 

Will he (at a f amRy gathering) consult any of Ms Ttnoles as to its 
i value ? 


, dispose of it, at an advance if he can- at a reduc- 

tion if he must, as a crown to the Prince of Bulgaria ? 

Will he (always for the benefit of the “ wSng-man ”) raffle it 
by means of an Art-Union of 1000 lots at 10s. a lot r 
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ROYAL ACADEMY CAN VAS- BACKS ; OR, A HIGH (ART) TIDE. 



Pat {fionfidentuOly). " THEY ’IM WID THE QOOLBEN GRAIN, YER HONOR-R ! 
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Will he give Lord B. another chance — for the last time of 
asking ? 

Will he find out if the Directors of the Crystal Palace can suggest 
anything in regard to it ? 

Will he see if he can place it, on satisfactory terms, in the 

extra rooms at Madame TussAtrn’s ? 

Will he ask if the King of Busmah wants anything of the sort ? 

Will he attempt to transfer the gift to Lord CHEiMSFonn ? 

Will he strive to get a “ ronnd ” for it in the Yariety Programme 
at the Westminster Aquarium ? 

Will he offer it cheap to MUe. Saeah Beekhaedt’s transatlantic 
i mpr essario f 

Will he wire Mr. BAEinM about it ? 

And if everything fails, mil he return all the Pennies and keep it 
himself, to be worn when he makes his last appeal to an ungrateful 
country at the Alexandra Palace “ on mutual principles.” 


AD MISERICOEDIAM. 

What wiU yow do for uSj dear July ? 

May was as chilly as Dian’s heart, 

June could do nothing but pipe her eye ; 

Prithee, sweet, play a less pluvial part — 
Shut up the waterworks, “ square ” the sun, 
Let us have time to get warm and dry ; 

Send us some fiowers, some fruit, some fun. 
WonH you noWi dear July ? 

We have been fretted and frozen so ! 

Worried and wetted, bothered and blown ! 
We are so weary of frost and snow ! 

Water and wind have so lowered our tone ! 
Roses, strawberries, summer-shine. 

Breeze that ’s balmy, and sward that ’s dry — 
These are the pleasures for which we pine. 

Pity us, dear July ! 

Swithin, that dread damp Saint ’s at hand, 

Ah I we Ve no spirit to chaff or scoff ; 

But, seeing June has so deluged the land, 

Q-et him for once, dear, to let us off I 
Man is not wholly amphibious yet, 

Will be so, probably, by-and-by ; 

Meanwhile, pray spare us perpetual wet— 

Z)o, there ’s a dear July I 


EXAMIKATIOK-PAPER EOR THE HIGHER EDUCATION 
OF THE WELSH. 

{To le answered by Natives of the Principality.) 

Who were the Men of Harlech? Wht, when, whence, and 
whither did they march ? What did they come to ? 

Give a short hfe of Ta:^, and the incidents of his trial for cattle- 
stealing. Trace the origin of the popular rhyme. 

Explain the difference between a Welshman and a Welshen— (a) 
in characters ; (S) in races. 

Given a Welsh captain who finds a leak in his ship on St. David’s 
Day, what ought he to do with it ? 

Draw an ideal character of a Cymric prince, and show the traits 
therein very like Wales. 

Explain what an Eisteddfod is, and what it is not, and give your 
notion of what it ought to be. 

State the differences by which the Welsh-rabbit is distinguished 
from the English, and give the approved methods of capturing and 
cooking the animal. 

Write down in English the pronunciation of “ Cwmbdfgrbth ” 
^d “ Llndwlltwlyrhiwdwgwynthllynfach,” and resolve the, words 
into their derivative elements, supplying the missing links. 

Give your explanation of the conduct of the Welsh consonants. 

Account for the establishment of the Welsh harp at Hendon. 

Give your reasons for supposing that the original etymology was 
Hwndwn.^ 

Give a list of the principal Welsh singers and harpers now gracing 
the nobility’s concerts. 

Write down the words of ‘ * JMrr Joi^s.” Give her pedigree, and 
her relationship to Bumper Squire 

Give the Cymric etymology of Caeacxactts and CrMBELiKEi with 
an outline of the chief incidents of their reims. 

Give your reasons for not accepting the legend of AiiGrHSTiihJ, as 
told in English histories; and show that the “Angli” whom he 
compared to ^\AngelL” must have been Cymri, and not Angles. 
Can you reconcile the legend with probable race-theories ? 


HAPPY-THOUGHT GUIDE TO LONDON. 

' Note, — For 
’Amsteae, ’Ah- ! 

OVEE SaUAEE, 

’Anweii, ’At- 

MAEKET, &c., see 

“H.” 

ARCHERY. 
— Principally 
practised at ’Ar- 
row -on- the-’IU 
(also^?^^e“H”) 
andat Stratford- 
le-Bow. 

Ask me to show 
Where is Strat- 
ford-le-Bow ? 

I reply, oh ! 

I sure I don’t 
know. 

Every visitor 
to town should 
supply himself 
with bows, ar- 
rows, and a qui- 
ver fuR of ’em. 
There are few 
better amuse- 
ments on a fine 
summer’s even- 
ing in London 
than to take a 
seat on the top 
of a threepenny 
’bus and shoot 
at old Gentle- 
men’s hats as they walk on the pavement below. It is rather an 
expensive form of practising, as the arrow is generaRy lost, though, 
should the omnibus stop suddenly, it wiR be instantly returned, 
if the elderly person who has been playing the part of “Jemmy” 
to your “ William TeR.” can discover the right owner. There is also 
capital practice to be nad from the upper windows of any house in 
a square. 

ARMOURER’S COMPANY.— An admirable institution, where 
residents, or where visitors to London, [[wishing to give their nurses 
a holiday, can send their chRdren-in-arms to betaken care of duriug 
^e day. The motto over the door is the ancient one of “ ChRdren 
in arms, half price ! ”, 

ARMY AND NAYY CLUB.— Chief Army members here are 
General Comfort and Private Dinners. The superintendent of the 
naval requirements is caRed the Steward,^ the^ treasurer a Purser ; 
and the election of members of this profession is through “ Yote by 
BaRast ^ ” 

ARTHUR’S CLUB.— One of the oldest Clubs in London, dating 
from Ejng Aethije’s time. Here is preserved bis weU-known round 
table. Inquire at the door. 

ASHES. — ^Y ery few in London. Some in our parks, hut ashes are 
not pop’lar trees. The ashes of the grate are generaRy removed to 
St. Paul’s or Westminster Abbey. 

ATHEN-EUM CLUB.— One of the RveRest places in the Metro- 
poRs. No visitors to London should miss spending at least one 
evening here. Most of the Members are Archdeacons and Bishops ; 
and their perfect execution of Bishop’s glees every evening, from 
eleven p.m. to four A.K., is a thing to be heard. Dancing in the 
front HaR from eight to ten during the winter. Yisitors are ad- 
mitted, free of charge, hut are expected to put something into the 
box at the door on leaving. Every Thursday there is a JSarmonic 
Meeting, with the Senior Churchwarden, or a Colonial Bishop, in 
the Chair. As the latter is generaRy sent over here on business, 
he is caRed the Sent, or JEati-de- Colonial Bishop. Satoday is nsuaRy 
a roUickhig night ; but their joyous Sunday evenings^ duriug the 
season are famed far and wide. There is a fine Smoking-room at 
the back, a good Rat-pit, and some exceRent amateur sparring with 
the gloves every afternoon. A Boxiug- class in held during the 
ydiitCT, ^d prizes are given for lumilng matches between the 
Members, dressed in a;pron3, and gaiters, and shovel hats. For 
further particulars, inquire oi the Hall Porter, or of Dean Staneet, 
the celebrated African Explorer. The Athenssum Club, as may he 
seen from tiie description here given, is“ I%e place tn spend a 
happy day.” Open always, wet or fine, winter or summer, ALL 
amusements under cover. 



The Bhoeish Home-Rtjiee.— T he Lady of the House* 


The Last Woeds oe Juhe.— A ljpw moi le diluge. 
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WHY I WENT TO KHiBUEN. 

Becaitse my interest in A^ricultiire dates 
back to a very early period in my life— the 
happy time when I was sent to a fam- 
honse in the retired village of 'Wisby-in- 
the- Willows to be restored to convalescence 
after an attack of whooping congh.^ 

Because I wished to know something more 
'of Kilbnrn, its society, scenery, parochial 
charities, and educational institutions. 

Because having witnessed all kinds of 
parades both at home and abroad of rank, 
beauty, fashion, and millinery, I thought a 
1 “parade of British and foreign cattle” 
would be an agreeable change. 

Because, being somewhat of a pedestrian, 
it occurred to me that it would redound to 
my credit to take a walk of eleven miles 
of shedding. 

Because after an experience of tandems, 
stage-coaches, and fours-in-hand, I jumped 
at the prospect of seeing some “bee-driv- 
ing.” 

Because, having friends in the Island of 
Cyprus, I wished to seize the opportunity 
of knowing something about the cheese of 
that favoured spot. 

Because I thought I should like to have a 
peep at the International Dairy, and the 
International Dairy-Maids. 

Because I was desirous to see the Imple- 
ments on a fair proportion of their seven 
hundred stands, either “ at rest or in mo- 
tion I was quite impartial, and without 
the s^htest bias either wav, except that 
the “ Haymakers” sounded alluringly rural, 
the “ Steam Scarifier ” moved me to a secret 
shudder, and, as an old Volunteer, the 
“Improved Drill” had for me an attrac- 
tion that could not be gainsaid. 

Because, with the prospect of a General 
Election, I felt I must make the acquaint- 
ance of the “ Polled Breeds.” 

Because, being connected by family ties 
with the honourable profession of the Law, 
I was eager to have a glimpse of some, at 
least, of the 125 Judges. 

Because I felt a deep interest (this is all 
owing to the mud) in the Southdowns and 
the International Competition in Currant 
Jelly. 

Because I was led to expect that I should 
behold Lord Beacoitseield as a Sweet Pea 
—in which expectation I was disappointed, 
for he turned out to be only a Chrysanthe- 
mum. 

Because it was represented to me that 
there would be an opportunity of having 
my boots first dirtied, and then cleaned on 
an entirely new principle— without the in- 
tervention of blacking. 

Because I thought it would “please the 
pigs ” if I went. 

Because my cousin, a wealthy agricul- 
turist, a bachelor advancing in years, and 
particularly partial to my second daughter 
(age four), had come up from Lincolnshire 
to stay the week vdth us, and pointedly 
asked me to accompany him to the Great 
Show. 


Christmas and Midsummer. 

Christmas comes but once a year. Does 
it? It did, in time past, and so did the 
Cattle Show, coming just before Christmas. 
But now we have had a Cattle Show held 
at Midsummer in weather which would 
have been seasonable had Christmas been 
close at hand. Can Christmas this year 
then be going to come twice ; the first time, 
at the usual period of harvest ? Is that 
one of the consequences to be expected from 
the conjunction of Saturn and Mars ? 



Facetious Conductor, 


'Well Earned. 


■Whatever we may think of the ComSdie Frangaise^ there is one thing it cannot show us 
—an actress like Elleh Terry. This Ladj is going to have her first benefit in London on 
Wednesday, July 9. She has already given London many a benefit in the beauty of 
her performances of Portia, Olivia, Ophelia, Queen Henrietta Maria, Lilian Vavasour in 
New Men and Old Acres, Mabel Vane in Masks and Faces, andjother parts' which we need 
not mention. Let London do its duty in giving her something like> benefit^in return. Punch 
drinks her health in “a bumper ” I 

HE MIGHT HAVE EXPECTED IT. 

It was not likely that poor Turhebelu’s wreath would be accepted. Lord Beacohs- 
EiELD has such a confirmed nabit of kicking over the Tracy s, 

Cetewayo a Composer.— Hasn’t he sent in to the Camp at Tugela Overtures for Peace ? 
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THE DIVINE SARAH. 

' {Wor whose sake we ’ve all Gone Wrong,) 

First Critic {cctat. 21). ‘‘Beats Rachel hollow in Om-moMAOKf 
HANGEP IE SHE HON’t I ” 

Second Critic {ditto), “So 7 think, Qll Han ! And in VEmonfO- 

JAIR SHE LICKS HaDEMOISBLLE Ha^S ALL TO TiTS I 


A KHEDIVE AT A REDUCTION 1 

Mb. Punch is delighted to find that the new Ruler of Egypt, 
although ofiered a Civil List of £150,000 a year, has refused to accept 
more than one-third of that sum. This welcome moderation encou- 
rages the hope that economy will now be the order of the day on the 
hanks of the USTile. Prince Teweik has shown great self-denial in 
this matter, as the following account of “personal expenditure” 
will amply demonstrate. Mr, Ftmeh publishes this interestiag 
document pour encourager V autre at Constantinople. 

household Account of MS, the Khedive for the week ending 
Saturday the . 

£ s. d, 

ifcfowday.— Breakfast. Tea, toast, and an egg . . . 0 0 74 

Supply of Manilla Cheroots for the week . . 0 0 10 

New Fez for State occasions . . . . 0 0 64 

New Suit (for ditto) as advertised , . . 0 16 6 

Extra White Waistcoat . . . .043 

Dinner (Chop and- Potatoes) . . . .008 

Personal Attendant (at Dinner). . . .001 

Tea and Bread and Butter 0 0 4 

Egg with ditto . 0 0 1 

Tuesday , — ^Breakfast 0 0 4 

State Banquet (twenty covers) . . . .10 0 

One dozen Champagne (the “ Imperial” brand) 1 12 0 
Washing of White Necktie . . . . 0 0 04 

Wednesday , — Breakfast and Lunch 0 10 

Personal Attendant at same . , . ,001 

High Tea (with Liver and Bacon) . . .013 

Rabat Lakoum .0014 

Thursday , — Hire of Orders, &c., for State reception. . 0 10 6 

Bun 001 

Cup of Tea 0 0 3 

Soup for Supper 0 0 4 

Bread . 004 

Friday , — Bread for fasting . . . . . .002 

A glass of Sherry 0 0 6 

SaiiU7'day . — Charwoman for Palace (half day) . . .016 

Washing Bin for self and suite. . . . 0 2 44 

Lunch to English and French Consul-Grenerals 2 10 6 
Wine for same , . . . , . . 0 ‘ 5 0 

Beer for same 0 10 

Cigars for same 0 16 

Tea and egg 0 0 4 

Extras 0 0 2 


THE WHOOP OF THE WHISHET-DRINKER. 

“ Alcohol, purified from fusel oil, is perfectly harmless,’ '—Frofessor J^urrell, 
of Fotterdamy cd quoted by Mr. O'Sullivan^ in the Souse of 'Comnonsj d 
propos of the Spirits in Bond" Bill, 

Who-o-op ! But that ’s one for Sir Wilehid’s nob ! 

Se a woripitted world of its whiskey roh ? . 

Pooh ! CaHing it poison is all pure fiam — 

Says Professor Bubheil, of Rotterdam. 

It isn’t “ the prathur ” our peace would spoil, 

’Tis that plaguV pestiferous fusel oil. 

Once get rid o?‘ that' there ; no harm in a dram — 

Says Professor Bubilell, of Rotterdam. 

Put in coffee or tea, fusel oil, says he, 

Will make a man tight, nay, produce 2). T, 

Who-o-op I That ’s a smaller for teetotal sham, 

From Professor Buhejell, of Rotterdam. 

Keep the spirit in bond till a twelvemonth he past ? 

Faifii, I do not mind that, so I get it at last. 

But to say the pure spirit does harm is a cram! — 

Says Professor Buheell, of Rotterdam. 

Who-o-op I That Dutch Professor he settles ’em q.mte. 

And it ’s I am a Dutchman if he ’s not right. 

Pure whiskey is harmless and mild as a Iamb- 
Says Professor Bubhell, of Rotterdam. 

Who-o-op ! it ’s all my eye. I ’ye a “ blend ” from Skye, 
Which is one of the primest that cash can buy ; 

And I ’U go and I ’ll drink, in an extra dram. 

To Professor Bubbell, of Rotterdam! 

[Does so, and speedily finds himself in a sweet state of— shall 
we say fusel f 


£7 13 0 


MY SCHEME. 


{As Sung with great Success by the L^d Ch-nc-lUr,) 

“ Is the Bill to be part of a scheme which it is not desirable at once to make 
known?” — Bari Granville in the Souse of Lords, 

Air — My Quecn,'^ 

Wht and when were we driven to moot it ? 

Was it knocked off in an afternoon ? 

Will the Roman-Catholic Bishops hoot it ? 

Have we set it afloat too late r — too soon ? 

Did we try it because we feared a flounder ? 

No matter. Since still we reign supreme, 

Admitting that nothing simpler, sounder, 

Have we ever turned out than, “ My Scheme, my Scheme ! ” 

I will not say that it ’s all-sufficing, 

For captious critics may find it tame ; 

I wiR not style its provisions enticing. 

Nay, more, I ’R grant that they’re somewhat lame. 

But stiR, when they hint we ’re near capsizing. 

And our party “ spHt ” is the common theme. 

For a hit of superior temporising, 

There ^s nothing to touch, “My Scheme, my Scheme I ” 

I own that a BRl should he pleasing, plastic, 

And make for the moment a decent show ; 

And you ask if this is at aR “ elastic,” — 

And I answer, “ Wonldn’t you like to know ? ” 

So with that, and the hint “ Catch a weasel sleeping ! ” 
Whatever may he your Party dream, 

Be sure that Office is stiR worth the keeping, 

Though it cost us such shifts as, ‘ * My Scheme, my Scheme I ” 

A Change eob the Worse. — ^F rom Lord Beaoonseield’s head, 
to Teacy TxjRiyERBLLi’s handsl 


4®* To CossKSFOiTDXims.— does not hold hirtisdf hound to acJenoviledge, return^ or pay for ContribuiioTis, In no case can these he returned unless accompanied hy a 

stamped and directed envelope, CgpUs shou Id be Teept, 
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ow, asks Lord Obaotoee 
{Monday i July 7), is Irish 
landlord shooting to be 
prevented, and the want 
snpi)lied of sharper legal 
looking after the preserva- 
tion of this particular 
description of game. Fow 
rents as well as lives are 
in danger, what, he asked, 
was G-ovemment going to 
do for the protection of 
both, or either ? 

The Dnke of Eichmoistd 
O said they were consulting 
0 with the local anthorities 
of Mayo, Galway, and 
Eoscommon, where the 
Secret Societies were look- 
ing np, their open defiers 
-''' {v.tj c ^ . — being shot down, and the 

demoralising habit of pay- 
ing rents stremionsly discouraged. The priests had, in many places, denotmced 
these doctrines from the altar — following the example of the Roman-Catholic 
Archbishop of Tnam— a staunch in sister, Punch is glad to hear^ on the distinc- 
tion of meum and tuum, Bnt with a knot of Irish Obstructives setting Ihe 
SpeAjKEB at defiance in the House, what chance is there of Irish constituencies 
obeying the law out of it ? 

(Comwions.)— 'Latest news of Cetewato’s peaceful advances, and Lord 
Chelmseobd’s warlike ditto. Lord Chelmsfokd doesn’t much believe in the 
one, and JoHi?’ Bull does not much believe in the other. It is a most musical 
campaign, what with Cetewato’s overtures on one side, and the Cheimseobd 
series of movements in A fiat, preceded by the Ekowe fugue, on the other. 

The Banking Bill is not derelict. It is only aground. The Chakoeeloe of 
the Excheqitee stiE hopes to get it afloat again. Sanguine man ! 

Great Cat Show in St. Stephen’s. Pour Cats exhibited in the CloakEoom— 
fine specimens of the “ Hav^,” ‘‘Marine,” “Approved,”and “Prison” breeds, 
distinguishable by the insertion, length, numbers, and knots, in thdr tails. 

Mr. Paeheie much concerned about the labelling of the Cats. 

Mr. Smith answered for the Haval Cats, that the labels had my Lords’ 
sanction. 

But this was not all the night was destined to hear of the Cats which of 
late have made so many nights hideous. 

When Colonel Staheey announced that the War Office had deternuned to 
limit the punishment of the lash to ofiences now punishable with death by the 
Articles of War, Mr. Chambebeaih protested. He had understood on Saturday 
that the Secretary for War had pledged himself to do away with the Cat alto- 
gether. This Colonel Stanley denied, and a confused scrimmage of several 
hours followed over the q^uestions, first, what Government had promised and 
meant, and next, what Government had better do— whether the War Secretary’s 
offer was a concession, or a mockery,— whether, when the Cat was confined to 
offences punishable with death, the obnoxious animal would not, in point of 
fact, have rather a larger run than before. 

In the course of this long and loose shindy, Mr. Chambeeeaih declaring his 
intention of persevering in his opposition unless the Secretary of War went as 
far as he had understood him to go, the Marquis of Haetihotoh was impelled 
to disclaim all responsibility for the course taken by Mr. Chambbelaih and 
his friends, which he said was injurious to the Liberal cause, and still more, to 


the dignity of Parliament, in which Punch entirely 
agrees. 

This brought up Mr. Chambeelaih, who referred to 
Lord Haetih&toh as “the late Leader of the Liberal 
Party” — on which Mr. Pawcett sharply lectured Mr. 
CHAMBEBXAns', and Sir Chaeles Duke stoutly defended 
him. Ultimately, a Motion to report progress was nega- 
tived by 250 to 36, which probably measures very fairly 
the strength of Mr. CBCAMBEBiAiH’s Intransigente fol- 
lowing with the Irish Obstructive element thrown in. 

Altogether, Punch wishes he could draw a curtain 
over the night’s records. Even if the banishment of the 
Cat from the Army and Navy be a consummation devoutly 
to be wished in the interests of humanity,^ as many 
Liberals think, for the credit and popularity of the 
Services, it is impossible to imagine a good end forwarded 
in a more objectionable way, or one hkeher to redound to 
the damage of the Liberal Party. 

If the tactics of the Irish Obstructives are to be 
tolerated, stiE more imitated, legislation wiE become 
impossible and aE respect for ParEament out-of-doors 
must come to an end. Whatever may be said against the 
offhandedness and flippancy of a few Jacks in Office, the 
behaviour of Messrs. CAiLAH, Pabhelx, O’DoisrHEix, and 
O’CoNHOE PowEE, is such as no self-respecting legisla- 
tive assembly can tolerate. If the House can’t check it, 
it had better shut ujp shop, and write over the door — 

“ Closed, for repairs m the machinery.” 

Tuesday {Lords) » — On Second Reading of Irish TTni- 
versity Education Bill, Lord Kimbeexet showed that 
Roman-CathoEc Ireland had a gnevance — ^viz., that the 
vast majority of the Irish population had no University 
Education they could avail themselves of— and that the 
BiE did not meet it. What was wanted was payment for 
results without reference to the place of education. With- 
out that the BiE was a mockery. 

Lord Ceai^beook decEned to enter into the question 
of grants. In other words, he wants the other side to 
play the money card. 

Lord O’Haoah said the Ene to take was the Ene thej 
had taken mth Intermediate Education last year. This 
measure, without endowment or grants, was an abortion 
—a plum-pudding without the plums. But it might be 
amended, by puttmg in the plums— meaning the money- 
clauses. 

Lord Spehcee said very much the same thing, speaking 
from his experience as an Irish Yiceroy. So did Lord 
PoWEESCOtTET. 

Lord Saxisbuey said the Roman CathoEcs wanted an 
Endowment. England would not give them one. There 
was the difficulty. 

Lord Geabtviixe said there was the difficulty, and this 
BiE did not meet it. The Government said they could 
not propose Endowments, but they said nothing about 
grants. 

The Loed Cbcahcelloe admitted the difficulty— hut 
suggested no way out of it. 

So the BEl was read a Second Time, with a consensus, 
that if it is to be made acceptable to Ireland “ money 
must be put into it.” 

Only the Government shrinks from this in the presence 
of strong anti-papal prejudices among its rank and file, 
and hopes to throw the odium of proposing anything^ of 
the kind on the Opposition. iS'ever was anytfing 
plainer, or more pitiable, or less promising. 

{Commons^ — Morning Sitting. — A. Mr. Geisexl has 
been offering to buy up the opinion of a Select Committee. 
He is to be examined^ by a Select Committee. Oh, ’tis a 
joy to see the engineer hoist with his own petard. 

“ Gbisell ! ” The name reminds one of a firm once 
much in the pubEc mouth — “G eisell aot Peto.” 
This is “ Geisell and Petit,” who may get more than 
Mr. G. meant to bargain for. 

In Committee on Army Discipline BiE, several clauses 
pt through in comparative quiet. House penitent, or 
headachy, after last night’s debauch. 

Mr. Sambson Lloyd snatched a vote against the Go- • 
vernment, by 76 to 66, for puttmg Commerce and Agri- 
culture under a distinct department, wdth a Secretary of 
State and Cabinet Minister at the head of it. A slap in 
the face for Lord B., half a fiuke half a farce, for all 
that is Ekely to come of it at present. StiE, if ever the 
wheelwork of Government came to be overhauled, the 
vote may be referred to. 

Wednesday. — ^Mr. Stevenson brought in Lis Englidi 
Sunday Closing Act— sequel to the Irish ditto. “ Thus 
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HAD HIM THERE! 

Priest. “ You drunkbit Sot ! The very Beasts of the Field give you a Lesson I They leave off when they have 

QUENCHED THEIR ThIRST.” 

Paddy. “Yes, yer Rtv’rence. Bot where did the Bastes iver come aorass a Sthrame o’ AVhisket! !?” 


bad begins, but worse remains behind.” He had presented a petition 
in favour of the Bill signed^ by 70,000^ members of the British 
Women’s T-emperance Association. Tins is female representation — 
of males — with a vengeance I Why, he asked, should hundreds of 
thousands of their feUow-oitizens be deprived of their weekly day of 
rest because some people wanted to have their beer fresh ? ^ 

Why, Punch asks, should ’Some millions of our fellow-citizens be 
debarred of their Sunday draught of beer, because a few thousands 
can’t go into a public-house without making beasts of themselves ? 

The Government opposed the Bill in a half-and-half way, and 
finally the House setfled the matter by (165 to 162) adjourning the 
Debate, that Mr. Stevenson might withdraw his Bill, and bring in 
another on the same lines, -but less obviously rmworkable. Better 
cut it for good, says Punchy and don’t come again. 

Thursday (Xorcfe).— Earl Stanhope’s unsatisfactory Bill, which 
under shadow of amending the Public Health Act gives powers for 
creation of denominational burial-grounds, passed into Committee by 
117 to 69, after a vain attempt of Lord Kimberiet to stay its pro- 
gress. A distinct step backwards in burial legislation. 

[C(mimms.) — ^Another night carhone notanda—oi which Punch 
declines to hottle any of the noxious essence. 

The Speaker having stationed two of the Committee Clerks in 
the side gallery to take a fuller note of the night’s discussion than 
that supplied him in the usual course by the Clerks at the table, 
Messrs, Gallan and Parnell chose to challenge this as an act 
of terrorism, meant to overawe Irish Members ; ana on the Speaker 
taking the chair to explain that the step had been taken by his 
direction and for his information, and that the minutes supplied 
him had no reference to paiticnlar Members of the House— either 
Irish, Scotch, or English— Mr. Parnell and Mr. O’Connor Power, 
amidst indescribable excitement, not only challenged the Speaker’s 
authority, but actually charged him with a breach of privilege. Yet 
the lights did not hum blue, nor did the roof fall in to crush this 
parricidal ! 

Let the ^kenny Cats fall foul of the Marine and Army Cats 


and welcome j but when they fix their sacrilegious claws in the 
Speaker’s wig, Punch stands aghast, and declines to do more than 
record the awful deed of impious daring I 

Most of the night was wasted in denunciation of this unprece- 
dented outrage ou the sanctity of the Chair. But after the long 
and furious - storm had blown over, such progress was made with 
the Army Discipline Bill that, somehow, in the small hours, the last 
clause was reached ! For this relief much thanks ! 

Friday {Jjordi). — In spite of an honest Protestant wail from Lord 
Oranmore, the Irish University Bill went through Committee, on 
its way to L. S. D., or to Limbo. Who can say ? We back Limbo. 

{Commons ^ — ^The House rallied round the Speaker, in a phalanx 
of 421 to 29, against Mr. ParneLl and his knot of supporters, 
mostly Hish, hut with some half-dozen English Intransigentes 
among them. 

The Collective Wisdom feels that its authority must he supported 
in the person of its chosen head— who, if its “servant,” as Mr. Par- 
nell calls the Speaker, is its steersman and sailing-master also. 
The only alternative before the House is to maintain its reject fcH 
itself, or to forfeit that of the country. Irish indiscipline must 
bend, or he broken. For once we defy even Mr. Gladstone to find 
a third course. 


HIGHLY objectionable. 

Our Oxford Correspondent telegraphs that the Temperance Society 
has memorialised the Council of the University against their proposal 
to grant the Degree of B.H.S. 

An Irish Fact eor Darwin example of development).— 
Making oat’s paws out of cat’s tails. 

The Funeral op the Prince Imperial.— Personally conducted— 
not politically. 
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ET ! -wet ! Still wet ! Oli, we^y, watery weather ! 
Nature seems now, like Niooe, all tears, 

Tke Eartb. her bottle. Hide of porpoise leather 
Or ciitiele of macintosh appears 
Man^s only hope. How long, 0 sapient Das-wut, 

Will this development demand, sole chance 
That IVTaTi may ^midst the elemental war win 
Security from pluvial circumstance ? 

“ Pleasure Pooh 1 pooh ! We Wq no‘aq.uatic cricket, 
Being— alas !— mere men, not lucky frogs. 

In sQuashy swamps we cannot pitch a wicket, 


A water-party, spoilt by wind-lashed billows, 
Making our placid Thames like Spey m spate ; 
Oh ! to be ducks or fish, mushrooms or willows ! 
One envies e’en the snail’s shell-sheltered state. 

We want amphibious habits to secure us 
A locus standi in a world all fiood, 

Where winter is a whirlpool lashed by Eurus, 
Summer (?) a swamp of Malebolgian mud. 

Some metamorphic readjustment, verily, 

Man needs to fit him to a state so new ; 

Then might he pic-nic in a marish merrily, 

Not mope at home tiH all is mouldy-blue. 


TO MESSrETJItS ET MESLA3EES BE LA COMDIE. 

Pthtch grieves that press of matter forces him to pc^tpone for^e 
present Ms last words with tMs unequalled company of actors, nis 
^ International Reciprocity” cut must do duty as xus farewell greeting. 
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APPEARANCES. 

Eairdrm&r, ^‘Tremendious 'ed of ’aib, Sib ! Better let me cut the 

^OLE OF IT HORFl’’ 

Ywlinist. ‘‘"Why ? ” 

Eairdresser, “‘Well, you ’ll ezoitse my sayin’ so, but it makes you 
[ LOOK LIKE OKE OF THEM FiDDLER ChAPS, YOU KNOW I ” 


A YOICE FEOM THU WEST. 

Things be terruble bad down here I d’azzures now, good Measter Punch, 

Neyer ayore i’ me life zeed I yeaces zo dour au^ zo dunch 

As I zeed at our last rent audit ; tho’ tb.’ Steward were smiHiL’ an’ kind, 

And tb’ dinner ’twere a good dinner, an’ noo yaiit t’ find wi' tb’ wind, 

Tisn’t we yamers’ losses I We be moast gotten used to tbat ; 

’Tis tbe landlord’s cares an’ crosses, an’ tlr trouble he ’s got under bis bat ! 

How can be ’unt tb’ ’ounds, an’ gie we tb’ anneral ball, 

Ef things goos on like this, an’ rents contiuers to yall ? 

Noo kippers there ’ll be, an’ noo watchers, noo spannds, noo pheasants, 

Noo sbuttin’ at all, a’moast, an’ not noo zort o’ geame yor noo presents ! 

What ’s tb’ use o’ gurt House ef there isn’t t’ be noo naoore eatin’ an’ drinkin’P 
An’ marble balls yor me Lord t’ zit in, cheese-parin’ an’ tbinkin’ ? 

Not a geame o’ cairds I zuppose, ne’er a bet, nor noo spodrt at noo reaces : 
What’s tb’ use o’ gentry at all ef tb’ can’t k^ up tbirzelyes i’ tb’r pleaces ! 

Let tb -times be niyyer zo hard, I shall still, I zuppose, ha’ a yoate ; 

I But what es th’ use o’ a Vice a-kept a-stuck down i’ y’r droate ! 

I do bke yor th’ agent to come, an’ th’ lawyer zo jocTer and jolly, 
tb’ canderdate kissin’ th’ missus—tbo’ I own that mid be a folly : 

There ’s a cb^ce then tb’ agent to pin, to git yrom un what things y’ nnifl wont, 
ef I do gi’e un my yoate, why, 1 tell ’e, I think nothing onH I 
Si Tthout a kind friend just cone’s fancy an’ fayiour to fix, 

^ like fillin’ a zieye wi’ dry zand, or bildin’ a tun ’ithout bricks. 

th’ zosiarable yabric, be zure, u’d crumble away in a week, 

Ef (mto man wer’dn’t kind,^ a tryin’ h’s best int’rests t’ zeek ! 

Old England’s zeake I do wish they ’d clap on purtectionjageaa.— 

Tib zo plain as th’ nose on y’r yeace, or how many meake yiye to a bean ! 


’Ithout it noo yarmer can thriye, nor noo landlord his 
high steation maiutain. 

Nor noo banker git his little pickin’s I So y’r zaryent I 
now d’ remain. 

Jeil:b Smallbones. 

P.S. — ^Ef ye care yor t’ hear yrom tb’ West, I mid zend ’e, 
b’times, a short letter ; 

They mid tell ’e that I be a fool, but I tell ’e tbat I do 
knaw better ; 

This ’ere agaricult’ral distress I ’ye studied tb’ case yor 
zo long, 

Tbat out oy my zufierin’s at last, as tbe pote zes, I ’ye 
bust into zong I 

PEOM OTJE CLIMBING CONTRIBUTOR. 

Account of a terrific ascent of the eelehrated Pitupatopza 
Cone, and of all the highest points of the hitherto 
inaccessible Siarandhia Mountains, in a Letter to 
the Editor, bearing date two weeks ago,* 

me your Climbing Corre- 


Sm,— When you ap 


spondent, you did well and wisely. 

“Excelsior” is my motto, and “ Excelserwaterior ” 
when I can’t get anything better. 

This, you may think, isleyity, but I am a light climber, 
as I am a light sleeper— in fact I haye a horror of any 
man who is a dark sleeper. Mind, it ’s a dark “ sleeper ” 
tbat upsets the train— and tbat will upset my train of 
tbougbtj if I allow myself to dwell any more on this 
fascinatmg but abstruse subject. 

You, Sir, wanted me to do tbe Matterhorn. 

“ The Matterhorn be blowed ! ” I replied, gaily, and 
then went, on to show that the Matterhorn had been 
hlown long ago by somebody who only wanted to trumpet 
bis own fame to tbe world. But your object, Sir, was 
simply to sound me. In return, I gaye no uncertain 
note.T I made an adyance— a friend in your interests 
made anotberj — and away I went. 

I win not descant on the terrible moment of parting. 

I bad to tear myself away from tbe partner of my bosom, 
to bid her leaye tbe weeldy bills till my returm which I 
pretended “would be in about ten minutes, as I was only 
oing to call on my sobcitor,’’ and then locking tbe door on 
er and descending tbe stairs, fiye steps at once, alpen- 
stock in band, I gained the street just in time to put up 
my umbrella suddenly, and so ayoid either afiower-pot, 
or a waterjug, or a slop-basin — I had not the heart to 
stay to examine what it was — ^that my wife, in her 
supreme agony, probably stretching out her arms to call 
me back— I ’m glad I wasn’t within a yard jdi them — 
had upset in a yery paroxysm of grief. 

“ Call me back,” did I say I She would haye called me 
something else, much stronger, had I stayed to hear it. 
But I didn’t. I did not wiflbi to haye le cceur brise^jii la 
tite nonplus, Allez ! as we say at the Com^die Eran- 
Qaise, — 1 mean in Paris, not London, as of course I am 
miles away from that gay and f estiye scene. 

In a minute afterwards her head was out of window, 
and I heard her shrieking after me — 

“ Always the same to your old wife Joan I ” 

-words of tbe song, you know, but yery much out of 

♦ Note by Editor, —LX is absolutely necessary to preface this 
letter, and any others that may appear from tbe same source, 
with tbe remark tbat, for tbe fife of us, we can’t remember who 
aur Climbing Contributor is, where he climbed from, or where 
ha 's climbing to. He asserts, as it appears from internal 
eyidence m his otherwise interesting and doubtlessly truthful 
narratiye, that we appointed him officially “ Our Climbing Con- 
tributor” for the coming season. We haye no recollection of 
haying so far committed ourselyes ; and, indeed, to have any- 
thing to do with the employment of a Ofimbing Boy, would bo 
contra^ both to our principles, and to an Act of Parbament to 
that enect made and proyided, all to the contrary notwith- 
standing, &c. We just make this statement, in case of a difficulty 
ansmg. 

t Mote by Editor,— Not quite so sure of that. We remember 
this circumstance well. It was a fiye-pound note, and we decliued 
it with thanks, not having sufficient change about us to cash it 
at the moment, though if be had only caUed the week before, 
it might haye been done, and so, perhaps, might we. If we 
do our Climbing Contributor an unintentional wrong in mistak- 
ing him for somebody else, we heartily beg his pardon, and hope 
he *11 call at our office and set matters right. 

X This is the first we 'ye heard of it. Though probably not 
the last.— Ed. ^ 
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^^WHEN CAT MEETS CATP^ 

Ktlkenst aboo 1 Dared tbe Saxons to say, 

Oirish. cats coxild do nothing but claw one another ? 

Ah ! shnre thin we ’ll give them the divil to pay, 

When their Bills we obsthruct, and their progress we bother. 
Tyifsir Cats are before us, 

Mol-rowiag in chorus, 

It ’s an iUigant shindy that looms full in view. 

Clapperclaw ’em, and rend ’em, 

Skeaaddlin’ we ’ll send ’em. 

To the glorious cry of “ Kilkenny aboo I«” 

Kilkenny aboo ! Though ’tis two agin four, 

And each wid nine knots in their nine tails, who cares ? 

Fais; ! one thrue Oirish feline ’s a match for a score 
Of Saxon grimalkins, for all their big airs. 

Hooroo ! for the ruction, 

Who prates of Obsthruction ? 

Shure, we ’ll pare down their claws and we ’ll cut their 
tails, tool 

By sheer caterwaulin’, 

And blusther and bawlin’, 

To the slogan sublime of Kilkenny aboo ! ” 

Kilkenny aboo ! Come on one^ come on all ! 

Be your tails ne’er so many, it ’s we ’ll make you turn ’em : 
Tbeugh ye hiss, spit, and growl, though ye sputter and squall, 
W e ’ve OTUP wages to win yet, and faix, hoys, we ’ll earn ’em ! 
Wid your whip-cord that cracks 
Into dacent hoys’ hacks, 

Too long ye have worried the world, wirrasthrue ! 

Soldiers* friends—that ’s the chat ! 

’Tis we ’ll HU the oati 
To the glorious cry of “ Kilkenny aboo ! ” 

Kilkenny aboo ! Shure our mutual slaughter 
Ko more shall make mirth for the low Saxon boor. 


Henceforward when we ’re in our native hot wather, 

He shall have his full share, and a little dhrop more. 
Though Koethcote may hate us, 

And Haetington’ rate us, 

We ’ll hould on our way hould as Beiant Boeu, 

And gaily lay whacks on 
The hack of the Saxon, 

Cryin’ down wid their cats, and “ Kilkenny ahoo ! ” 


SERYES HIM JOLLY WELL RICHT. 

My Loed Leamington^ July 4, 1879. 

Since you have persisted^ iu your unaccountable refusal of 
the Wreath wnioh an adoring people has, through my unheard-of 
exertions, offered for your acceptance, I am now on the point of 
forwarding the People’s Tribute to Cetewato as a mark of Eng- 
land’s appreciation of his heroic defence of his country and kingdom 
against its white invaders. Trusting the great African potentate 
may feel no such scruples in accepting the National Tribute of the 
British Working-manias have had weight -with your Lordship, I 
have the honour to he. 

Your Lordship’s Obedient Humble Servant, 

Teacy Titeneeelli. 

The Right JELonourable Lord Benconsfleld^ 

L[ughendeny Berks, 


Expulsion of the Hyksos. 

(jShakspeare on the Situation,') 

I (to the European Bowers). How now ? Back, friends ! 

(to Ismail Pasha). Shepherd, go off a little. 

(<o Prince Hussein). G-o with him. Sirrah ! 

^asha (to Httssehst), Come, Shepherd, let us make an 
honourable retreat ; though not with bag and baggage, yet vtith 
scrip and scrippage. [Exeunt Ismail and Hussein. 

As You (and we) Like It, Act, III., Sc. ii., w. 147—151. 
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LEX TAIL-IONIS. 

the humanitarian point of view.') 




About Cats, their right number 
of tails and such vanity, 

Let pedants and martinets 
wrangle and brawl ; ^ 

There is only one Cat in a tale 
with humanity, 

And that ’s the Manx Cat, 
which has no tail at all ! 


Equal Law. 

To the Editor of Tuneh. 

SiE, — I see in to-day’s 
police-reports that a Lady of 
hTottingdale was charged with 
keeping nine cats in one room, 
and that Mr. Bbidoe, the 
Magistrate at Hammersmith, 
decided that if the nuisance 
was not abated the offender 
would be severely dealt with. 

How, as a similar nuisance 
is being at present caused at 
the House of Commons through 
the keeping of four cats in an 


alcove off the cloak-room— viz., 
^ the Haval Cat, the Marine Cat, 
the Approved Cat, and the Pri- 
son Cat — would it not be even justice to deal with the offenders and 
their Cats in this ease as sternly as Mr. Bridge has dealt with^Miss 
Cecilia Holbeck and her nine tame pets ? 

If we count tails, the House of Commons’ ease is much the most 
flagrant. I am, Sir, Yours, Mabine Cat. 


OUE EEPEESENTATITE MAN. 

(Jfter going to “ 

SiE,—‘When about two months since I saw Z^Assommoir at the 
Ambigu, I felt sure, that, in any representation of the piece on the 
English stage, three scenes would be done as well’ in London as m 
Paris. These three^ were the Lavoir, or Public Wash-house, the 
scaffolding scene, with the sensational fall from the top storey, and 
the interior of the drioking-sho^, . Vassommoir itself. The broad 
action, startling effect, and scenic realism, I was certain, could be 
presented even better on the London stage, than on the Parisian. 
At the same time 1 was ecLually sure .that to reproduce the peculiar 
Erench fun of Mes JBottes and his two companions was impossible, 
and, if attempted by the adapter, would be just so much labour lost. 

For the hero's part I could imagine no EngHsh Actor suited, ex- 
cept, perhaps, Mr. Ieving, and I doubted if for that of Jjrervaise 
couldl)e found any one equal to Helene Petit. 

It also struck me that it would be a fatal mistake merely to 
transfer Z^Assommoir, from the Ambigu to a London theatre, under 
an English title, instead of boldly taking the story with its series of 


judicious temperance over brutal sottishness. 

Finally I was unwilling to believe that the awfully repulsive scene, | 
where Coupeau returns j&om Vhupital des fous only to die of deli-^ \ 
rium tremens^ could ever be tolerated on our stage. And on the j 
whole I anticipated but a very mediocre success for any adaptation 
of Z^ Assommoir, 

As far as the first part of my opinion went, I find I am right ; as to 
the last, I am wrong. Drink at the Princess’s is such a genuine sue- i 
cess, that the house is densely crowded every evening, seats have to be 
booked in advance, and how many hundred nights it may have be- I 
fore it, and how large the profits for the fortunate speculators may j 
be, it is impossible to predict. 

As there has been scarcely any adaptation of the origmal, but, 
for the most part, merely a “ transf eration ” and translation, com- 
parisons may be fairly drawn between its representation here and 
m Paris, and in two instances with advantage of the former. 

The two eases in point are the Scaffold Scene, and the omission of 
the drunken Undertaker, who interrupts the dance at the marriage of 
Coupeau Germise, and pronounces the melancholy “tag.” On 
the other.- hand, jhe Stage management of the Scene outside the 


custom of insisting on the Principals “having the stage to them- 
selves” for their scenes, and of their always “taking the centre” 
for any business of importance, destroys that illusion of reality, 
which, in these two instances, was so admirably arranged at the 
Ambigu, and could have been so easily imitatea here. It would 
take too long, and serve no purpose, to go into details ; but I will 
merely indicate my meaning by pointing out that in Paris the 
workpeople did not at a certain “cue for music” march across from 
left to right, and then disappear, to allow the Pimcipals to talk, 
until the “ cue for music ” came again, when they once more 
reappeared, and went .through the same mechanical, organ-figure 
busmess. Ho ; at Jhe Ambigu the workpeople dropped in by twos 
and threes ; then one singly, then four or five, all eharaeters, and 
passed across the Stage, as naturally as possible, during tiie court- 
ing of Gervaise and Coupeau in front, is it likely tbat if Tom the 
Workman stops to make love to Polly the Laundress as they meet in 
Oxford Street, that every foot passenger would at once move off dis- 
creetly, and give them the pavement to themselves ? Yet this is 
what IS invariably done on the stage, no matter whether the scene 
be laid in a market-place, or a thoroughfare, or any place of public 
resort. At the Ambigu the picture of the interior of the Assommoir 
was one of real fife, the chief actors in the drama being seated at a 
table, on the right of the Stage, while the other tables were per- 
petually occupied hy fresh who drank, chatted, paid, 

and walked out, when the Gargon wiped the tables, and in another 
second entered more consommateurB, to go through the same busi- 
ness, never interfermg with the chief action of the Scene, but 
aiding it, by keeping up the illusion of reality. 

Mr.^ Eeade has omitted one very powerful aud important scene, 
the birthday-party at Madame Coupeau^ which, though far too 
long in the origmal, could have been judiciously curtailed and re- 
tained. Instead of this, he has introduced a front scene into 
Act Y., where the business is made up out of what should have been 
in the wedding scene, and what belongs to the birthday scene fio’st 
mentioned. The relief of the piece is divided between Mes Bottes 
and Fhoehe 8age^ a small share falling to the former and a very big 
one to the latter. Both [parts are capitally played by Mr. Haynes 
and Miss Fannie Leslie, and their dance at the wedding is uproari- 
ously encored. 

Zantier. the hatter, is made rather too American by Mr. Eedmtjnd, 
who, but for this, is a [faithful copy of the origmal : while, as for 
his companion in vice, Vzrgime (Miss Ada MtGRBAT)j I must say she 
is, without exception, the wickedest woman of her size, weight, and 
age I ever saw on any stage, bar none. She has got “ a had part ” 
with a vengeance I And night after night both she and Zaniier are 
called^ before the curtain by the justly incensed gods, to receive a 
coij^limentary hissing. 

Mr. William: Rignold’, as Goujet^ the total abstinence man, has 
curtailed the magnificent fiaxen beard of bis prototype much as 3ir. 
Reade has trimmed tbe piece : and if he would not drop his voice 
so frequently, and be a trifle less self-conscious, Ms performance of 
tMs part, all round— and Mr. William Rignold must be considered 
“all round” — ^would be nearly up to the original mark. His 
delivery of the temperance speech, weR adapted from the original, 
would gladden the heart of Sir WHiPBID, and might even induce 
CaT<&3 Manning to take a box at the Princess’s. 

Miss Amy Roselle — ^who appears here “by the kind permission of 
S. Bancroft, Esquire ” — ^what a subject for an Mstorical cartoon in 
next year’s Academy— “ S. Bancroft, Esquire, kindly giving permis- 
sion to Messrs. Charles Reade and Walter G-ooch to avail them- 
selves of the services of Miss Amt Roselle,” who wiU be represented 
as on her knees, tearfully begging not to be allowed to depart from her 
happy borne at the Prince-of Wales’s, in Tottenham Coimt Road, and 
S. B., Esquire, comforting her by saying, “ My dear, it ’s onlyround 
tbe comer! It won’t be for long!” But he’s mistaken. It may be for 

years, and it may be for ever Miss Amt Roselle—* ‘ by the kind 

permission of S. Bancroft, Esquire” — (I can’t resist it) — splays Ger- 
vaise^ and plays it fairly enough, as pla^^g goes, though too much at 
the audience, and notjbr the audience, vrith whom the interesting 
character itself is of course the favourite that enlists aU sym- 


Soene 2), is not equM to tiiat at the Ambigu. Our stupid inartistic 


treat the Angels very shabbily, as when she is dying she hears them 

S g a hymn of her childhood, and then actually sees them 
ling to her to cbme, whereupon she not only accepts their in- 
vitation, but asks them to keep her a place— a ftont place— as she 
will he with them directly, and immediately afterwards she revives, 
by the aid of cakes, warm soup, and a second-hand fur cloak, and 


temperate hut impulsive Goujet, And so poor Gervaise remains at 
the Princess’s by the kind permission of S. Bancroft, Esquire, and 
the Angels. 

How for Mr. Warner as Coupeau^ the weak, the unfortunate, 
the erring, workman, the “fearful example” of tMs MgMy moral 
tale. Well, one big step in Ms downward course having been 
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then the scene itself is just one of those 
touches of nature that go straight to the 
heart of an audience. Success here is 
rather due to the situation than to the 
Actor, The child is absolutely natural! 
This is the highest praise. 

But his great Scene — Coupeazh death 
from de.lirmm treynem—-WQ.s too protracted. 

In Paris it was nH one whit shorter- 
longer, perhaps; hut one was so horriiiei 
by it, that ono wished it over, so -^at 
the wretched man’s sufferings might the 
80()ner bo ended. But here I wished it 
over, because the Actor’s energy seemed 
to be spent, and one felt that it was with 
difticulty he was k(‘i'ping up the excite- 
ment to the end, an<l tliat it was abso- 
lutely necessary to introduce the child, 
suddenly running in, to be nearly mur- 
dered by its father, in order to momentarily 
divert the audience’s attention from the 
father to the child, so that it might be 
brought hack again to the father, a second 
afterwards, for his fall and death. 

At the Ambigu I breathed freely when 
the Act was over, for CUntpeau's sake, not 
for Gil-Najia’s; but here I was glad when 
the ctirtain terminated, not Coupeau's^ but 
Mr. Waiinrh’s sufferings. 

llis make-up was— thank Heaven!— less 
repulsive than Gil-Naza’s, and, without 
comparison, and putting aside that this is 
imitation and not original creation, Mr. 
Warn Eli’s acting in this scene is decidedly 
powerful. In the French piece there was 
no episode of the child, nor do I remember 
CauoeaxjCs thrusting his hand through the 
winaow, and cutting his wrist. 

One word as to the finish of Act HI. , which 
Mr. Kkade has improved by omitting the 
Undertaker ; instead of whom he has in- 
troduced Lantier. W'ho enters -without say- 
ing a word, and confronts^ Gervaue and 
Coupeati, who shrink from him with horror. 
Tableau, and do^vn with curtain. Applause. 
In reply to applause, up goes curtain, dis- 
covering same group, and to them enters 
Goiijet, He sees the tableau— starts— pulls 
out a photograph, shoves it under Lantier^s 
nose, who, in his turn, starts back— no one 
uttering a sound ; and the position of the 
whole 18 suddenly changed — Lantier being 
horror-struck at the sight of a wretched 
likeness of himself and his first -wife— pro- 
bably done on the sands somewhere by an ' 
itinerant artist, all framed and glazed for 
one franc fifty— and down goes the curtain 
on the group. 

But if after the first tableau there had 
been no applause — “But if there is no 
applause, Mr. Ptipp?” asks one of the 
actors in the Critic when the author has 
them all at a dead lock — ^how then ? Would 
the curtain have gone up amid dead silence ? 
Necessarily. Let the audience he silent one 
night and try it. 

So much for Drink, And now I am dry, 


STARTLING EFFECTS!” . r t ^ 

■n oT. u r\ ^ ^ much for Drink, And now I am dry, 

Feep-Shom^, On the Eight tott observe the ’Xpress Train a-comin’ along, an’ which is more than I can say of this July 
THE SiGN^ Lights, the Green and the Eed. The Green Lights means ‘ Caution ’ weather. 

and the Eed Lights si’nieies ‘Danger’” “Now to the post— 

Simll Boy {with Ms Eye to the Aperture), “ But what ’s the Yallir Light Sir ? ” These lines I send ’um. 

(alow and “Them ain’t no Yallsb Lioht— bto the Gknbn 

AND THE Eed, The Green Lights means * Caution,’ and the Eed Lights si’nif ” , . j _a* j n j xv -nr 

Small Boy {persisUTtJtly). “ But wha’s the other Light Sir % ” advertised called the IFor- 

^ Cio-TO D IB THE DAENlro OLD SHOW AIN T A-WBB I 1” ? TW East Elld Will HOW Mwe 

«nt aw.-. 1.5-. v_ njr n Z 7 , Yarious TeTsions of The Bottle to wMoh 

Hmi Sm 'SSrfWn I lb. Chables Ebade— I mean the s^e at the wedding— the transi- L'Aetomnmr in very many respects bears 
tosotbshness is more, sadden and staiUmg thaa it was in the hands of a curions family resemhlanoe. I shall follow 

AV* “^telhgiUe to an andienoe that is even now inclined to iSEKEESiiam.TrvB. 

miserable ont-of-work " 

plTO^, jnst retninM from the hospital, to dnnk stronger than daret ! Likb cabbyino Coals to Newcastle.- 

in Act lY . IB as good as it was in Paris, but Carrying Com to Chicago. 
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JECartington to Salisbury, 

Deae Sally, . ^ ^ t i. 

Oh no ! But wten IssacJiar snows 
A hard^moutlL to hard hit, a stout back to 'sore blows, 

Some will fancy the prospect of fodder and stall 
Has its weight,-“which may prove him no ass after all. 

Salisbury to Sartington, 

DeAE ty, scarce keep your stall,” my sweet Whig, 

There’s a darker, more dangerous spirit!— you twig ? 

We are sweetly united, and know what we ’re at, 

But Circassian” Leadership— just fancy that I 

JBiartington to Salisbury, 

Deae Sally, , , 

That slap — ^though ’tis smart— shows your hand. 


I twig, and the country will quite understand. 

Soares and bogies have served you good turns, there ’s no doubt, 
But do you not think they ’re a Uetk played out ? 


Salisbury to Martington, 

Deae Haety, , /n. c 

You read what I said in the Citv P ^ 

Be assured ’twas well-meant. Tour position I pity. 

You are really a very good fellow, you know. 

But your shocking Circassian followers — oh 1 1 ! 

JECartington to Salisbury, 

Deae Sally, 't xi.* i ^ 4 

I EEAD, and — think-^nndersu)od 
Your most flattering words ; you’re exceedingly good. 

My “ Circassians ” chafe me, I own, but don’t dream 
I ’m in need of a Cecil’s Circassian Cream ! 

Salisbury to JECartington, 

Deae Haety, 

Don’t hufl I You ’re disgusted I know, 

At those sub-gangway chaps, they ’re so awfully low. 

Tour patience and pnde they must tenibly tax ; 

But things always go quisby when Discipline ’s lax I 

JSartington to Salisbury, 

Deae Sally, , . , 

Yes ! Discipline ’s such a fine thing ! 

Yet I fancy that once you were fond of your fling. 

But having knocked under to Dizzy^ of course. 

You wouLd have no Irregulars now in the force, 

Salisbury to JECartington, 

Deae ELoity, 

! Ifow pray do not get in a passion, 

[ I may have heen Ishmael, never Circas^an, 

Your Bashi-Bazouks, I am sorely afraid. 

Will yet turn on their leader, — ^unless they ’re wdl paid I 

Sartington to Salisbwry, 

Deae Sally, . 

JMd, di ? Well, there ’s much in a name. 
But when Ishmad turned Issaehar, what was his game ? 
When the “ strong ass ’’—pray pardon me t— stoops to the 
Is it present or future he looks to for guerdon ? 

SaUeUmry, to JECartington, 

Deae Haety, 

; Ass? Issaehar P Guerdon? Dear me I 

I have not an idea what your meaning may he. 

You surely don’t hint “ vulgar lucre ” may hook ' 

A Marquis as well as a Badd-Bazouk ? 


HAPPY THOUGHTS OF FOREIGN TRAVEL 
FOE 1879. 

Thine: of packing up your own clothes, and looking after your 
wife’s boxes. 

Think of the early rising, hurried breakfast, and getting to the 
Station in time to catch the morning train. 

Think of the railway journey from London to Dover, with an 
anxious mother, a self-assertive nurse, and a couple of teething 
babies for possible fellow-travellers. 

Think of getting on hoard the steamer as it rocks from side to side 
in the harbour. 

Think of the two hours on the Channel. 

Think of the buffet at Calais. 

Think of the journey to Paris, and the salle d^attente at the end 
of it. 

Think of the guatrieme Huge at one or other of the grand hotels. 
Think of the difficulty of getting hot water, and general absence of 

iSdnk of the table dJMte with a party of “ personally conducted ” 
tourists. 

Think of the morning promenade under an umbrella in front of 
the bonnet shops, at an average of five shillings an inch. 

Think of the stuffy theatres, and the revivals of pieces you saw 
for the first time about thirty years ago. 

Think of the money you wiU have to spend in cabs. 

Think of the biH, three sheets long, that you wiU have to settle 
before having your luggage put in a remise for the Station. 

Think of the slowness of Grande Vitesse^ and of having to assist 
(merely as a spectator) at family luncheons into which garlic has 
been freely introduced. 

Think of the emharras of hotel omnibuses on arriving at your 
destination. 

Think of sight-seeing in general, and of churches and galleries in 
particular. 

Think of the Bhiue in a mist, the Eighi in a fog, and the Simplon 
in a down-pour. 

Think of damp beds, uncivil waiters, and indigestible dinners. 
Think of the drains of Cologne, the Musquitos of Yenice, and the 
Mud of Genoa. 

Think of the extortions of hotel-keepers, waiters, chamber-maids, 
guides, cab-drivers, and money-changers. 

Thmk of the last week’s Times ^ and the day-before-yesterday’s 
Galignani, 

T hink of tbe undesirable people whom you are sure to see, and the 
pleasant friends you are certain not to fall in with. 

Think of the hurry-sku^ of train-catching before day-break, and 
room-securing after midnight. 

Think of the effects of indiffierent French cookery, partially- 
fermented Italian wines, and toothachy Swiss hon^. 

Think of the chances in life yon will miss for ever by being I 
abroad at the very time you are wanted in town. i 

Think of the letters and bills that wiU greet your coming home 
again. 

Think of all these discomforts, and a thousand more, and then 
■u , light your cigar, stir your grog, poke the fire (now necessary in the 
Duraen, of July), and thank your lucky stars that you have remained 

at home. 


VESA BPFIGHES. 

It is rumoured that Lord Bdaconseieli) has expressed his wil- 
lingness to accept and wear Mr. Teacy Tueneeelli’s Wreath— at 
Madame Tussaud’s. 


asr To COKRTSSPOXDEXTS.— r/.tf Edxtor does not hold M-nadf bound to achiowledge, return, or pay for CoMridyutions, In no case can these be relumed unless accompanied by a 

stamped and directed envelope. Copies ekov Id be kept. 
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THE CLOUDS AlfD THE CLEHaY. 

■When the rain oyerlong- hath been raining:, 

Or the skies have withheld the due drops, 
And the farmers all round are complaining. 
With some cause, in alarm for their crops, 
Then the Bishops take counsel together, 

And advice to their clergy decree. 

Bidding prayers to be read for fair weather, 

Or for wet— whichever needful may be. 

Less sage, it may be, than satirical 
Himself the philosopher shows, 

Who remarks that they pray for a miracle ; 

It may happen for aught that he knows. 

But if reverend divines see good reason, 
Prayer’s aid to the farmers to lend. 

Why not pray early on in the season, 

And not wait till it draws to an end ? 

On their faith if they place full reliance, 

Why allow drought or deluge a run ? 

Why, with forecasts now furnished by Science, 
Kemain mute until mischief is done ? 

The future’s climatic conditions. 

Daily cabled, we get from far climes ; 

Might not, therefore, church weather-petitions 
Be preferred to more purpose betimes ? 


A Stand-up for St. Swithin. j 

MoNsiGNon Punch, I 

An incredulous person, hailing from Llandaff, I 
writes to the Times an impudent letter, audaciously im- 
- , pugning the venerable and uniformly verified legend of 
^ . S. Swithin, on the fallacious ground that the day of 

' the translation of his sacrosanct relics, in July, 971, took 
place on “the 15th, Old Style; that is, the 27th now.” 
Is not this sceptical sophist aware that the Calendar in 
which the Festival of S. Swithin stands appointed for the 
15th of July, was reformed by a Pope, and therefore S. 
Swithin’s Day, Old Style, and S. Swithin’s Day. Hew 
Style, are botii the same, and altogether identical tor aU 
JUST IN TIME. ecclesiastical purposes, miracles inclusive. Ask Car- 

0 TT . Hewjscan wuether it is not so, ‘if you doubt the 
Hullo, Johnson I you here ? Have you left the onfLAvi+'cr a-p ^ 

V A ” autnority ot Hagiologus. 


Constant Tramller. “ Hullo, Johnson ! you here ? Have you left the 
* Great Mudley Goods Yard ’ ? ” 

Hetired Munier. “Yes, Sir. There were Ten of us when I joined 
Eight Years ago ; so, as the others were all Smashed, I thought it 
WAS about Time for mb to leave 1” 


At Wimbledon.— W oek foe a Carvee.— To cut out 
our crack shots. Why don’t you, Doctor P 


COMING TO THE POINT. 

(The Reflective Obstructive to Himself,) 

Ip I go to the Academy at the most crowded hour of the day, pick 
out the picture at which there is the greatest rush, then open my 
umbrella before it, and ohstinately refuse to move one way or the 
other for two hours, why am I, after some altercation, removed by 
the Police ? 

Why, also, if I spring suddenly on to the seat of my stall at'the 
Opera, and insist, in the middle of the Third Act of the Huguenots^ 
on showing the audience, in a shrill falsetto ^ what I would have 
done with the finale had I been Meyerbeer, am I hissed down and 
got out, not without a scuffle, by five hox-keepers ? 

Why, too, if at my Club, I persist in taking all the daily and 
weekly papers from the reading-room and sitting on the whole 
of them during my lunch, does my conduct^ ultimately oblige the 
Committee to come to the unanimous resolution that I must he got 
rid of ? 

Again, why may I not get, with the Dean, into the pulpit at West- 
mmster Abbey, upset a traction-en^e in Eotten JRow, keep the 
di-ving-hell at the Polytechnic (full mside) six hours under water, 
drop a portmanteau into the works of the Hew Law Courts’ clock, 
lay sleepers here and there across secluded portions of the suburban 
lines, and indulge in other obstructive feats of a similarly brilliant 
character, without, sooner or later, arousing the susceptibilities of 
the poKce ? 

lu short, if when, outside the House, I am not allowed to hinder 
the progress of a single perambulator, why, when inside it, have I 
every facility given me for bringing to a dead-lock the affairs of 
an Empire ? 

And, lastly, why is" it that, under such circumstances, nobody 
commits me to the charge of the Sergeant-at-Arms ? 


ENGLISH, PLAIN AND PAHLIAMENTAEY. 

The principal business of the Speaker and the Chairman of Com- 
mittees in the House of Commons nowadays appears to consist in 
calling “ Hon. Gentlemen ” to order for using unparliamentary lan- 
guage. The chief offenders are the Irish Members, who seem to find 
extreme difficulty in mastering the English tongue in its official 
form. To assist these rough-and-ready debaters, Mr, Funch has 
prepared the following table, which may he advantageously resorted 
to in moments of excitement. The first phrase has already received 
sanction from the Chair, 

Equivalent in Parliamentary 
Plain English, Language, 

To sneak out of one’s place. To leave the House covertly. 

To tell a downright he. To confuse fancies with facts, no 

doubt inadvertently. 

To brag hke a bully. To revel in the language of un- 

limited strength. 

To whine like a coward. To falter under a deficient sense 

of self-respect. 

To cringe like a our. To pay an exaggerated deference 

unworthy the dignity of an j 
Honourable Member. 

To hsten like a spy. To obtain information in a man- 

ner which has not hitherto 
approved itself to the scrupu- 
lous self-respect of this House. 
To behave hke a fool. To forget the dictates of wisdom 

and sound policy. 

To act hke a rogue. To overstep the limits which sepa- 

rate the domains of Civil and 
Criminal Jurisprudence. 


To hsten like a spy. 


To behave hke a fool. 


To act hke a rogue. 
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(Lords j Monday y July 14.) 

Hr shoTild Lord Stjbla.thhdeh be so miicli concerned 
about Russian eyaeuation that be is determined to 
make a motion if tbe Russians -wont ? His eagerness 
to sustain tbe Grovemment was ill-rewarded by Lord 
Salisbujelt, wbo plainly said tbe Government wanted 
none of bis sustaining. Lord Stbathedeh shut up, 
stung but not squencbed, bis motto being “ Mersm 
emergam ^^ — “tbe more 1 am sat upon tbe more I 
will not be put down.^’ 

V ^ Government been coquetting with tbe Irish 

^ ^ ■ li E. u. . Roman Catbobcs in tbe matter of University Educa- 

tion f Lord Emit asserts as mucb, distinctly refer- 
ring to a proposal for settlement negotiated some time 
ago with, tbe Irish Executive, in favour of which, be says, a petition was forwarded to tbe Prime minister signed by almost every Catholic 
of position and importance in Ireland, with a result of expectations only raised to be dashed by a measure as unjust as it would prove 
abortive. ^ ' 

Called to bis legs by Lord Geanvuie, Lord Beacohsiteid declared that be bad listened to ‘ ‘ tbe extraordma:^ speech of tbe noble Baron 
with amazement,” ^at “not^g of tbe romance in which be appeared to be indulging” was known to Lor^B. ; that tbe Cabinet 
knew nothing of this negotiation— of these schemes and plans; that no proposition on the subject ever came to Lord B., directly or indi- 
rectLy ; that be knew nothing of any authority for Lord Emly^s statement; that be entirely repudiated it, and was sure his colleagues 
would do tbe same. 

Lord EiaxT explained that be bad spoken not of Her Majesty’s Government, but of the Irish Government, and that be bad bimsdf 
seen the proposition to which be bad referred. 

H is cleM either that the Irish Government keeps Lord B. in tbe dark, or Lord B. tbe Lisb Government. Let our readers explain it 
wmcb way they will, it is wonderful that St, George’s Channel should set such a gulf between the Irisb and Englidi segments of an 
Admimstration. 

■ 0.11 CHANCEixon tried to explain tbe difEerence between what Government bad’done last year in tbe Intermediate Educational 

Bill and what they declined to do now. 

A distinction without a difference, says Lord SelboubjS'e ; and so says Punch, 

After some hours’ desultory talk, the Chaistcelloe, rising ask for priority of Government orders on Tuesdays' and 
Wednesdays, took occasion to announce tbe “Hawy Despatch” list of Bills which it was proposed to put ont of their misery. Of 
those already on their way but one remains — “ Tbe Remnant of an Army” — ^tb ) Army^jDisciplme Bill. (See its embodiment in Punches 
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C^toon.) That will pass. The Bankruptcy 
BiU has a faint hope of surviYing, and the 
Banking Bill, reduced to a skeleton, may 
escape the common fate. For the rest — 

They are gone, they are dead, 

In cold obstruction laid — 

And there none to shed a tear o’er their 
grave, 

Save where private hCemhers weep 
Their small Bills laid asleep, 

That through many a weary sitting they had 
watched in hopes to save I 

The Army Discipline Bill ! And even that 
all hut solitary survivor how sorely muti- 
lated ! Messrs. O’Dobtnbll and O’CcNirofi 
Power gravely rebuked the House for its 
grievous waste of time and its general 
misconduct of business. Punch congratulates 
them on their command of countenance. 

Sir K. Peel indulged in a lengthy and 
lively disquisition on the misconduct of 
the Zulu War, the shortcomings of Lord 
Chelmseobd, the unfair treatment of Co- 
lonel WEiiTHEBXY and Captain Caret, and 
a number of incidental topics, for which 
divagations he got rapped over the knuckles 
by Colonel Staitley and Lord HARTiNaTON, 
who took occasion to preach the House a 
neat little sermon on the duty of not at- 
tempting more business than it could grasp, 
and doing that a little better. They must 
have a night for the Zulu War, and another, 
with Sir Charles Dilke, for the Berlin 
Treaty, d propos of Creeoe. 

At last the House got into the postponed 
clauses of the Army Discipline Bill, and 
stayed there muddling the rest of the night. 

Tuesday Lord Thtjro and Lord 

Shaptesbuby in support of Second Beading 
of Bill for unoondiitional prohibition of 


.i.ii i:-. i ■ I'l 


mkr 1 " i|i 'i! 1 ■■I'illll&i'.i.'l:, 

' iitl'r 'i 


of Bill for unconditional prohibition of 
Yivisection. 

The more sympathy Punch feels with 
the humane feeling that prompts these 
Lords, the better pleased he is that their 
horror of suffering is not to be allowed 
to stand in the way of its alleviation. This 
is the ground and justification of experi- 
ments on living creatures, carried on under 
due regulation and control. 

Earl Beauchamp, Lord Carharvoh, and 
the Bishop of Peterborough, whom Punch 
congratulates on his courage as much as his 
clear-headedness, urged the sensible, and 
unsensational^ side of the argument— that 
the lower animals may reasonably and re- 
ligiously be made to suffer for the allevia- 
tion of greater sufiering among tne^higher 
animals, provided always that such suf- 
fering is inflicted under due safeguards 
and not wantonly, nor in excess of tne true 
leauirements and objects of science. 

Lord Emlt’s last night’s “romance” 
being again referred to, Lord Beacohs- 
eield said that jj^rohahly it would he found 
that the Lord Lieutenant might have con- 
versed with Irish Prelates and others on 
the subject— but he knew nothing about it. 
It was only a guess of bis. As for negotia- 
tions !— bless you, there had been nothing 
of the kind. Lord Emlt must have been 
dreaming. Lord B. at least can’t throw any 
light on the matter. 

Mysterious, very. But there is such a 
thing as guarding a chiefs responsibility : 
such a thing as unaccredited or accredited 
negotiation or discussion— or undertaking 
— or bargaining— there are a great many 
words will do— of which disclaimer being 
found convenient, it may he disclaimed, and 
nothing to show for it ! 

(Commons ^ — ^The Army Discipline Bill 
again. More tampering with the Cat and 
his tails, — ^which keep growing “fine by 
degrees and beautifully less.” 

At last, after Sir G-. Campbell’s proposal 



“HE HAD A FRUGAL MIND.’^ 

Mourner, “ Look here. I shan’t wear ’em at the G-roukd. Coulun’t you stand a 
PAIR OF Slate-colour instead ? ” 

Undertaker. “ Ybry sorry, Sir, but we never do anything in ‘Mitigated’”! 

to confine the floggees to a “bad list,” Lord Hartington rose to say that, as the Debate had 
raised serious doubts whether the Government retains a clear, fixed, and firm conviction that 
the Cat is indispensable for the maintenance of discipline, the Opposition had reconsidered 
its position and had determined, that unless the Government could see their way to confine 
corporal punishment to cases where death would^ut for it, he actually inflicted, the sooner 
the Cat is buried, once and for ever, the better. He could not give Mr. Parnell the credit of 
having brought the Opposition to this conclusion. It was due to the Government’s want of 
clear conviction as to the indispensability of flogging. 

Colonel Mure followed this up by proclaiming his conviction that from the moment the 
Cat was brought into the House of Commons its knell was sounded. 

Colonel North groaned over the awful fact that a Colonel should confess as much. 

Mr. A. G. Hardy as became the son of an ex-Secretary of "War, upheld the Cat in the 
name of humanity— as the milder alternative for death. 
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Messrs. TTnT.MTiM, MmsDEiii, O’Moegan, and’CHAMEBiAusr, gave Irreproacl^h Inwerial Government. Ot, you do, do you? 

aett reasons agamst the Cat; Sir &, Bo™ aud_ Mr. ™ 


tlieir reasons affamst tue (Jat: (Sir w. isoiTOSB ana ju.r. mAUAiixjNJix j.uu jioiuw n -l . 

tkeirs for upliolding it ; Sir E,. Peel ttonglit the Government conces- ResponsiUe and Dignified Opposfition, Yes, we do know all abont 
sions sTifieient; Messrs. BiGtOAE and O’Conntoe Powee crowed the Cat. • t ^ r\^ i onrrn 

excnsahly over the sudden conversion to their views of the Leader of IrreproachahU and I^npenal Gov^ynent. Oh, you r WeU, 
Opposition. And then the Debate passed into the rest of the post- I 'm going to drop tlw Cat—there ! mat yoji say to that f 
poned Clauses, but with occasional inroads of the Cat. Responsible and Dignified Opposition. What do I say to that F 

It is evident that the animal is in his iurry. His last struggle Well, you^re a nice un, you are . 
is approaching. Between Irish ohstruotion, a Government in thelast I^eproa^lle-and IrnpermlQ<yoerriment. Jn^j^ xo 

Session, and an Opposition on its preferment, what chance is there for Respon^Me md Diamfied Opposition. Call youiself a Govern- 
the doomed animal! Another year ought to see the end of him. mentf Why, I m ash^ed of you. t 

When it comes, Requiescat in pace ! IrreproachaUe and Impenal Goioernment. Shamed of yourself. 

* ^ _ .A respectable Opposition indeed— a precious lot you are I 

Wednesday . — The BanJmiptcy Bill — ^the one hope of the Session, Responsible ana Dignified Opposition. A precious lot ? And what 

after the Army Discipline Bill— talked out by Mr. Paeneil. What are you f Why, you Ve a low, grabbing, time-serving 

chance'has it of again getting its head above water? It is such a Irreproachable and Imperial Government {faking up abrichbat). 
half-and-half measure that Runch doubts if it is much worth Would you? Yah! — get out with you! 

praying for. ... . . . \And so the Billis passed. 

It may he a step in the right direction. They say; it is. _ But it is 

such a little, timorous, sneaking, half-hearted, half-and-half step 1 ' — ~ 

The Bill speaks with such a doubtful sound against the rogueries i-ri^n 

and rascalities of insolyency as now practised, that Runch is not at OUR CLIMBING CONTRIBUiOR. 

aU sine it might act he better to leave the matter entirely to the prater continued. Boy arrived poet Uete at the Office, left the en- 
hands of a less haccid and morihnnd Parliament. closed, gave a recewt for sixpence to the Clerh, who patd him on 

Thursday (Xorife).— Lord HxrarnY objects to the railways carrying his own responsiMRty, and left hurriedly.) 

^erioan meat and com cheaper than Englisln If they d^ey q ^ ^ j ^ ^ Hippopotamus Head. I took a 

have, doubtless, good carrier’s reasons for it. Does Lord Huntlt ^ xuotauu x n friend with a telescope 

insist on ah goods being placed in the market at equal cost of car- as far 

riage? How would the English farmers like f ladder would 

(Commons.)— Mr. Lowthes made a bungling attempt to reconcile reach, and who saw me 

Lord Emlt’s statements of proposals that had passed between dioit. 

Boman-Gatholic magnates and Goyemment bigwigs ^with Lord j ^ f r sketch represents 

Beaconseield’s categorical denial. “No proposal had ever been \ I the friend, with umbrella 

made to the Irish Eoman-Catholio Bishops hy the Irish Executive. 5^ ^ and telescope, below, and 

No doubt ofioial communications had taken place between members 1/ / myself above in a perilous 

of the Irish Government in their individual capacity^ and persons f / j position — nothing when 

of different religions and pohtics.” f Y/ you’re used to it, as I am 

John Bull may he a ffat, hut he is not jdat enough to think Lord \ y /Jl — svnnging myself hy 

Beaconsehid likely to leave himself without a bolt-hole. V V" / ^ attached to 

On Report of Army Discipline Bill, Lord Haetinoton did his .Mpiae pole. 

volte-face over the Cat, and was defeated on Division hy 289 to 183, /I y The Javem Alpine 

The Oat is a nasty beast; and the less we see of his claws on ml \ Stock,” round the corner, 

soldiers’ and sailors’ hacks the better. Henceforward, it is to be | \ is an mvention oi my 

hoped, we shall see so little, that even if the Cat survive, it will he is made like an 

more for terror than for torture. Runch does not like to see the fi-tr araow, only oi course 

tail of the Opposition wagging its head in this way, y 1 A y, ^ ^ 

The next thing we are likely to hear of the obnoxious animal SA- t wood. ' 

will be its solemn interment— not with military honours. I V ’ r W ^ throw imwards 

In the meantime, i£ it be true that you cannot keep , the worst B 3 with sure aim, when the 

blackguards in order without the Cat, suppose we set ourselves javelm pomt, shar]p as a 

seriously to get rid of the blackguards, and of the necessary Cat \ ST needle, and trenype m a 

with them. f //B certainsortof acid, which 

■ . I ‘ ‘ hites ” on to the hardest 

/ i y' I H substance, sticks into tlie 

HOW WE DEBATE NOW — ^LEGISLATION IN lA la ^ rock, which, theacefor- 

ExoBisB. Ea*^<‘?“oSs 

ssfp,iSr«>t3"ai; 

Irreproachable and Imperial Government. Well, and what are cond ut/JJtxid ^ ^ Alpine 

you staring at now f ^ stock, I run the strmg. 

Responsible and Dignified Opposition. What am I staring at ? — - one end of which I still 


Thursday (Xords).— Lord Huntlt objects to the railways carrying 
American meat and com cheaper than English. If they do, they 
have, donbtless, good carrier’s reasons for it. Does Lord Huntlt 
insist on alL goods being placed in the market at equal cost of car- 
riage ? How would the English farmers like that f 

(Commons.)— Mr. Lowthes made a bungling attempt to reconcile 
Lord Emlt’s statements of proposals that had passed between 
Roman-Catholic magnates and Govemment bigwigs ^with Lord 
Beaconseield’s categorical denial. “No proposal had ever been 
made to the Irish Roman-Catholic Bishops hy the Irish Executive. 
No doubt ofioial oommunioations had taken place between members 
of the Irish Government in their individual capacity^ and persons 
of different religions and pohtics.” 

John Bull may he a ffat, hut he is not ffat enough to think Lord 
Beaconsehii) likely to leave himself without a bolt-hole. 

On Report of Army Discipline Bill, Lord Haetinoton did his 
volte-face over the Cat, and was defeated on Division hy 289 to 183, 

The Cat is a nasty beast; and the less we see of his claws on 
soldiers’ and sailors’ hacks the better. Henceforward, it is to be 
hoped, we shall see so little, that even if the Cat survive, it will he 
more for terror than for torture. Runch does not like to see the 
tail of the Opposition wagging its head in this way. 

The next thing we are likely to hear of the obnoxious animal 
will be its solemn interment— not with military honours. 

In the meantime, i£ it be true that you esumot keep , the worst 
blackguards in order without the Cat, suppose we set ourselves 
seriously to get rid of the blackguards, and of the necessary Cat 
with them. 

HOW WE DEBATE NOW— LEGISLATION IN 
EXCEL8IS. 

Scene— iVbr Billingsgate. 

Irreproachable and Imperial Government. Well, and what are 
you staring at now ^ ^ 

Responsible and Dignified Opposition. What am I staring at ? 
What are you going to do with that there Bill ? 

Irreproachable and Imperial Government. What am I going to do 
with this here Bill ? Pass it,— that ’s what I ’m going to do with it. 

Responsible and Dignified Opposition. Oh, you ’re going to pass it, 
are you ? 

Irreproachable and Imperial Government {doggedly). Yes, I’m 
going to pass it. 




cUuilb 


one end of which I still 
retain in my hand, and 


YvnaTj are you gomg to ao witn tnat mere Jtiili r . _ retam in my nanu, ana 

Irreproachable and Imperial Government. What am I going to do Ascent op the Hippopotamus Head. gradually hams up 

with this here Bill ? Pass it, — that ’s what I ’m going to do with it. {Sketchy with Artisfs Signature.) the inch-rope hy which 1 

Responsible and Dignified Opposition. Oh, you ’re going to pass it, , make my ascent, keeping 

are you ? ^ one foot at a time always planted on some projecting crag, so as to 

Irreproachable and Imperial Government {doggedly). Yes, I’m steadymyselfwh£e swilling from point to point. N.B. — Travellers 
going to pass it. bound for a Climbing Continental Trip, should at once invest in 

Responsible and Dignified Opposition {with irony). Oh, are you? these stocks. List of the market prices sent on application to the 
With the Cat, I suppose ? ^ Office on receipt of four stamps. 

Irreproachable and Imperial Government. Yes, with the Cat. The flag-staff at the summit shows where I ultimately inscribed 
But what s the Cat to yow I should like to know. my name — the first — and took possession of the Hippopotamus Head 

Respomwle and Dignified Opposition. Oh, the Cat ain’t nothing in the name of Old England. 

aR, of course ! But, if you ’re after keeping The next morning we stajrted at early dawn from a Moist Sugar 
me Cat T 7 , T . 7 XV -rrr, . , » . Estats, belonging to a wealthy friend otmiae, and mustered a party 

J^repr^chable and Imperial Government. Who said I was a-going of six. 

-n* -x. jr XV . . .-1 white, myself ; one brown, my friend; and four native ser- 

Opposition. Who said you was a-gomg vants, as black as your go-to-meeting hat on Sundays. The four 
said not^g about it. Of course you niggers scarcely count, as two blacks don’t make one white, nor 
didntl We know that, don’t we? four either. 

irreproaembie and Imperial Government. You seem to know We had provided a rope two thousand feet long, thread, javelin- 
Ti* j -• o w v , men carrying our ^penstocks, brass band, drum, and cymbals— but 

Opposition. Oh, do we? Wdl, deal ox of course these do not count as climbers, thonghi managed to get 
deal, leastways we knows that. man with the big drum up some considerable height, because I 
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found tlie noise lie could make was most useful in scaring’ away tke 
liuge birds of prey tkat would otherwise have proved awkward cus- 
tomers to deal with. 



Sketch op a “Getpee,” oe veett Taeon-teu Yuutuee. 

(Signed bg Artist, None genuine without this Signature^ 

Here is one I contrived to wing, and sketched him as he managed 
to fly away, uttering at the same time a peculiarly ahriTI scream, 
which, had it not been drowned by the beating of my own drum — 
(do you k?^ow the song, “ JSut the heating of my own heart was all 
the sound I heard^^ eh ? Here ^s a chance for something like it ; 

The heating of my own drum^^ &c. More anon) — ^wouKL have, I 
think, rendered me deaf for life. 

TYe breakfasted on the first plateau we could find, the niggers 
serving us famously, and the javelin-men holding umbrellas over us 
to screen us from the scorching rays of the early morning sun. 
Then, after a whiff of tobacco, we walked through a virgin forest of 
at least a thousand years old — a very old maid this virgin forest, 
eh ? — ^where the vegetation was luxuriant to a degree that I have 
imver seen e(iualled even in the Southern Tropics. Huge fallen trees, 
that had on^ succumbed to the mountain “tempest, lay in the way, 
like Giant Obstructionists. Sometimes a perfect thicket of them 
stood before us — ^xmfelled, unfallen ; another, we axed leave — and 
axed branches too — ^to bring in a bill which would settle the Giant 
Obstructionists completely. Like the celebrated 
“ Man from Datchet 
Who brought his hatchet,” 

all our good Fellers went to work, and by hook and by crook, by 
axe, hatchet, and bill, we made one grand trunk line in less time t b^ u 
it takes me to write five ordinary ones. 

!!^en we heard the shrill, clear note of the ciccaleri (pronoimeed as 
an Italian word — ^whence the insect originally comes) and the .Hbjp- 
poponax, whose movements are so quick as to baffle all our attempts 
at catching it. i 



Hoppoponaxbs at Peat nr the ioxg Geass. 

(From a Sketch hy our Special Artist. — Signed.) 

Maiy a hearty laugh have we had as we tumbled over the rooky 
ground, and went head-over-heels over the stumps and boulders in 
OTir wn attempts to secure one of these beautiful insects. 

After a thirty-mile walk we stopped for lunch, selecting a shady 


spot as freejfrom white’ants as^was possible to find in 
Was literally swarming with 
them. They are peculiar to this 
country, and, when irritated, 
have the power of inflicting on 
their victim a deadly sting. It 
is difflcult, of course, to Imow 
what irritates them, or when 
they are irritated^ which, as a 
rule — so “the natives say — can 
only be ascertained distinctly (or 
“ QiB-stinfd-lj^^^ as the natives 
express it) by results. 

Five white ants, irritated, 
stinging together, will kill one 
black man. If, however, they 
are not irritated, their bite will 
not produce any other efiect 
than that of a swelling. They 
live in the rough prickly bark of 
trees, and their nests cannot be 
taken, it being impossible for 
any hand to get at them without 
bemg severely lacerated by “these 
bristly points ; in fact, the ex- 
traordinary barks of these trees 
is far worse than the ordinary 
bites of these insects. Fortu- 
nately for the black inhabitants 
of “&e plain — ^who are peculiarly 
plain Tblaek inhabitants — “they 
seldom ascend to these heights ; Poeteait or Black . 
and when they do, if bitten, they bitten by a Wi 
return at once with a swollen 
head or arm, or finger, and are venerated by the super 
lation as having received an inspiration from the Good 
supposed to inhabit these mountains. The sufferiag 
diately receives presents of nuts, beads, and flour, and 
“ swelling about the place. 



« « 44s 

I must apologise for not sending any more to-da 
mother ascent of Bix“fcy thousand feet to make before 
if my boy with post-bag, whom I am now lowering b 
not reach the viflage by nine, you wiU not get this for 
I have telegraph apparatus with me for communical 
but we can’t yet fibs: it, Au revoir / Tours, still on tl 


AT OHISELHUEST. 

(Scdurday, July 12.) 

Feom thy Throne’s height and mother’s pride co 
To this uncrowned grief j and childless woe; 

Place on her brave bo^s bier the violet crown. 
The only one it was his lot to know. 

Thy youngest daughter weeping atth-y side, 
And thy four princely sons to bear his pafl. ! 

Of such a grief all sympathy falls wide, 

And yet ’tis well our QL'xteen should give her a 

England partakes “the sorrow of her Q^tjeen, 
YTould whisper cheer “to the reft mother’s heai 

Stripped sudden of its one branch, straight and 
So fair of spring-tide leaf, so sound at heart. 

Little these English mourners think of thrones, 
Past or to come, or factions’ fierce debate ; 

Ho thoughts are theirs that harden hearts to ste: 
And poison wholesome sympathy with hate. 

Gather, grey sMes of sorrow, o’er the gun 
That bears his body to Ms father’s grave — 

TJnlooked-for goal of race untimely run — 

And, Heaven, sustain that saw not meet to sa 


Etymological. 

From a Marrow Toy at Lord^s. 

Fowled, A man is said to be howled^ from the Lat 
est_cautus ” — because he is not caught. 


Aiks pob AonictJiTirBisTS.-^Plain living and Mgl 



CHARITY BEGINS AT HOME. 

Tommy. “'W’ha.t beajstlt 'Wastb!” 


SOME WHTS ” OE WIMBrEDON. 

{As tTiey occurred to a, CoTUributor who has riot got a Prize.) 

'WffT is tlie Camp situated between two Railway Stations, and 
near neitlier ? 

Wkj must you, to get to your destination, either puff up a high 
hill or pick your way oyer a rut^ common ? 

"Why must you liye in utter discomfort in a heU-tent with a lot of 
other lellows for a couple of showery weeks ? 

Whj are you not supplied hy the Q-oyernment with either planks 
or heather? 

Why is the Staff permitted to reyel in hoarding, carpets, elaborate 
furniture, and flower-gardens ? 

Why is the Members’ Camp permitted to assume the appearance of 
a collection of Stock Exchangehoudoirs ? 

Why are not the messing arrangeinents better managed ? 

Why are sisters, aunts, and cousins allowed to mince about in 
other fellows’ q^uarters ? 

Why are elderly females permitted to make a raree-show of a 
fellow’s camp-quarters ? 

Why is Major Smith: of Lloyd’s, or Captain Shooks of Capel Court, 
count^anoed in peacocking about in Leyee uniform ? 

Why are Privates Beowh, Johes, and Robihsoh allowed to strut 
through the’ camp in two helmets, a wide awake, one tunic, two 


n ny is me snooiang so oaoiy managea r i 

Why is the marker invariably asleep when a fellow clearly makes 
a bull ? 

Why does he just as invariably mistake other feUoVs misses for 
inners r 

Why does one’s rifle, so good at practice, always go wrong when it 
comes to competition ? ^ 

Why do m the earwigs take my tent for a trysting-plaoe ? 

^ Why is it ^ways raining^when I want it to be fair, and, scorch- 
in g Im t when I ’d give anything for a breath of cool air ? 

V^y, after making xip one’s mind never to come to Wimbledon 
again, does one always mad oneself under canvas within half a TnilA 
of the windmill? 


THE LUCKLESS YOUNG GENTLEMAN/^ 

(Am — “ The Jolly Young Waterman.^^) 

Ahd did you not hear of that luckless “ Young Gentleman,” 
Who at St. Stephen’s hut lately did ply 
His pencil and paper with skill and dexterity, 

Till his sly toil caught the Sullivah’s eye ? 

He looked so calm, and he worked so steadily, 

His Pitman’s Phonetics he marshalled so readily, ^ 

And he eyed the dehate with such husiness-like air. 

You ’d have sworn his proceedings were all square and fair. 

What sights of long speeches he heard in that gallery, 

So frothy, so fierce, and so foolish withal ! 

How his ears must have ached when the Home-Rule Circassians 
Gave the rein to penchant for shindy and squall, 

Por abuse and ohstruction, for snapping and sneering. 

But a trifle to him was their jibing and jeering ; 

Hot a rope’s-end for party or brogue did he care, 

His task was reporting them all square and fair. 

And yet but to see now how strangely things happen ! 

As he scribbled on thinking of nothing at all, 

He was spotted by SunLiTAH, Powee, and Callah, 

Who ^rotisted, and straightw^ began such a brawl ! 

“ Obnoxious and unprecedented Reportber I ” 

The Shindyites yelled, and a world of hot-wather 
Was dashed o’er that mckless “Young Gentleman” there, 

M!r. Spbakee’s note-taker so square and so fair ! 


NEW INVENTION. 

“ The Tell-Tale Mariner^s Compass ’’—evidently an invention for 
imposing some limit to the tales which are told to the Marines. 


A SouTAET Exception.— tChe one Dog wko hasn’t had his day 
this year— the Blue Skye. 
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SIGHTS FOR THE SEASON. 

KATES in the iron- 
monOTrs’ shop- 
■windows. 

Ladies going 
about ia furs 
and waterproof 
garments. 

Soup-Htchens 
open in Leicester 
Square, and other 
centres of poorly 
populated dis- 
tricts. 

Letters in the 
newspapers re- 
commending len- 
tils as nutritious 
and palatable 
articles of food; 
with directions 
for dressing 
them. 

Appeals from 
correspondents on 
behalfj of hos- 
pitals, . asylums, 
and beneyolent 
societies. 
Almanacs. 
LHghts of field- 
fares and red- 
wings. 

Codfish 'and 
oysters. 

Festoons of larks at the Poulterers’ and Fishmongers’. 

Pantomimes produced at the principal theatres. 

Holly and mistletoe. Eoast beef, turkey, plum-pudding, and mince-pie. 
Hunt the Slipper. Blindman’s-Buff. Snapdragon. 

The Compliments of the Season. Midsummer Cards. Many Happy Hew 
Years. 



THE RESCUE OF BURHHAM BEECHES. 

BTLEtNHAir Beeches’ preservation 
Let us all, good people, sing ; 

Praise to London’s Corporation : 

Glory to the City Ring ! 

They already Epping Forest 
From the Philistine had saved, 

To their power when need was sorest, 
Scheming builders in had caved. 

Tree and bush, ’gainst bricks and mortar, 
StiU, thank Gog ! shall hold their own, 

In their leafy woodland guarter 
Birds still build their nests alone. 

Dryads, wood-nymphs, elves, and fairies, 
Oheron, Titania, Puck, 

Powers whose charge the wild wood’s care is, 
Send the Common Council luck 1 

Round the Mace t-wine wreaths of myrtle, 
Aldermen -with ivy crown, 

With a blessing may their turtle, 

Thick and clear, alike, go down I 

They have saved from desecration 
Lovely wild and forest fair. 

Be perpetual, Corporation ! 

Live for ever, my Lobj) Matoe ! 


PEOVEEBIAX ACUTENESS. 

“ DEOir&Hr never hred dearth in England,” says one 
old English proverb. “It never rained fiour in Eng- 
land,” avers another. Of these two opposite saws one is 
probably guite as sharp as the other. 


CxTBloTJS Hatueai, PHENOMENON [during the late Uton 
and Harrow Match ) Gosling producmg two Duck’s 
Eggs ! 


THE YOLUNTEEE BODY, AMD THE EEGULAR 
SKELETOM. 

“ Yeet fair shooting indeed,” observed H.R.H. the Duke, as he 
lounged into the garden outside the Cottage at Wimbledon. 

“Fair. Hm— -yes— perhaps we may say ‘Fair,’” returned the 
real Commander-in-Cmef of the British Aimy, who makes it a rule 
never to he too enthusiastic. 

“ Come, we have had a few intervals of fine weather,” continued 
H,R.H., lifting his jovial beak out of a goblet of champagne-cup, 
“and so we can aflord to he charitable. Hot so many centres as 
usual, but, taken all round, the practice has been decidedly 
respectable.” 

“Hum!” grumbled the Field-Marshal. “ There is one practice 
I thiuk abominahle. Look at those idiotic displays of furniture and 
jim-eraoks— ugh! fitter for girls’ boudoirs than soldiers’ tents!” 
And the warrior scowled in the direction of certain tents furnished 
in an unduly luxurious fashion. 

“ Yes, I wish they would make up their minds to rough it a Httle 
more thoroughly,” assented H.R.H. “ I fear that Woolwich is not 
the only place for self-indulgence. Biit, for all that, the Yolunteers 
are not half a had lot.” 

“ In these hard days we want them to he more than half good,” 
gmmhled F.-M. Ptjngh. “ Anyway, I daresay my branch of the 
service will compare with yowrs— eh r ” 

H.R.H. seemed anything but at his ease, At this broad bint he 
observed— 

“ After the Committee has done sitting, let ns hope we shall get 
things to-rights a little. And that reminds me that I have an 
inspection. I am sure you 'wiU excuse me. The gallant Onety- 
Oneth will he waiting.” 

“ You will stay where you are, Sir I ” said F.-M. Punch, who can 
be determined when he pleases. “ The Onety-Oneth are old friends 
of mine, and I mean to inspect them myself. You may follow me at 
a distance if yon please. I trust I shall find the regiment in a satis- 
factory condition.” 

“Anyway, Sir, it won’t he my fault,” shouted H.R.H. nervously, 
as F.-M. Punch, setting spurs to his horse, cantered off. 

Half an hour’s ride earned the Head of the Army to the barraok- 
sguare of the Onety-Oneth. The officers were drawn up in foil 
uniform to receive the Inspector. 


“Come to look at you myself,” was F.-M. Punch’s curt explana- 
tion to the Colonel, 

“Delighted to see you, Field-Marshal,” said the Colonel, with a 
military salute. “ I only wish there were more of us to look at.” 

“ The more reason for making the most of you,” replied Punch, 
cheerily. “ And now, Sir, what have you to show me ? ” 

“ WeR, Sir, there ’s the remmental hand— one of the strongest in 
the Service, Hearly forty, all told.” 

“Yery good,” observed Punch, “hut you can’t drive off the 
enemy with a hand of music— unless you are a Highland Regiment 
with bagpipes for your ofiensive weapons. What have you besides 
the band r’^ 

Well, here we are ourselves— about thirty commissioned officers, 
hacked up by as many non-coms.” 

“But we want something more than that,” growled Punch. 
“ Go on.” 

“ Well, we have fifty medically unfit or in hospital, and the 
officers’ servants and batsmen come to almost as many more.” 

“ Conf oundjit, Sir,” interrupted the F.-M., impatiently, “what ’s 
the use of th&tn in the face of an enemy. Have you nothing more to 
show me ? ” 

The Colonel looked very blank as he retired to consult with his 
officers. At last his face brightened as he advanced, and, with a 
cheerier tone, exclaimed— 

“ Sir, I am happy to say we have something more to show you. 
Here, you ! bring Turn up •to he inspected.” 

A number of Sergeants hurried away, and returned escorting a 
small hoy in a uniform evidently many sizes too large for him. 

“ Who is this ? ” asked the F.-M., m astonishment, 

“ This is the great curiosity of the x^hnent, Sir-^^Ac Private ! ” 

“Dear me I” exclaimed H.R.H., who had now joined the groim. 
“ How is it that I didnot see him wheni inspected you a week f ” 

“The fact is, we only recruited him yesterday, Your Royal 
Highness.” 

“ Come,” said Punch, “ we had better return to Wimbledon— the 
Association Camp is a pleasanter sight than this.” 

“ Please, Sir, it isn’t my fault,” again urged H.R,H. 

“ Hever said it was,” returned Punch. And, being 14 a bad 
temper, he said no more. 

But if JoB^N Bull is as silent, he will prove himself more patient 
than Punch believes him to be. Verb, sap. 
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of only a few figures up in a loft, and 
brings in but a scanty revenue to the 
Dean wbo receives a gratuity for exhibit- 
ing them. Unfortunately for the exhibi- 
tor’s perquisites, his visitors are not paying , 
ones, as they generally contrive to come 
“with an order.” {This will save some 
time when we come to “ TF” — Westminster^ 
and “0” Order,) The principal e£B.gies 
at Baker Street are most hospitable to 
strangers, and entertain everyone, whether 
of distinction or without distinction. N.B. 
—-4 hint to the young Slylootses from the 
Country, It is no use waiting at the side 
door to see the Sleeping Beauty, Mabv, 
Q,ueen of Scots, or any of the young Ladies 
of the establishment coming out after the 
Show is over; and any three-cornered 
hillet-douxy whether accompanied by a 
bouquet or a bracelet, will be immediately 
returned. 

BALLOONS.— Anyone wishing to have a 
balloon during his stay in London, can do 
so. Apply to the Secretary of the Windham 
Club, Ayr Street. The charges are two- 
and-sixpence for the first hour— shilling 
extra to the man, if taken— and sixpence for 
every quarter of an hour afterwards, a de- 
posit being paid in advance. The charge for 
one ascent is usually five shillings, depend- 
ing a great deal on where you want to go. 
There is no third class. The descent is ten 
shilliags more. A traveller by this species 
of conveyance is not compelled, any more 
than by cab or train regulations, to return 
by the same conveyance, as, when he arrives 
at his destination, he may, if he pleases, get 
out and walk. A favourite excursion, in 
fine weather, is to the Milky Way, where 
London visitors can refresh themselves with 
milk fresh from the cow, and after inspect- 
ing the celebrated bull, “ Taurus,” as well 
known as Paul Pottee’s, they can take a 
turn in the dockyard to see the Bam, and 
thence, by ticket, to the Zodiacal G-ardens. 
Hire a good horoscope from one of the 
attendants, and notice the architecture of 
the new Chateaux en Espagne, nd the Old 
Castles in the Air. If you take our advice, 
you wOl let your balloon wait for you, and 
return as you came. It saves trouble, and 
thus you will have spent a happy, profitable, 
and a not uninstructive day. 

BANKEBS’ CLEAEINC-EOUSE.-En- 
tranee at side door near the Bank. Here, 
at four o’clock every day, the “ Clear ers,” 
as they are called, get rid of all the super- 
fluous cash and notes that would otherwise 
impede the circulation in the City. Second- 
hand sovereigns are chucked out in shovel- 
fuls, and five-pound-notes, that have only 
been used once, are carted ofE into unclaimed 
dividends, unless purchased, at so much a 
packet, by those who happen to be present. 
No unreasonable offer is refused, and, in 
fact, the stock is really given aw^. The 
_ proceeding is on the plan adopted by the 


_ proceeding is on the plan adopted by the 
butchers, fishmongers, and confectioners, 

HAPPT-THOUGHT GUIDE TO LONDON. 

'For the Use of Visitors to Toum in general, and Tounz Men from the Country in particular, j hsm? 

BAMR STREET BAEAAE and MADAME TUSSAUD’S EXHIBITION.— "We add the beoSu^^a in^'^alL^eySl 

latter, because no one will wait for “ T ” if he has had no lunch, and wants to see as much a small way. Police are in attendance to 
I as m a day or two. Baker Street Baza^ is a perfect Beemve of industry, including keep order, and the hand of the Coldstream 
[ tM Wax-woiks. An a n nu al subscription entitles anyone to become a Eellow of Madame Guards plays every Saturday from two to 
Tus^tjd s. TOie amount of the subscription touches four figures, which is in itself a four. 

pnvile^, as public is ordinarily requested not to touch even one figure. Once a year THE BANK OF ENGLAND. — This 
tbc pmc^al Chapters dme at the Mansion House with the Lokd Matob— a custom dating great Bank is nearly as old as the oldest 
Horn tne time ot Ncamankings, most of whom were brought up at St, Cire, in France, cliffs, and used to be known as the Golden 

and w^ ^nm^ with the Great Madame Tussaud, After awhile there was Sand Bank. It offers a home to its 

A j Hoyal lEonse and the Tussauds, and a rival aristocratic ^ow was broken-down employes under the name of 

the TTsaiuTOs more “-waxy” “Eodnoed Consols,” who are a sort of 
to^ ever (tTiae Scnoow^v and they then complete their establishment on a poor bedesmen, and wear a peculiar kinfl 

SMie o| m^nih^oe whuu! entity threw that of the A.bbey into the shade, which is one of gown which is made by Ae Old Lady 
reason for the Abbey being so cool <m a hot day. The Exhibition at the Abbey now consists of Weadneedle Street. ^At the 'R.tiTt, 
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ally indelited for the kindness. If fond of literature, a heswy 
though not necessarily scientific hook on the Derby, will be a suffi- 
cient qualification, though it wiU not entitle you to a decoration. 
An order once obtained, you can pass right through the Court, in at 
one door and out at the other, and see all the curiosities for a com- 
paratively RTTfifl.n OTatuity, as the system of “ No Fees ” has not yet, 
we regret to say, been adopted at this estabKshment. 


SWITHIN^S, 1879, 



the 


^ Tuesday, 

/ \ 15th, the anni- 

/ A versary of Saint 

V J Swithin,^ the 
/ patron Saint of 
/ watery England, 

/ 7^=-^ was observed 
with even more 
than ordinary 
interest and 
solemnity. 

At Winches- 
ter, of which 
city St. Swithin 
was bishop, and 
where he is 
buried — every 
schoolboy knows, 
or ought to know, 
the legend which 
is the foundation 
of aU meteorolo- 
gical science 
tbe day was kept | 
as a public hoh- 1 
day. That pre- 
cious and vener- 
able relic, the 
Saint’s umorella, 
was carried from 
its jewelled case on the shoulders of the Cathedral vergers, and 
hoisted on the Cathedral tower, in the presence of the M^or and 
Corporation, the Dean and Chapter, the City and County Members, 
the Astronomer-Eoyal, the Council of the Meteorological Society, 
the Clerk of the Weather, and many other civil, mUitary, and 
ecclesiastical functionaries. A procession was then formed to the 
spot where St. Swithin’s shrine stood, and in front of it were de- 
posited a barometer, an old-fashioned weather-house, the day’s 
Times, contamiug the weather-chart and forecast, and the latest 
telegrams from Yalentia, Shields, Scilly, and other meteorological 
stations in the United Kingdom. A selection of appropriate music 
was performed on the organ, including the “ Haihtone C^orws.” 
At the banquet which followed at night, the two toasts which have 


In consequence of favourable telegrams, joyous peals wore again 
rung at Winchester at midnight. The Saint’s umbrella was restored 
to its case hy the Mayor and the Dean, amidst a blaze of fireworks, 
and the city then resumed its usual tranquillity. 

There were great rejoicings in the agricultural districts, and in 
several places an umbrella was burnt in effigy. 


SOMEBODrS DIAEY. 


been given fiom time immemorial- 
TVia WAather ” — ^were dulv h 


o Memory of St. Swithin ” 
and ‘^The Weather ’’—were duly honoured. 

At Winchester, Worcester, Lincoln, and in other places where 
churches exist dedicated to St. Swithin, fiags were hoisted on the 
weathercock 'by the Senior Churchwarden assisted hy the Arch- 
deacon’s Apparitor, 

The hells of the Cathedral and all the churches in Winchester 
rang merry peals when the head verger ascended the tower at 
noon, and dosed the umbrella— the welcome indication that the day 
was fair. 

The rain-gauges and the cones at Greenwich and all the principal 
weather-stations were decorated with flowers. 

In the Metropolis the official inspection of the weather commenced 
immediately after midnight, and was anxiously continued, without 
intermissiou, during the four-and-twenty hours. The summits of 
the Duke of York’s column and the Monument were selected this 
year as the i)osts of observation. The Lord Privy Seal and 
the Chancellor of the Duchy of Lancaster (having nothing else 
particulai to do) attended in theic robes of office on behalf of the 
Grown. At the Monument the Lord Mayor, who was assisted in 
his qnarter-of-an-hourly registration by the Recorder and the 
Rememhrano^ presided. Refreshments were supplied, and the 
choir sang “ Th & Hainy JDay^^^ by Lonofellow. 

As the day advanced, the betting on the Stock Exchange and at 
the dubs was even on fair weather, and, later on, two to one was 
taken and ofEered. 

At nightfall the apartments of the Meteorological Society, and 
the offices of the M^(»:ologioal Department and the Tithe Commis- 
sioiuers — tithes haying been established in England through St. 
Swithin— w»e brilliantly illuminated* The day having passed ofi 
m Loi^on without rs^ the leading umbrella ana waterproof manu- 
I xactarers forbore to light up their establishments. 


ilfoivnxr.— Having sent back Mr. Thomas Brooke, of Leeds, his 
contribution, and having deposited “ it ” in the hands of my bankers, 
felt no scruple in commencing my much-needed holiday. Before 
settling down to my much-required relaxation, thought I would take 
a little busiuess-tour. Started accordingly. Arrived in Paris, and 
called upon MM. Gtr^vt, G-AsruETTA, and Marshal Maomahoh. Very 
unsatisfactory interviews. After all, who cares for the Grand Cordon 
of the Legion of Honour ! 

Tuesday, — By unheard-of exertions reached Berlin. Visited 
Bismarck. The Prince was very civil, hut thought that Lord 
Beaconspield might feel ofiended if he (Bismarck) acc^ted my 
proposal. Learned incidentally that it is not the custom in Germany 
to appoint Englishmen Field-Marshals. It appears that no exception 
can he made to this rule. 

Wednesday , — ^Managed to reach Constantinople in time to see the 
Shltak. His Majesty was very gracious, hut assured me that it 
was a point of nationality as well as religion with him to wear no head- 
covering except the fez. We talked about Egypt. It seems that 
the Great Powers will not permit Tewfik to he deposed in favour of 
an Englishman. This international jealousy is very narrow— not to 
say detrimental to the truest interests of Egypt. 

Thursday , — ^Again by unheard-of exertions reached St. Peters- 
burg just as the CJzar was retiring to rest. Showed His Majesty a 
photograph of it. Aiexahder declared it to he “ sweetly pretty,” 
but explained that he was too much occupied with the schemes of 
the Nihilists just now to attend to anything else. His Majesty, 
however, very kindly offered me an appointment in Siberia. Pro- 
mised to take the matter into serious consideration, but fear that, 
accustomed as I am to the air of Leamington, the chmate about 
Irkutsk would he too bracing for me. 

Friday , — By dint of extremely rapid travelling found myself in 
the capital of Denmark. Was introduced to a gentleman who de- 
scribed himself as the king of the country. My proposal was eagerly 
accepted, and I was begged to take the sovereignty of Sweden and 
Norway, and a large slice of Schleswig-Holstein. My Civil List was 
fixed at two and a half millions sterling ; hut just as we were coming 
conclusively to business, [the gentleman was arrested by two keepers 
as an escaped lunatic. Subsequently called upon the King. His 
Majesty uinortunately was not at home. 

Saturday , — Once more hy unheard-of exertions reached a French 
watering-place. Found three hundred and fourteen refusals waiting 
for me. Wrote to my bankers, begging them to continue to keep it 
•pro tern, on their hands, and leaving Lord Beaconsfield and my 
lU-requited endeavours to serve him, to a just, unbiassed, and dis- 
criminating British public, proceeded, without further correspond- 
ence, to the enjoyment of my much-needed holiday. 


Say the Antivivisectionists, 

Ih the name of humanity, truce to this wrangling ! 
We’U have no more Cats either mangled or mangling. 
Your Surgeons’ Cats’ tortures dou’t teach us a tittle ; 
And harrack-cats’ tortures avail just as little. 


Good Advertisement for a Rising Young Actor. 

{At his service for a Professional Paper,) 

Mr. Hare is f OTtunate in having secured the services of Mr. Ter- 
Riss, We fi^ in him that scarce article, a ^oo^Jeune premier — 
[Exit, 


rara avis in Terriss, 


THE JOKE OF THE CREAM. 


At the Kilburn Show, the first prize for Cream Cheese was taken 
by the Aylesbury Dairy Company. No doubt the Company’s Cheese 
was a sample of the creme de la crime. 


Amendment oh Irish Mohoh. — V ote that the Chairmaa report 
Progress. No. Vote that he report Obstruction. 


Eholand’s Trotjrlesome Relation’s.— Her Foreign ones. 


tat To OoBMMPOBTJBKTS.— Eiftor (ZoM noi "hM hims^ bound to acknowledge, return, or pay for Contributions, In no case can these he returned unless accoynpanied by a 

stamped and directed envelope. Copies should be kept. 
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toff fotpdatioi^^stones' m 

p.(^a B ^r\\\^ Caedwem’s aauffkty 

R^NNlwe. DE^\ 0 sokeme was all aaughty 

j iioDs^se. Lucky that 

a naughty end before 

Chelmspoed had time to cut out Wolselet. Now, must he-off to drink the naughty waters. 


JWG. DEtR^ 




look up®my notes for the 9th. Some gilt still left on the gingerbread. 

The Marquis, Still playing second fiddle, but we both haye G-arters. And I go down to dinner 
first. That ^s always something. I must continue to dissemble. Suppose I shall haye to ask him 
down to the country in the Autumn ? 

The Chancellor of the Exchequer, Well, perhaps, they were a little trying. So very difficult 
to know what to do with them. One doesn^t like to be too positiye, because, after all, one might be 
wrong. Still, I think that all those education sops must work soothingly. ^ And I really don’t 
see that anybody else has scored, if we haven’t. In the meanwhile, we ’re rid of it all for the 
next six months. That’s a comfort. 


The Leaded' of the Opposition, 
Afraid we made a mistake about the 
Cat. Mr. What’s-his-name — ah, yes, 
to be sure— Chambeulaint, is so very 
hard-mouthed in harness. And then, 
my “B-ight Honourable Friend” is 
such a jibber. Still, as Sic Feedeeicx 
IBioins'i would say, “I don’t think 
it will do me any harm ” in North- 
east Lancashire. 

The Feople^s William, Been very 
lazy of late. Must devote the entire 
recess to work up my arrears of 
correspondence, and with all those 
Articles for the Nineteenth Century 
hanging over my head. 

The Mammas, Impossible to say 
who is worth looking after in these 
terrible times. Eent-roRs are a 
mere delusion. ^ What are landed 
proprietors coming to ? 

The Painters, How the deuce do 
they think we’re to keep up our 
studios ? 

The Lord Mayor, Take it aH 
round, I think I ’ ve done it at a very 
moderate figure. And now I must 
be extra economical until the 9th. 

The Opera Impresarii. That con- 
founded “Comedie” ! 

The Managers, Jolly good thing 
Hollenoshead has made of it. If 
we ’d only stood in with him ? 

The Shopkeepers. Never knew 
such a season. Nothing doing ex- i 
cept in umbrellas aud waterproofs ! 

The Farmers, No season at all! ! 
Everything topsy-turvy, and Kil- j 
burn topsy-turviest. 

The Public, The worst ou record ! 
Tired of writing to the papers about 
it. 

And Mr, Punch, Bad weather, 
had news, and had times ! Heartily 
glad it ’s over ! Let ’s hope for better 
luck in 1880. 


The present wet Summer is just 
the time for a General Election; it 
would put all England under Canvas. 


PALACE OH PRISON ? 

My deae FniENn, 

Fob so I will take the liberty of calling you, in spite of the 
purely business character of our relationship— you cannot imagine 
what a mistake you have made Take my advice (no fee), and come 
over at once. This delightful air wiU do you a world of good. I am 
sure it is far more bracing than Boulogne. 

Then the state and comfort combined of this palatial residence ! 
The rooms are simply charming. A most elegantly furnished suite 
of apartments — piano and all! My “Gaolers” — I must have my 
little joke— are such agreeable fellows, brim-full of the pleasantest 
Parliamentary gossip ! Then the view from the drawing-room is 
simffiy lovely ! You cannot imagine how fine the river looks from 
the House, The cuisine, too, is most rechercM, I had no idea that 
the kitchen was so well managed. It almost tempts one to go in for 
the House oneself. It is evident that the_ kitchen arrangements, at 
least, are under the surveillance of a Special Committee quite above 
bribery. Suppose you tried ? Eh, old man ? You must not mind 
my chaffing you. The comfort of this delicious little snuggery quite 
makes one chirpy I 

There is only one drawback — I am told that I shall have to go, 
wiHy-niHy, when the House rises. This will be a sad blow to me. 
I should enjoy a few months here enormously. In these hard times 
it is something to he put up rent-free in a f aSiionahle neighbourhood, 
and the fees are realLy a mere bagatelle. Eaison de pms that you 
should join me at once. 

Come, my good friend, come. Exchange the had air of Boulogne 
for the warm welcome of Y^estminster. And believe me 


The Clock Tower, 

Mouse of Commons, 


Yours sincerely, 

The Mah- unbee the Clock. 


aUESTION AND REPLY. 

Does England to the Peince Impeeial owe 
A statue ? Must Punch answer, Yes or No ? 

Let him rest as he rests, in statu quo. 

Why beyond reason signs of woe extend ? 

No subjects here to grace their sovereign bend. 

We reared, loved, grieved, wept, tombed: be there an end. 

In Westminster, where we our great instal, 

With Stai^ley’s leave, he has no place at all : 

Woolwich that taught him may record his faU. 

And claiming Art’s aid, with least need for Art, 

Let Chiselhurst its mural marble part 
Between the Father, Bou, aud Mother’s heart. 


Speed the Plough. 

AWi-O, at a recent agricultural dinner j made an agreeable fool* 
of himself by proposing the toast and sentiment of “ Small Profits' 
and Ctnick Returns” — explaining that qxdck returns of rent by the'! 
Landlord were needed to permit even small profits by the Farmer. 


THE HOUSE OE LATE HOTJES. 

“ So late to bed, and so late to rise, 

’Tis all we shall do to vote the Supplies.” 


Motto eoe the Woolwich MoNTmENT to the Peince Ihpeeial. 
Cadet, Cecidit, PesurgaV^ 
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PUNCHES ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 



LL in vam [Monday^ 
July 21), Lord Sel- 
BOJUJE called Spain 
over the coals for her 


broken treaties and 


violated laws m 
^7/ prohibition of Sla- 

-\ very and the Slave 

' Trade, ^ There is no 

more hideons history, 

no more damning guilt than that of the Spaniard in this matter. 
Cuba is the slave-trader’s heaven and the negro’s hell, and the Don 
his Devil. 

Inrd Salisbury could but admit the truth of Lord Selbori^e’s 
indictment, and argue that we should do more harm than good by 
moving or meddling. “Slave emancipation was a matter of time 
and conditions and precautions. It was only by restraining our- 
selves that we could get rid of one of the greatest evils that ever 
^graced humanity (‘common form’), and enable the Spanish 
Crovernn^t to follow their own high-minded and humane instmcts.” 
Oh ! oh ! It almost takes one’s breath away. 


in the Spanish Chamber on the subject ot Slavery, and the Oppo- 
sition there was pressiag the G-overnment in the direction of Lord 
Selboene’s speech and motion. Our Government might strengthen 
the Opposition’s hands. 

Our Government knows better. 


Our Government knows better. 

Lord Beaconsttelb, after remarking that it -was not wise to rest 


^rd Salisbtjey can "be bitterly and scornfully satirical; and 
this was an occasion to justify satire. But isn’t the irony of these 
last words almost too savage r 

Lord Geanvillb said non-interference might be all very well, but 
how when we had treaties to found interference upon ? In 1817, in 
consideration of £400,000 paid by England, Spain had entered into 
6iip^3^6ment to polish Slavery in all her dominions from 
if 20. Ever since she had been importing slaves into 
Cuba by hundreds of thousands. There was a debate now going on 


foreim policy in relation to treaty obligations 

“ They had taken every opportunity of binding foreign Govern- 
ments by treaty. They never contemplated that those treaties should 
he enforced as a matter of course if there were any apparent reluct- 
ance on the part of foreign powers to fulfil their engagements. They 
had trusted as much as they could to moral iofLuence in order to gain 
their object.” 

Bravo, Lord B. ! “ Moral influence ” has answered so admirably 
•with the Turks. Why should it^ not work as well with the 
Spaniards ? .^d so, no doubt, it 'will. One is quite proud 'to feel 
one’s own Government on such friendly terms with two such ‘ ‘ humane 
and high-minded ” Powers. 

Army Discipline and Kegulation Bill read a Second Time, with 
gpodspeeds from the two War Oj6S.ee Yiscounts — Ceam'BEOOe: and 
UAEBWELL — ^who Can hardly, one would think, feel quite comfortable 
about onr Army just now. 

Lord Gbanville protested against the measure being considered 
as necessarily perfect on the points in controversy under it. Con- 
sidering its Commons’ history, it would he very odd if it were. 

iCommom,) — ^Monday Popular Concert of Ctnestion and Answer. 
Inter alia. Sir Geoege Campbell had a curiosity to know where the 
money for the African War came from. Whereupon Sir Staepoed 
gave the House an instructive little lecture on the mysteries of the 
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Exchequer, particularly the Treasury Chest Euud and its machinery 
of advances. “ Mighty pretty ! ” as Mr. Pepts would say, “ to see 
with what attention to forms JoHir Bttxl is Weeded ! ” 

In Supply, a Donnybrook Pair fight over the Irish Constabulary 
and Prison Vote, which lasted till four o’clock in the morning. 
But the ruction, though long, was not lively. Indeed, it was only 
redeemed from dulness by a batch of Irish reminiscences from the 
Major. Talking of Ireland, he said, reminded him of South 
Africa : — 

“There were people sent out there to convert the natives. (-4^ JECm. 
Member — ^Missionaries.) Yes, the missionaries. {Laughter.) They were 
sent out to convert those people, who had a very decent religion of their own 
if they were left to themselves. {Laughter.) These persons went to South 
Africa for no other purpose to nis certain knowledge than to plunder. 
{Laughter.) One of them rushed into his ColonePs tent one day, and said, 
‘ Sir, I want a commando.’ ‘ What is a commando ? ’ said the Colonel. 
‘ A force of men.’ ‘ For what purpose ? ’ asked the Colonel. ‘ To punish a 
chief.* ‘ For what reason — a flag of truce is flying ? ’ * Oh • ' said the 
Missionary, * a chief has stolen my horse.’ * Indeed ! ’ said the Colonel. 
‘ I shan’t give you a commando ; but I will make full inquiries.* He made 
full inquiries, and found the Missionary had stolen the chief's horse, and the 
chief had only got it back. That was precisely the case in Ireland. {Benewed 
laughter.)*^ 

Thank you, Major— very much thank you. 

Tuesday {Lords), — Army Discipline Bill passed. 

Lord Wavexet ventured the bold opinion that the country was 
not satisfied with an Army System which was disorganised by a little 


^ Jlir : . 


war. Shall we say, “Audacious Lord 'Waveney!” or, “Unrea- 
Bonahle country ? ” 

(Commons.)— Sir Staeeokd K'oethcote moved that Geisseli. and 
Waed, breakers of Privilege, attend at the Bar to-morrow. 

Sir W, Peasee asked how if they wouldn’t come? 

Sir Staepobd said jt would be better to wait and see if they came 
or not. 

Mr. Whitbeeae thought it was a pity Geisseil and Waed had 
not been prosecuted in an ordinary court of law for trying to obtain 
money on false pretences. 

Sir SxAjPFOED said there might be something in that, but stiU 
Privilege was Privilege, and a pretty Parliamentary plaything which 
Parliament ought not to let out of its own hands. 

Then Parliament proceeded to another branch of its Pririleges— to 
talk out one of the three miserable survivors of the Session, the 
Banking Bill. 

A great unlimited Scotch Joint-Stock Bank having failed, and all 
but draggled Scotland into ruin, aery was raised for statutory limita- 
tion of liability. The CHAjNCEiiOE of the ExcHEauEE thereupon 
introduced a BiH which nobody guite liked, seeing that instead of 
i providing: a cheap and easy machinery to enable unlimited banks to In- 
come limited, with the consent of shareholders, it mixed itself up with 
difficult and disputed questions between English, Scotch, and!^ Irish 
bankers. Now, Sir Stafpoep is fain to drop the clause relating 
to Scotch and Irish. Banks, and so leaves Scotland out of the Bill 
introduced to meet a Scotch catastrophe. The backs of Scottish 
Members hereupon bristled up ; Mr. Mackintosh moved the re- 
jection of the Bill, and the end of an afternoon’s squabble— not 
Irish, but Scotch, be it noted, and therefore presumably with reason 
on its side— was, that the Bill was talked out, and may find it hard 
to get its head above water again this Session, unless the Scotch 
Members can be squared. Another duck’s egg to Sir Staepoed’s 
score. 

In the evening sitting. Sir ChabIiES Dilze put “ Peace with 
Honour” into plain Eu^sh, showing what the Treaty of Berlin’s 
stipulations for Turkish Keforms and Rectification of Greek frontier 
had come to, and moving an Address to the Queen to use her 
infiuence in procuring execution of the Reforms, and Rectification of 
the Frontier. 

Irresistible and undeniable truths could not have been better 
put. 

As all the world knows, Turkey has not taken a step towards re- 
form ; has not shown the least disposition to comply with the recom- 
mendations of the Trea^ of Berlin for giving Greece a tenable 
frontier on the side of Epirus and Thessaly. Of all the Governments 
represented at Berlin, ours has been the slackest in pressing Turkey 
to execution of this latter part of the Treaty. 

Mr. Hanbuey moved, by way of amendment, our gratification at 
what has been carried out of the Berlia Treaty, and our satisfaction 
at what is being done towards carrying out the remainder. 

Sir H. D. Wolff, in seconding Mr. Hanbuey, made a powerful 
speech in support of Sir C. Dilke. The only thing to save Turkey 
was decentralisation. The best service we could do the Turks was 
to put on the screw, to tell her that she had come to the end of her 
tether, and must cany out the Treaty. 

The voice of a Wolf in shew’s dotting with a vengeance ! 

Mr. Gladstone spoke words of incontestable wisdom and demon- 
strable truth in support of Sir Charles Duke. The Mo^tion did not 
imply censure of tbe Government : it had reference not to the past 



but to the future, and meant only that England would insist on the | 
carrying out of tne Treaty for the good of the people of Turkey and 
(^eece. Turkey must he made to do the will of JEurope, The more 
distinctly she was made to understand that, the better. 

Mr. Boueke tried to make a point of the inconsistency of the 
Liberal party, after their denunciations of the Berlin Treaty, now 
pressing for its execution. He denied, iu the teeth of facts, that 
Eudand had been lukewarm, or unfriendly to Greece. There was 
no Government iu Europe ready to force the decisions of the Congress 
on Turkev, so the best thing we could do was to mediate between 
Turks and Greeks, and get them to agree. 

The debate was adjourned. 

Of course the Amendment will be carried. That is as certain as 
* that the facts of the case support the Motion. 

Wednesday,— L. full House, to receive the Privilege-Breakers at 
the Bar. 

But first came the news of the Zulu" defeat at TJlundi— about as 
good news as could be from this most unhallowed of wars, which 
the House has almost as little heart to cheer as the Country. 

Then the Bar was pulled out, and one of the Privilege-JBreakers— 
not the worst— Waed— the Outrageous Gbissell’s attorney^ not 
Gbissel the Outrageous — ^was marched in. It is a comfort, for once, 
to see an attorney sufiering for his client, and the client, out of shot, 
“ cocking up snioks” at the House, through the teleCTaph-wire. 

Waed, “ grasping the Bax with both hands,” did penance m an 
explanation that explained nothing, and was led away by the Officer 
of the House to durance anything but vile, durance extremely snug 
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and comfortable, in tlie House’s prison-cell at tbe base of tbe Clock 
Tower, till the end of the Session. Meanwhile— 

"Wicked Grissell has flown, 

And, safe at Boulogne, 

Prom across Gallic borders 
Wires back, “ Doctor’s orders,” 

Por health’s sake sent away, 

Por health’s sake means to stay. 

Por a victim if hard-up, 

The House can look Ward up. 

And so the House did. Punch's comfort must he that for once the 
lawyer has got the worst of it— 

And that Ward is safely warded. 

By the House its Sergeant guarded* 

There, withiu his Clock-Tower prison, 

Doomed for breach that isn’t his’n, 

Till the Session’s close to frizzle 
Less for self than client Grisseld. 


In the evening the House, on the Motion of Sir E. Wilmot, went 
into the case of Eniunusm Galley, found guilty, there seems the 
strongest reason to think, on insufldcient evidence, of a murder at 
i Exeter in 1836, and saved from the halter mainly by the exertions 
of the present Lord Chief Justice and the late Sir Montague Smith, 
then Junior Counsel on the Western Circuit. All Home Secretaries 
since then have refused to re-open the case. 

Mr. Lowe so declined when ne was Home Secretary, and now he 
and Mr. Cross both object to declare the innocence of the man, who, 
there seems every reason to believe, has been wrongfully found guilty. 

Quediable allez-vous faire dans cette GalereV' Mr. Lowe asks 
the House, When I declined to open 'the' case,. how dare-you?” 
“ Fiat Justitia mat Bohertus," answers the House. Cross says ditto 
to Lowe. But the House, respecting Home Secretaries and Judges 


Doomed for breach that isn t ma n, ceptibilities as not to add a categorical assertion of Ms innocence. This ' 

MW filTsawi. -be takea as proclaimed by last nigbt’s Debate, in -whioli tbe 

Less for self than eUent Gkissbll. Gailex’s, 

Thursday (Xor«?s).— Lord Camperdown called attention to the it is t© be hoped, are not likely to be so common as to make the 
cost— “loss,” he called it— of improvements under the Artisans’ precedent a dangerous one. 
and Labourers’ Hwellmg Act, 1875 ! While we ,keep the [machinery ■ : ...... ■ ■ 


of compensation, we must take the consequences. 

The Artisans’ Bwelling Act is ]^e the Education Act. It can’t 
be worked so cheap as we might wish ; hut the money spent on it is 
probably among onr best spent. 

Lord Campebpown talks of putting the over-crowding clauses of 
the Hnisances Removal Act stringently into force— which means 
turning out the lodgers of overcrowded tenements, at the cost of 
more overcrowding or of leaving the evicted houseless altogether. 
Better pay twice as dear for improvements under the Artisans’ and 
Labourers’ Dwelling Act. But the compensation machinery wants 
overhauling. 

{Co7nmons ,) — Sir Stapeoep knocks under to the Scotch Members. 
The Banks of all the three kingdoms are to have the power of 
limiting their liability. “All’s well that ends well.” The right 
result, hut limply andlimpingly r^ohed, Sir Staeporu, as hut is too 
often the ease with you, when the right result is reached at aU. Why 
not have begun where you have ended^ and spared all this waste of 
time? Was it that you wished to display your speoM ability — 
squeeze-ability ? The Session has shown us enough of that already. 

, Second Reading of Irish XJniveraity BiB* 


WONDERS 




THE SEA-SIDE. 


Won- 

h dered a 

good deal ^ — 

^ Wonder 

n 0 what on earth 

xw mademetake 

children out 
f Town in 
'’'y'rr..- snchpositive- 

^ ■' 'r;"# ?. 1' ly disgusting 

^ ' : weather as 

Tj^at^ I was 


squeeze-ability ? The Session has shown us enough of that already. ^ ^ | Wonder 

, Second Reading of Irish XJniveraity BiB* r: — M \ | ^ what I was 

As Punchy and everybody with brains in Ms head foresaw, Go- — s— 1 l'| //OWi about to se- 

vernment means to put money in it. Kot yet in the shape of pay- — . — L vj 1 MM lect St. Swi- 

ment by results, or endowment, but that may come. ^ At present j M ^ ^ MM tMn’s-on-Sea 

they will bind themselves only to payments for University Examin- W i*' M Ml of all places 

ation-rooms, Library, SoholarsMps, EeBowsMps, &c. -- — || i ^ 1 M the world? 

The Irish Members wavering— “ letting, I dare not wait upon I | | /' // I Wonder 

would.” It will end in their taking all that is offered them, and “^|| Ij 1 ^ why I made 

then asking for more, and, very probably, getting it. For once there | f a point of 

seems to be a chance of something like a truce to the long and bitter gettmg “ on the front ” and 

Irish faotioa-Egtt in ae sohool-iooia. t ■ v t>-i, paying double the price for 

Punch has not -wished sneh hearty good-speed to any Insh Bill s Apartments, when the hack 

since Lord Bbaconseield came in, as to that for appropriating a iodSMtely more 

million and a half of the Irish Church Surplus to the better payment cheerful ? 

of the Irish National School-Masters. And he sees no sufficient Wonder why I thought a 

reason why some more of the same Surplus should not go to meet the look-out on the harbour in a 

cost of an Irish Eoman-CatholioUniTersity. 1\ XoUiLU!. . - drizzling fog would be so ®ery 

Friday (Xord^).— Lord Steathnaeen by a bold change of front lively ? 

converted Ms long-threatened attack on the conduct of the Zulu War Wonder, while I was about it, why I didn’t wait until November, 

to a slashing onslaught on the Short-service system. His LordsMp’s and put up for a month in the East India Docks ? 
place is the Witness’ chair before the Army Committee* now sitting. Wonder when the rain is goiag to stop ?— just for ffve minutes. 

There Ms very strong opinions canbe placed on record, sifted,weighed, Wonder what is the good of the band playing as if nothing were 

and put to profit by the Commission. In the House of Lords his the matter ? 

denunciation can tend to nothing but public alarm and discomfort. Wonder how they can aB walk about without umbrellas, in the 

[Commons^ ATornm^.)— Second Reading of the Bill for Lending undress uniform of dragoon colonels, and not knock-np with rhenm- 
India Two Millions without interest towards the cost of the Afghan atism ? 

War.^ TMs bad way of paying a new debt has the distinction of Wonder whether “ a two hours’ trip for trawl-fishing in the fast 
pleasing nobody, sailing and commodious pleasure yacht, Duchess of Fdinburgh^' ia 

Messrs. Gladstone, Fawcett, Laino, OmxDERS, Grant Dupe, a Stygian gloom, would be a lively proceeding ? 

Hubbard and Goschen, Sir J. Lubbock,^ Sir G. Campbell, Sir G. Wonder, when the sea looks like cold pea-sonp, whether the fish 
Bi^pour, and Sir A. Hatter, about as different men ^d different would even see their way to a little trawling if they had a chance ? 
minds as could be got together, aU agreed in condemning^ihe financial W onder who the hopeless fools are who will bathe ? 

operation le^is^ by the Bill. Wonder what good the children are getting out of being shut up 

it IB not a trank acceptance by England of the cost of an Imperial twelve hours in the twenty-four in a stuffy drawing-room r 
War. It hasn’t the grace of a gift. It does not carry with it the Wonder how the people in the dining-room like parlour-cricket, 
wnolesome restrainte and burdens of a loan. It is less than with heavy scoring, over their heads continuaBy from tiitia a.m. to 
England ^ght to give towards defraying the cost of a war wMch sunset ? 

was wa^d for Beaconsfielffian reasons, and seems likely to result in Wonder whether they regard as a set-off the privilege of being 

Beaconsnelaiaii Denefits to India — an extra-burden, of bill-tribes on offered stale prawns every quarter of an hour r 

our Jiands; ^ ^tra-aBowanee to the Ameer; an extra-force of Wonder vraether the owners of the two-and-forty empty houses 

some ten or twelve regin^nts, ^ extra-outlay of a million ; and on the Parade find things generally paying? 

all for^ extra-phrase— A Scientffic Frontier.’’ Wonder whether it will pay me to stay here another day ? 

ine House showed pretty clearly its opinion of the operation by Wonder, if I can only get off to-morrow, whether I shall ever be 
givi]^ the Government a majority of no more than 12 for Second induced to visit St. S within’ s-on-Sea again, except as a dangerous 
iteadmg^-137 to 12o. 1 and irresponsible lunatic ? 


getting “on the front,” and 
^ / ^ — paying double the price for 

SItofc? Apartments, when the back 

D^st^^e^ so infinitely more 

Wonder why I thought a 
look-out on the harbour in a 

^ drizzling fog would be so 

lively? 

Wonder, wMle I was about it, why I didn’t wait until November, 
id put up for a month in the East India Docks ? 

Wonder when the rain is going to stop ?— just for five minutes. 
Wonder what is the good of the band playing as if nothing were 
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COSTUME AND CQIFFUEE A LA aEENOUILLE, 

Appeopkiate to the "Wet "Weathee. 

TWO IDOLS. 

[An AUxmdrim Idyl,) 

[It has been stated that, before returning to Paris, Mile. Saeah Been- 
HAEDT received from Lord Bbaconspield a commission to execute his bust.] 

Sarah, Milord, you honour me I 

Benjamin, ^ Fair Sculptress, say not so ! 

The Snn receives not light, nor Grenius honour I No ; 

Its role is to impart. 

Sarah [aside), Vieux hlagueur ! [Aloud,) Ah! Milord, 

Genius so opulent as yours may then afford 
Some rays on me to waste ; and, in your climate dun, — 

All that there is of triste^ where man ne’er sees the Sun, — 
How trebly welcome such illumination I 
Benjamin, Aye t 

This duU, damp, dingy land, isle of the inky sky 
And sempiternal shower, to you must surely he 
As Hades’ sombre gloom to poor Persephone, 

Sarah, Yes, but here Plutus reigns, not Pluto ! 

Benjamin, Very true I 

Our clouds are dense and dark, they shut out Heaven’s own 
blue. 

Yet are they lined with gold, and rain a Danae’s shower 
On those who learn the trick of winning praise, 

Sarah, Or power, 

Ym sway the dullards well ! 

Benjamin, A long-learned part I play, 

You came, saw, and were seen, and conquered. 

Sarah, ^ For a day. 

Well, the day’s wage is good ; my triumph was not small, 
Among your Duchesses, those hours in. what you call 
Your Salle d? Albert, Ha I ha I Your Chariti^ I think, , 
Is charming, for it can not only smile, but winh, 

Benjamin, At aught that is the rage. 

Sarah, As we are— you and I. 

Ah! great is wiU! 

Benjamin, ^ ^ Yet greater race. Its mastery 

Makes itself felt in aU, in Art, in power, in pelf. 

Witness Bachel and you, the RoTHSCHinns, and— inyself . 
Sarah, Rachel ! An Artist, too, mais tant soit peu grossiere J 
Would she have witched your London ? 

Benjamin, Tine demande en Vair ! 

She could act, but she could not paint, nor sculp. 


Sarah, I trust 

Milord will be content when he beholds the bust. 

Benjamin, Qa va sans dire ! 

Sarah, Ah, no ! Well done ’twould make a third — 

How few could take that place, and not appear absurd — 
With those we late invoked, your Shakspeabe, our MoLiiiHE, 
In Alexandrines by young Aicabi) hailed. To share 
His fame, by help of yours. 

Benjamin, Ah, pardon me, ^ou know 

In English those same Alexandrines will not flow. 

Bombastic, stiff of joint, not e’en your magic tongue 
Could make them musical in Saxon said or sung. 

Sarah, Konf Well, perhaps a wreath 

Benjamin [hastily), I pray you name it not. 

Wreath me no wreaths henceforth ! 

Sarah [aside), Methinks the Earl grows hot. 

How have I galled him ? [Aloud,) Ah ! the laurel CiESAE 
wore 

Benjamin, He had no Tuiuoihelli— blind and blatant bore ! 

Applause is turned to shame by such fool-lips out-bawled. 

No ; sculp me as I am, not like great Julius, bald. 

Or bay-begirt, 

Sarah [aside). Aha ! /’.y suis ; the aged Earl 

Is proud of his black locks and frontal corymb-curl ; 

They are not vain, these men ! [Aloud,) Milord, Hyperion’s 
brow. 

Needs not the bays indeed. 

Benjamin [sadly). More like a Welsh wig now. 

Once, in the D’Orsay days, e’en Sabah’s chisel,— tush ! 

The Circe of Comediennes I fear wiH blush 
At senile vanity, though retrospective,— 

Sarah, Nay, 

Genius knows not age. 

Benjamin, Well, what did Gladstone say ? 

His age is his pet theme, after the Greeks and Turks. 

I hear he petted you, and warmly praised your works. 

Fancy that bilious Nestor coaxing you, ma chere^ — 

ScBur pale d* Ariel gue vajlottante dans Vair ” / 

Sarah, Quel bon vieillard! paternal, and so prosy ! No 1 
He is not of our kin, — and we are kin I 
Benjamin, Just so. 

Race links such souls more than mere nationality— 

That accident of place— we share our fate and quality ; 

Hated while idolised— the doom of all that rule— 

The envy of the prig, the wonder of the fool. 

Kin ? Me they call poseur and you poseuse ! 

Sarah, What then ? 

Are we not proof ’gainst mots whilst we may master men? 
Spite is stupidity’s blind tribute paid to wit : 

The more you wrest from fate, the more you earn of it. 

Success ’s surest proof. 

Benjamin, Your eamings'must he large. 

Sarah, And yours? 

Benjamin, Nor praise nor blame strikes through the 

cynic targe. 

Age gilds achievement. 

Sarah, Ah! I fear my bust must fail, 

Without the laurel wreath to tell your triumph’s tale. 
Benjamin, Nay, an you love me, nay ! Sooner the cap-and-hells ! 
Sarah, Vrai ! Well, farewell. Milord! 

Benjamin [with effusion). Ah ! saddest of farewells ! 

\JExeunt severally^ smiling mysteriously. 


‘^Eques,” if Ever there was One. 

Wheee is the hero ever earned his spurs by service in the field 
better than Abchibald Fobbes by his fifteen hours’ ride with the 
news of the victory of Ulundi ? After such a gallop he deserves to he 
Knight of the Bam— if only by perspiration. 


Horace Adapted. 

[For T, T, By B, B,) 

Gabbulas abstrudo adulationes'; 
DispRoent auro et fohis coronoe : 

Mitte sectari rubra quo locorum 
iEra morantur. 

Simplici lauro nihil adlahores 
Teacy mi, euro : neque me ministrum 
Dedecet laurus neque te per omnes 
Risum adhibentem. 


Insanity in Excelsis,— S ky clouded, with a few lucid intervals. 





INJUEED INNOCENTS. 

The O’ Gorman loquitur, 

Ocn ! slmre thin, Padishah, 

Iiispictyel Here’s my paw! 

’Tis injured men. we are, hedad I the pair of ns. 

Know me, the great O’d-OEMAN", 

The sworn foe of Saxon-Korman, 

Mongrels base who at St. Stephen’s raise the hair of ns. 

‘ ‘ Padishah ! ” I’m glad to hear 
A name, which on the ear, 

Of the descendants of Boroo, like an Irish echo falls. 
And teUs of ties of blood, 

That bonnd ns, ’ere the flood 
Floated families asunder, outside Koah’s wooden walls. 

Shnre if both are sore opprist, 

^ Both are divils to resist, 

And thin the tyrants charge ns wid Ohsthrnction ! 

By the bones of swate St. Bridget, 

But we ’ll put them in a fidget, 

Tache ms manners ? Tache their grandams OTisnction I 

Is it manners ? Ah— hedad I 
’Tis our game to make thim mad. 

Matched with Pabtoill Id’s gadfly was a thiifle. 

And, the foe to sting and hunt, 

It’s O’Gonmjsr to the front, 

When the Saxons dare debate to thry and stifle. 

There ’s Bigq-ab past a joke, 

there ’s Pabitell can np-poke 
The House till it bates Donnybrook for shindy. 

Och ! the fun to see them s(iuarin’ 

Tip to look like never carin’, 

Whin it ’s mad they are to pitch us out o’ windy. 


Shnre we ’re both on the same lay, 

Though we take a different way ; 

Pigs, the crathurs, squat or sq.uall when druv to slaughter. 
You squat ; ^tis us that squall : 

But your squatting floors them all, 

And our squalling keeps St. Stephen’s in hot wather.. 

Arcades amho ! Throth. 

We ’ll thranslate it, “Porkers both,”— 

If ye ’ll mrdon the unsavoury allusion. 

From potheen I fear ye’d shrink, 

Or meself to you would dhrink. 

To “ Obsthruction, and the Oppressor’s swift confusion!” 


A PUKCH AND BULL FIOHT. 

In a column of local intelligence, and a police report, you will find 
these words 

“ Punch took out a cross-summons against Bull for assault, and this was 
also dismissed, the Mayor remarking that there appeared to have been a 
quarrel between them, and they fought it out.” 

^ There are, possibly, news-readers— north of the Tweed, in par- 
ticular — ^who, should the^ foregoing statement perchance nave met 
their eyes, may have misunderstood it. For their information it 
may he needful to explain that the^ Pttnch above mentioned is a 
Mr, Albeex Punch, a gentleman residing at Newport, in the Isle of 
Wi^t, and the Bull between whom and Putnch there appeared to 
the Mayor (of that borough) to have been a qnarrel, a Mr. Maubice 
Bull, Mr, Albeet Punch’s neighbour. Some words having taken 
place between them, and each having declared himself as good a 
man as the other, a bout of fisticuffs occurred, and they fought for 
ten minutes, “complainant,” Mr. Bull, “ heheving,’’ as he said, 
“that he himself struck the first blow.” Let nobody, therefore, 
imagine, or pretend to say, that anything has happened so unnatural, 
monstrous, prodigious, portentous, ridiculous, and ahsuxd as a 
quarrel and a fight between Punch and John Bull. 


Edison Outdone. — ^Make Light of the Bain- water* 
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OUR CLIMBING CONTRIBUTOR. 


We now descended to tlie first ravine, and entered the ValUe des 
Suitres^ where there are still a few bearded natives^ living a quiet 
dreamy sort of life in this secluded spot. Their chief was an old 



Me asking- my way of a Native in the Akid Plain. 
View of Nightcap Eange in the distance. 

{No Tlcture genuine unless Signed hy Our Own Young Master.) 


2 p.M.— I fancy I see in the distance a stranger sketching. 1 am 
not sure. N"©, he has disappeared. 

2*30. — XJp again. Nearing the point. Holding on by a tuft of 
sun-dried rotten grass. To my horror I feel it giving way 1 It slips 
— ^itis coining away— slowly but surely — and my fate is sealed! — 
(I have just time to enter these remarks in my diary, holding the 
pencil in my mouth)— I make another frantic effort— the rocky point 
beneath me crumbles away, and I am left holding on by a mere 
hair’s-breadth of grass, witn my toe on the edge of a flint that has 
fortunately embedded itself in the face of the rock I 

My friend below, the father of a f armly, vdth the telescope, sings 
out, “ Now then, butterfingers 1 ” I have known him from child- 
hood, but shall never speak to him again. 

In another second I ttu’ow the rope I have brought with me round 
the farthest peak — ^the noose slips over the top— 1 tighten it, pull it 
towards me, and as the blade of grass comes right away, and the 
flint sinks further into the face of the rock, I launch myself into 
mid-air, and with an impetus which only a practised Trapezist can 
give, I swing to the highest point of Needlepeak, and plant the 
ITnion Jack on the summit I 

3 P.M.— Certain I see a man sketching;. I ^m sure it *s for the 
Chraphic. Shall descend, and be home before him. Send this on by 
private cable. Shall return via Scotland, I think ; but will send 
address— initials L. S. D. No receipt genuine except signed — 
“ X. Jb-idit^ drawdit^ and deliverediV* 

3*30.— Conmg down the mountain in haste* 

4*30.— Arrived in the plain below. Heavens! quite forgot the 
man with big drum, who is now in a hole twelve thousand feet 
above the level of the sea, still making a noise to keep off the birds. 

Must go up again for him. 

5*30.— He 's all right. He has hoisted the drum as a weather- 
signal, an invention unknown here, and the Government are going 
to provide for him where he is— in a most elevated position. So 
that ’s aU right, and no more at present. Yours, L S B 


Musselman, who rose from his hed to welcome us, while his followers 
made the Whdhsin (the local name for the valley) ring with their 
hearty cheer. 'While we rested for luncheon, the natives danced a 
shellarius^ accompanying themselves on the Uvalve^ a sort of con- 
certina. 

In the distance I saw, •with a beating heart, the conical summit of 

Needle Point, beyond the Night- 
cap Range, which had hitherto 
defied all endeavours to reach it, 
and the inost adventurous 
oUmbers had paid for their 
temerity with their lives. 

Having ascertained the short- 
est route from a polite Barky, 
whose black curly pate was 
suggestive of anything rather 
than being poll light — — 
It’s a poor heart that never 
rejoices) — I donned my spiked 
shoes, and accompanied hy my 
friend with telescope and um- 
brella, six natives with provi- 
sions, and a man with a drum, 
we started on our perilous 
course. 

It was a splendid coup d^ceil 
from the top. My friend with 
the telescope, who is the father 
of a large family, wouldn’t 
accompany me, hut the man with 
the drum did, and played very 
well. The native servants 
sneaked off. “-4 A, Monsieur, 
they said, ^^vous etes si hrave, si 
fort, mais nous avons peur / ” — 
and off they went, all, except a 
faithful Pole whom I take with 
me everywhere. 

I send you my Diary, made on 
the spot, and kept fresh as new 
butter from the diary— I mean 
dairy, of course. 

1 p.K.— Tip, np ! Holding on 
by a blade of grass. Foot fixed 
ia cleft. Man with drum in a 
hole below, heatiag hardto keep 
the flies away. He can’t come 



My pehilous Ascent of Needle- 
point Peak, illustrating the 
Awful Moment when, in going 
UP, I lost my Shoe, and, in 
COMING DOWN, I LOST MY HaT. 


any higher. Friend, father of a family, with telescope, on the first 
plateau, two thousand feet beneath, looking up and calling out, “ Go 
it ! Stick to it ! ” (The air is so rarefied, the voice travels and 
reaches me distinctly.) 


Note from Climbing Contributor to Please give the Boy who 

brings this a shilling. [We were unfortunately out when the Boy called. 
But we can’t mate out who sent the message. Must be cautious. As far as 
we can understand our O.C.’s movements, be has left the foreign country, 
wherever it was, and is on his road to Scotland. If this meets his eye, let 
him communicate direct. But don’t send hoys.— Ed.] 


HARD WEATHER FOR HAY-MAEING. 

{A Clodhopper* s Carol,) 

** Make hay while the sun shines,” was Paddy’s advice. 

When ’a told, one hard winter, a chap to cart ice, 

’Twaz a sayun as sooted the time o’ the year, 

Such a sazun for wet, pretty nigh, as this here. 

Take time hy the forelock, as saith the wise man. 

And, my bucks, while the sun shines make hay when you can. 
’A do still shine at times, once or twice in a way ; 

Then look sharp, and set ahait makun your hay. 

Ees, you go it like good ’uns the whilst ’a bides out 
Fur as much as five minnuts, or moor, at a bout^ 

To be sure wi’ ’un shinun so long and so hot, 

Makun hay while ’a shines, wun’t ye make a fat lot ! 

Azy work you’ll find that, let the sunshine but last. 

But the jo^b is to do ’t wi’ the sky overcast, 

Wheu it raains, with the sun Md all day like an owl, 

To make hay over which skies du weap and du scowl. 

The way we he told their hay vorreners makes 
Is hy hoistin’ to dry upon sticks and thurt stakes, 

Which, if sapluns enough in the fields ’ood but rise 
To our hands at the word o’ command, med he wise. 

Here we haymakun be at the close o’ July, 

We shall praps carry somewhen in August bimeby. 

Not long afore harvust is most years all done ; 

Oar earn, too, let’s hope for to rip in the sun. 

Rye and whate, wutts, and barley, at length for to store 
’Twixt now and November, or laistways afore 
Father Christmas comes round, if as yoozhul severe, 

Comun twice, ye med say, in this terribul year. 


A Otjestionablb Heading-. — “ Parliamentary^ Ihtelligenee.”— 
Can a House which suffers itself to be brought into contempt by 
Obstructive Home-Rulers be intelhgeut euou^ to enable a Member 
to take anything hy his Motion when he moves a Resolution to 
ascertain the sense of the House ? 
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Perhaps after this some of the tradesmen 
may wish you to have a further trial, in 
which case leave for the Continent by the 
night-mail. Things are cheaper abroad. 
In aU cases, when you buy anything and 
don’t pay for it, take it with you. Should 
the shopkeeper ask for name and address, 
give him the very best one you can think 
of. At a Confectioner’s (see “C,” Confec- 
tioner), always bargain for Buns (see “B,” 
for Buns). If you can’t afEord a penny for 
a whole bun, only eat half, for which, ac- 
cording to all arithmetical rules, you will 
only have to pay a halfpenny. They can’t 
force you to eat the other half of the bun, 
and, evidently, there is no law that can 
compel you to pay for what you havenH had, 

“ Time bargains” are made on the Stock 
Exchange where Time is money. On ’ Change 
nothing is more common than to hear one 
Broker say to another, “ I want some change 
for two minutes,” with the reply, “yon 
shall have it in three seconds,” — which 
offer the Time Bargainer can close with or 
not as he likes. 

BATHS. — The Baths of London are 
chiefly at Bayswater. Hence the name. 
This is the most verdant spot in the Metro- 
polis, commonly called Green Bays-water. 
Beautiful water for rowing-matches. Ask 
any waterman on a cab-rank about “Bays- 
water Bowed,” and you’ 11 obtain all par- 
ticulars. As the effect of Turkish Baths is to 


make you very , hungry afterwards, and 
ready to tuck in at an^rdng, they are often 
known as “ The Tuckish Baths.’’ In some 


they are often 


of these establishments (connected with the 
Colney Hatch Society) they practise the 
^ Bath Bun Cure. The patient provides him- 
1 self with a bun, and eats it when in the 
Bath. It is supposed to be a Cure for Bath 
Bunions.— PilgrMs Progress,) 
BEEFSTEAK CLtB.-One of the most 
elegant, if not the most elegant, of the many 
picturesque buildings of the Metropolis, 
situated in King 'William Street, so called 
after William the Conqueror, who was the 
original Founder of the Club. ^ “ How,” said 
the Herman Duke, in his quaint old French 
style, wishing to conciliate the conquered 
race, “let who will have their stake in the 
country, I will have my steak in town.” 
The windows are all oeih de hceuf: the 
general character of the architecture is 
Short-homamental Gothic. Its doors are 
all fastened with bul-locks; and the ancient 
song of the Club is — 

“ Heifer of thee fondly I ’m dreaming, 

Thy tender heart my spirit shall cheer.” 

The election is by ballot, and one bull’s- 
eye excludes. The only soup allowed here 
is what is known in the City as “ Bully ; ” 
and when the waiter serves it to any mem- 
ber, he says, “ Bully for you. Sir.” The 
Dining-Room is hung with Bull’s-Eye 
Lanterns. Ho Ladies were ever allowed to 
belong to the Steaks, and therefore there 
have never been any Miss Steaks in the 
selection of members. The Steak is a 
Cosmopolitan Institution, and though pecu- 
liarly British in its tastes, yet the members 
HAPPT-THOUGHT GUIDE TO LONDON. might haye considered the eminent French 

, . . . . Repubhcan, M. Guevt, as at all events 

Pemg an Improvement on the Dxchensian JMchensionary, nominally qualifled for the Presidency of 

T greatest Bar-gains are made by the Landlords of Public Houses and tabl/of the Clnb^MMentwhat- 

Leading Counsel at Westminster and Lincoln’s Inn. Much of the Bar-gains at the publics 
I is made out of Rum Customers. All shopkeepers are open to bargaining, \ut the wary^visitor 
to to^m i^t keep his eye open and his pockets too. "^ways go about in a coat wi^ large 
pockets. When you see something marked up at “ Two-Ten, aifeal Bargain! ” mark it down. 

Go in for it. Insist on having it, whatever it is. Have it ont of the Window, whether it be buttons, make 

a four-post bedstead, a barouche, a handsome fur mantle, or a set of fire-irons. Becolhct 

that a trial «« always allowed. If they won’t move the bedstead, insist on tryin’g it in the which only the initiated understand. 

window; if a baroume, get a horse and harness on tria!, and ^o out for a drive. The best 

way IS to begin with tins and call for the other things. Possession is nine points of the law, Aemt Discipline Bill (Final Isstje). — 
and once you ve got them you can make your own hargain about .giving them up again. Toss up — ^Heads or Tails ? 
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THE CAPTIYE OE THE COMMONS ! | 

(From Mr. "William: Haeb-ison Buistswoeth’s next Historical 
JRomance,) 

BOOK X.— CHAPTER XK., AKB LAST. 

The Cell in the Clock-Tower. 

As twilight deepened into night in the gloomy passages of the 
House of Commons, a few days after the events recorded in ovx last 
Chapter, two cloaked figures, one of advanced years, the other in the 
prime of soldierly manhood, might have been indistinctly seen pacing 
the cloak-room corridor with measured steps. 

“Is all prepared for his safe custody r” asked the elder of the 
two. He wore knee-breeches and a swordj and upon his usually 
cheerful countenance there rested an expression of settled gloom. 

“ Even so, Sir Sergeant-at-Arms,” was the prompt reply. “ The 
Clock-Tower cell, prepared last Session for defiant BLome-Rulers, has 
been newly whitewashed, and the homely furniture cleaned and 
looked to.” 

“ I trust chains will be unnecessary ! ” murmured the kind- 
hearted Sergeant. “And how about his board? It would be 
uncourteous to let him starve.” 

The younger man pondered a moment ere he replied, 

“ Is not the Dining-Room of the Commons near at hand ? I will 
myself take him the bill of fare daily so long as he is in your 
‘custody.” 

“ Thanks, boy ! ” the other had hardly time to mutter in acknow- 
ledgment of the kindly offer, ere he was summoned by a richly- 
liveried Messenger of the Parliament to do the Speaker’s bidding. 

Half-an-hour afterwards a melancholy procession threaded its 
way through the intricacies of the Palace. It halted before a 
heavily-ironed door. 

“ Enter here— it is your new home,” said the grey-wigged Sergeant, 
bursting into tears. “ Believe me, Sir, my duty is a painful one.” 

The Prisoner, with a haughty inclination of the head, entered the 
apartment, which, for a cell, might have been gloomier. A door in 
one comer attracted his attention. 


“ That leads to ” ? 

“ The works of the Great Clock,” replied the Sergeant, iu a voice 
still broken with emotion. “Listen, and you will hear the deep 
breathing of Big Ben ! The door is unlocked. Methought in your 
hours of solitude it might amuse you to watch the machinery in 
motion. And now, Sir, farewell ! ” 

“Earewelll” returned the Prisoner. “Believe me, Sergeant, 
I bear thee no ill-will. Still I would fain urge once more that my 
connection with the so-called Breach of Privilege was merely of 
a professional character, and 

“ I can hearJlno more ! ” cried the Sergeant, as he hastily closed the 
door. 

At that moment the clock struck six. Ere the hour had again 
sounded, the Sergeant-at-Arms was in confidential conversation with 
the SpeaJker. 

“ I fear I mpst order you to take the journey. He is at Boulogne, 
and says he cannot be moved. He quotes the Doctor’s words,” said 
the Eirst Commoner of England, once more referring with the aid 
of his pince-nez to a telegram he carried in his hands. 

“ But the passage 1 The weather-chart in the Times foretells a 
stormy night. May I not defer my departure until at least to- 
morrow ? ” 

And the Sergeant sank down upon one knee, in an attitude of 
supplication. 

*^It must not be ! ” returned the Speaker, greatly moved, as he 
gently motioned the good old man to rise. * ‘ If you do not leave by 
to-night’s boat, we shall never catch him.^ I teU. you that already 
the aroused Commons are clamouring for his body — ” 

“ But ” began the Sergeant. 

“ We must have no ‘ huts.’ Our duty is to obey. Remember we 
are both Servants of the House,”— and at this solemn name the 
Speaker reverentially raised his wig; — “and now to rest. Sleep 
until eight, and then to catch the night-mail. But mark me well— 
you must not miss it ! ” 

Thus cautioned, the Sergeant-at-Arms sought his chamber, and 
divesting himself only of his sword, threw himself upon his couch. 
He bade no one call him. Long practice had taught him to wake at 
pleasure. 

After a brief period of uneasy slumber he sprang to his feet, and 







Eefeehing- to Mr. Teertss last week we said that Mr. 
TTaee had found a Rara Avis in Terris ; but it is not, 
we are informed, Mr. Hare, but “ S. Bancroft, Esq.. ” 
— ^by whose kind permission Miss Roselle appears in 
Drink every night — who has secured the young Actor’s 
services for a part in Les Bourgeois de Bontarcy, Pont 
Arcy^ literally translated, evidently means the Pons 
Asinorum^ or “ Asses’ Bridge.” It is a Dramatic Pro- 
blem, and Mr. Albert is said to have been manfully 
grapplina: ” with the French original for some consider- 


permission 


EscLuire.’ 


Innocent Tourist, ** Ho Fish to be OAuaHT in Looh Fine now? And 

HOW DO YOU SUPPORT YOURSELF ? ” 

Native . ‘''Whiles she carries Parcels, and whiles she raws People in 

TA POAT, AND WHILES A SHBNTLEMAN ^ULL GIVE HER A SaXPENOE OR A 

Shillin’ 1 ” 


SHAXSPEARE ON THE CAT. 

“ Fang off, thou cat, thou burr ! vile thing, let loose, 

Or I will shake thee from me like a serpent ! ” 

Midsummer Might's Bream. Act iii. s. 2. 

The Road to Fortune (for Middlemen owZy).— The 
Milky Way ! 


busied bitnaftH in packing bis portmanteau. He looked through 
the window : the evening was calm and fair. 

“We fi ball have a good passage, after all,” he murmured, cheer- 
fully, “ how fortunate I can wake at will.” 

He was interrupted hy Big Ben booming out the hour. He listened 
almost mechanically to the sound. He was calm at first, hut as the 
last stroke broke upon his ears, he threw up his arms, uttered a wild 
shriek, and fell heavily on the floor voiceless, motionless, senseless I 
The Sergeant-at-Arms h^ missed the night-mail. 

Biq Ben had struck Nine ! 

^ ^ « * 

The Deputy Assistant-Sergeant entering the apartment was 
horror-struck to find his venerable superior still stretched sense- 
less on the floor. He rushed to the iusensible ofdcial’s assistance. 

“ How now, Captain— what ails you ? ” 

“ I am a dishonoured man. I have missed the night-maQ. The 
Speaker’s strongly expressed commands have been disobeyed,” wailed 
the grey-haired officer, in a heart-broken voice. ^ ' 

“Say not so,” replied his Deputy- Assistant, raising him tenderly 
in his arms. “I bring a message from the Speaker. On second 
thoughts he think s it useless for you to brave the horrors of the 
Chaimel. He believes that the man who should he our prisoner in 
yonder tower is more likely to listen to the words of his Doctor than 
to yours. And yonder, persnasion would be your only weapon. 
Sergeant, you need not go.” 

“ Then my honour is saved ! ” and with a cry of thankful joy the 
ancient warrior raised his shaking hands towards the vaulted 
ceiling. ‘ * Blit what is the hour ? ” 

‘ ‘ 1 came to you a Q,uarter after Seyen.” 

‘ ' Hay. It may not he. By ’r lidy, IfJteU] thee, I heard Big Ben 


* * JNay. it may not be. iSy 'r Lady, itHteUj thee, 1 heard J5ig Ben 
strike Hine as I fainted,” said the Servant. 

Ere his Deputy-Assistant could re^y, the Palace Clock once more 
boomed forth the hour. 

This time Big Ben struck— JFbwrteew ! 

“Fourteen I ” exclaimed the Sergeant, “ and my watch even now 


only points to Eight ? Then my sleep was not unduly protracted. 
What means this mystery ? ” 

“ It means,” replied his Deputy- Assistant, angrily shaking his fist 
in the direction oi the tower, “that, spite of my warning, the pri- 
soner in the Clock-tower has been allowed to tamper with the 
mechanism of Big Ben. To save London from the horrors of a total 
derangement of its hours, I_must see that he is allowed to play the 
fool no longer ! ” 

So saying, he strode fiercely from the chamber. 

* m * * « * 

The struggle in the tower must have been lon^ and desperate ; but 
no eye was there to mark its hideous incidents, its awful issue. 

* * * # * 

All through that antumn and the foUowing Hovember it was a 
matter of remark among the citizens that Big Ben was wild even to 
eccentricity in his measurement of time. Sir E. B. Denison, Q,.C., 
as he plied his business about the Committee-rooms, was observed to 
glance often towards the dial-plate, and to shake his head gloomily 
from time to time. Did he suspect ? Did he, with that penetration for 
which clock-work had no mystery, divine that, crushed among those 
colossal fly-wheels, torn hy those tremendous racks, whirled on those 
gigantic pinions, slowly revolved, with hideous face set close to face, 
two mangled corses— corses that had stiffened and withered to 
skeletons— one in the sgnalid prison-garb of the Commons’ cell, the 
other in the rich but sombre uniform of an Officer of the House, 
death-grappled in each other’s arms ! 

^ « 


Dog and Cat.— O ld Officers' tell us “the Services are going to the 
Dogs.” Can this he the reason they are getting rid of the Cats ? 

Wisdom Teeth. — The Tusks sent in hy Cetewato to confirm his 
I desire for peace. 


To CoKUBsroNDENTft . — The Editor does not hold himself hound to achnowledget return^ or •pay for Contributions. In no case can these he returned unless accomp<mied hy 

stamped and directed envelope. Copies should he hept. 
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A VOICE FROM THE MOORS. 

H ! better* than GouiiroD, 
oh! better than Stea.uss, 
Is the musical call of the 

"When 'he ^ startled from 

Sing praises of" Schubert 
or -Klopstock who will, 
In the notes of Ze Cog my 
Muse shall sing still; 
T]^t composer who 

And yet draws * men to 
hear him by hundreds 

"With his cock-a-cock- 
cock-kik-kik-kik 1 

No keyboard he needeth, nor bellows of leather ; 

His pipes are the rushes ; his stops in the_ heather. 

Like a musical-box he goes off with a whirr, 

And staccato^ crescendo^ oan make your heart stir — 

"With his eook-a-coek-cook-kik-kik-kik ! 

Then down with your toothpick, away with your crutch ; 

Leave operas, matinSes, concerts, and such ; 

And show that you ’re blessed with the taste and the nom 
To prefer to them all the sweet song of the grouse— ^ 

With his cock-a-cock-cock-kik-kLk-kik! 


THE PEISONER OP THE CLOCK TOWER. 

(AJe^OTSJER.) 

By william HAKRISON BUNSWORTH. 

Sow the Major obtained his Promotion, 

“I HOPE he will make no resistance,” said the good old Sergeant- 
at-Arms, as he loosened his light Court sword in its scabbard. “ He 
is a soldier, and it nearly breaks my heart to have to arrest him. 
But duty is duty.” 

“ Fou are right, my trusty official,” replied a dignified looking 
personage, wearing a wig and gown. “We are all slaves to duty. 
Duty causes me to sit out the live-long night listening to speeches 
that never end, and (excuse the Hiberrdoism) to reasons that never 
begia ; duty invites a smile to play upon Sir Stappokd’s face, when 
a frown has settled upon his Right Honourable heart; duty keeps the 
Marq^uis calm when a tempest is raging behind the shirt-front of his 
evening dress,— and duty will give you strength to arrest the Major.” 

“The Speakee himself! ” murmured the Sergeant, sinking upon 
one knee. 

“Yes, I am the mouthpiece of the House.” Here the Speaeee 
respectfully raised his wig. “Despite our protests, our commands, 
nay more, our tearful entreaties, the Major has defied us all. ^ You 
know where to take him.” 

“Yes, Sir,” replied the Sergeant, restrainong a shudder. 

‘ ‘ Be staunch and true. And as a si^al token of my esteem, accept 
this cartel. And now I go. The Chairman of the Committees has 
need of me. FareweR ! ’’ 

The Sergeant rose to his feet as the Speaker disappeared through 
the corridor. He looked at the and sndled. it contained an 
invitation to a full-dress dinner. 

Ten minutes later the Sergeant, attended hy half-a-dozen chosen 
Messengers, was standing at the door of the Commons Smoking- 
Room. The object of his search with hat oh head and light overcoat 
on back was preparing to quit the scene of his many verbal battles. 
There were a few Members present who turned pale as they noticed 
the presence of the official and his determined-looking escort. 

“Mai or,” said the Sergeant, and his voice trembled, “we are heth 
, old soldiers.” 

“You are right there,” replied the mighty warrior, laughing 
heartily. “ Indeed Sergeant, darling, yon are right. They caR me 
a very old soldier, indeed. And now, Sir, I will tell you a story.” 

“Another time, Major; another time,” returned the Sergeant. 
“ Tt is my duty now to ccmvey you''to— spare me the pain bf teUihg 
you— to ” 


“What I ” shouted the Major — and he did not forget to give the 
aspirate its proper weight — “ take me to that ” 

“Nay, nay! ” returned the Sergeant, soothingly, “you know you 
can leave it when you will. And now, Major, you are a Soldier ; 
and as you have not (in mufti) a sword hanging hy your side, I must 
ask from you— your umbrella.” 

‘ ‘ Sergeant, darling, it has never been opened in an unworthy cause.” 

And the portly veteran surrendered his parapluie. 


“ And now. Major, good bye ! I think you have all you want.” 

“ Be easy, Sergeant, darling ! Sure, have I not a voice, and do I 
not know how to use it ? I shan’t notice that 

And as the captive was left to his solitary confinement^ a mighty 
volume of sounds shook the old Palace to its very foundation. 

It was the Major singing. 

« ^ « « « « 

Three days later the Sergeant paid his Prisoner a visit. The 
Major seemed careworn and nervous. His usual vivacity had com- 
pletely vanished, and he appeared too exhausted to offer his friend 
a chair. 

“ You 'are quite comfortable— yon have everjishing yon want?” 
asked the new-comer. 

“ 1 have everything I want, Sergeant, and more than I want,” re- 
plied the Major, with a ghastly apology for a smile. “ My singing, 
I hope, has not disturbed you ? ” 

“ No, no,” said the kind-hearted Sergeant, good-naturedly. 

“ Sergeant, darling, can you do me a favour ? ” 


‘ You have only to speak, Sir, to command.” 

* Then might I have such a thing as a barrel-organ ? ” 
‘ I regret to say, Major, that it ’s against the rules.” 


As the Sergeant disappeared the Maior began to sing once more. 
Suddenly his voice left him, he uttered a hoarse cry, and glaring at 
the wall fiercely, tried to close his ears. 

* * ^ ^ * 

..The Speaker hastily summoned from his weR-earned repose, with 
official garments carelessly assumed, .stood beside the Major’s couch. 
In the background were a crowd of officials, all more or less correctly 
garbed, hearing a score of different Rghts, from the concentrated 
buRs’-eye up to the amply diffusive duplex. 

“ Then you submit— humbly submit?” asked the mouthpiece of 
the House, stealthRy attempting to readjust his wig. 

The Major, too exhausted to speak, nodded. 

“ Sergeant, he must sign a document that I have prepared for him 
in the morning. You then can set him free.” The wig was respect- 
fully raised, to be readjusted, with even greater care than before, 

“ You may remove Mm neuce to-night.” The Major Rfted Ms eyes 
to the vaulted ceiling, and heaved a deep sigh of rehef. “And now, 
Gentlemen, once more— to bed ! ” 

* # * * » 

A few years afterwards two individuals were occupying a magni- 
ficent saloon in Downing Street. The first was seated. He was a 
singularly handsome and dignified man of exceptionaUy stalwart 
proportions. Under Ms ample white waistcoat he wore the broad 
blue riband of the Garter, and the other insigma of the Order were 
resting in morocco cases on the desk before him. He smiled as he 
gazed upon the many pointed star and the hrilRants in the buckle 
of the velvet binding. His companion (a feRow-countryman) was 
not only Ms friend, but his Private Secretary. 

“ Duke,” hegau the younger. 

“Don’t caR me out of my name, Sir,” was 'the good-natured 
reproof. 

But sure you are Duke, and w’eR you deserve it, Major, darling. 
But as you wiR— Major be it then. WeR, Major, and so you are at 
the top of the tree ? ’’ 

“ Yes,” returned the Cabinet Minister, “ as yon know I have been 
the First Lord of the Treasury for the last five ParRaments, and tMs 
new mark of my Sovereign’s lavour is exceedingly gratifying. It is 
an elegant jewel entirely.” 

“ And becomes you, too, Major, darling— becomes you mightily, i 
But teR me, Sir, or, as I should say your Grace (long life to you f), I 
how is it that yon changed your opinions ? ” 

The noble and gaRant Duke slightly blushed, and was sRent, 

“ I know you weR enough to kuow that you would not he bribed.” 

“Sir!” thundered the Head of the Administration, mechanicaRy 
seeking for the hRt of Ms sword. 

“ Be easy, Major, darRng ! I knew it was all right. It is clear 
enough to me why you gave up Obstruction, and accepted Office.” 

“ They felt I should strengthen their hands, Sir.” 

“Of course, Major, oi. course I It is clear enough. Maybe, it 
was because you were convineed? ” 

“ Convinced ! Be hanged to you, Sir! ” replied the Duke, hotly. 
“ See here. Sir ! It was in tMs way, I gave up Obstruction, turned 
Minister, became Chief Secretary for Ireland, ChaneeRor of the 
Exchequer, Ticeroy of India, Governor-General of Canada, Secretary 
of State for War ^ and, lastly, Prime Minister, because I couldn’t 
stand any longer — ftcMng of that emfthmdm CkMJ ” 
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ETiMES — [Monday j July 28, Lords). It is indeed pleasant to 
Kaye Lord Salisbtjet’s assurance tHat Slayery does not east in 
Cyprus. But no more does it. Lord Salisbtjey went on to infom 
J Lordships, hy law, in Turkey. Is Cyprus Turkey ? That 

is the difficulty. What is Cyprus exactly? ISot English tem- 

tory; the SxjLTAjer’s rule not having been extmguished there. J>ot 

Turkish territory exactly ; the En^sh exercising all the authority 
of a GoYemment therein. In short, Cyprus is a place of arms—and anomalies. And the question it most ohTiously suggests to John 
Btjil is old Girontds in Zes Fourheries de Scapin, “ Que diahle allait^il faire dans cette galire ? ” “ /r’ meaning Lord BEACONsrraiJ). 

[Commons.)— IxL answer to Mr, CowEN^s questions about reported horrors of Eussian dwortation of political offen^rs to SagahUen;-- 
rivalling those of our own middle passage in the good old times of the slave-trade — ^Mr. Botjeke said the Foreign Office had no omcm 
intelligence. (It never seems to have any, when wanted.) As to remonstrances, Mr. Bouehe said, it was not the habit of the 
Government to remonstrate unless they had reason to believe their remonstrances would be attended with effect. 

Punch begs Mr, Botjezb^s pardon. The Government has remonstrated with Turkey. 

Mr. Fawcett means to move a resolution condemning any increase of the Maharajah Bhuleep Singh’s allowance, in the present state oi 
the Indian finances, as Mr. Boubze deoliaes to pledge himself that no such increase will be made, without sanction of Parhament. 

Parliament— pooh!; What is Parliament? it can’t even catch GnissELir-whom the Sergeant-at- Arms reports comfortably housed 
at the H6tel Bordeaux, Boulogne-sur-Mer, by the name of “ Geahame.” 










TASTE IN KEEPING. 

SCENE— “THE BOTT.’' 

Ee on tho Cob, “ Hallo 1 A GrAT-iooKiNa Animal totj ’tb got thebe, Gxjs I 

Qnji^ {on Shmy Fi^ald, a regular ** Myers “Haw! Ya-as, you see I’ve taken Chambers in the Circxts for the Season, 

so I THOUGHT I’D HAVE A NaG TO MATCH !” 


In Committee of Supply. Irish Queen’s University and Queen’s 
College vote postponed, till the Irish University Bill has been farther 
discussed. 

Much squabbling over the other Irish votes— particularly the 
expenses of the Irish Election Judges. Messrs. Parnell and Biggar 
outdoing themselves in strong language over the late Justice Keogh’s 
judgment in the Calvay Elections. 

Tuesday (Lords ), — ^Has anything, asks the Archbishop of Can- 
terbury, and if anything, how much, been done for the better sani- 
tary and educational regmation of Canal Boats, under Mr. Smith’s 
Act of 18T7, which came into operation last year ? 

The Duke of Eichmonu said a good deal had been done in the 
way of registration of these floating fractions of heathendom and 
lawlessness, in 62 out of 99 districts— say two-thirds of the area over 
which the Act should be in force ; and registration is only’ the flrst 
step. The Duke said nothing about the relation to which regis- 
tration should lead the way. With regard to the education of the 
children bom and kept — and too often very ill-kept— aboard these 
boats, the Duke seems to know nothing, and the Local Government 
Board as little. “ Register ! register ! ” is only the first note of the 
^‘cry of the children.” “Regulate! regulate!” and “ Educate I 
educate ! ” are cries to which we have yet heard no answers. 


Mr, Hubbard thought the House was going to diminish liability 
in the interest of the Bank shareholders, rather than their de- 
positors. 

Sir H. Jackson did not see why the Bill should be forced on. It 
would on^ make Joint-Stock confusion worse confounded. 

Mr. C. Lewis believed the Bill was wanted alike for Ihe protection 
of shareholders, depositors, and the whole banking community. 

Sir A. Lusk sympathised with the Chancellor of the Excheouer 
among all his assailants. So did Sir G. Montgomery. If they waited 


I till they got a complete BUI, they might wait long enough. Share- 
holders wanted protection as weU as depositors. 

I Sir E. Colebrooke thought the BHl was wanted, so did Alderman i 
Cotton. 

Mr. Muntz thought the discussion showed how dangerous it was 
to meddle with the subject. 

Mr. Baring entirely objected to the Bill, which was an attempt to 
enable laymen to carry on the business of hankers without know- 
ledge, skill, labour, or risk. He believed its passing would shake 
credit, and be more likely to produce panic than to allay it. 

hLr. W. E. Forster thought the Bill should be confined to enabling 
unlimited companies to convert themselves into limited ones. 

Mr. Cross denied that the Bill was produced in panic. It was 
introduced in the interest of the pubHe. The Bill shoxud be reprinted 
after Second Reading, and then members would see -what it 
amounted to. 

Punch would venture to remind Mr, Cross that it has been usual 
for Honourable Members to know this before Second Reading. 

One thing the discussion showed— the chaotic state of Honourable 
Members’ minds, including its framers, on the subject. 

In Committee of Supply Mr. Shaw Lepevre objected to the vote 
of £26,000 for the Cyprus Police, till the House knew more about the 
finances of the island. 

Sir C. Dilke seconded the Motion. This was an attempt' to get 
a military force into Cyprus by a side-wind. Why was Cyprus 
under the Foreign Office r 

Mr. Balpour explained that 'Cyprus belonged to the Domain of 
ffigh Policy, and that the Foreign Office ruled that domain. The 
force was wanted to guard stores, furnish escorts, and, if need be, 
defend the island I 

Mr. T. Brassey said we had undertaken to pay the Sultan 
^115,000 out of the total revenue of £178,000, the utmost that could 
he squeezed out of an oppressed people, and the surplus avaHable 
for public improvements was £15,000 at most. We should take 
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“ LINGUA EAST-ANGLICA.” 

JSympcUhimig Friend. ^‘Tabe’ble Weather, Mr. Wutts ! ^Ko killin’ 
THEBE Weeds down I ” 

Suffolk Farmer. “ Kill ’eh ! Blarm ’em ! Ybow can’t even Dawzle ’em ! ” 


steps to amend tlie Convention, and get rid of the annnal tribute to tlie 
!Forte. 

Mr. Boueke mounted tlie Higli (Policy) Horse behind Mr. Balfour, and lode 
it gallantly, tinder a heavy fire of chaff from Sir W. Y. Harcourt. Tliis island, 
in the languageof Beaconsfield bunhum, ** was to be no burden to this country.” 
Tet here was a vote for £29,000, as an item of “ Civil Estimates.” This was a 
Military vote— “ quasi-military,” said Mr. Balfour— Yes, it had been a “ quasi- 
military” business from the beginning. It never had any reality or substance 
about it. It was meant to throw dust in the eyes of the country, and came 
to ^ief , like the Turkish Convention it was tacked to. 

roor Sir Stafford made a sad bungle in the attempt to explain. “ Whether 
they called this Civil or Military e^enditure, it was rendered necessary by 
the vrithdrawal of the militc^y forces from the island.” 

Mr. Childers put the matter into a nutshelL ^ This was simplidier a military 
vote, and had constitutionally no right to figure in the Civil Estimates. 

Of course the Government got the money by 99 to 72. But a lamer attempt to 
make good an untenable position has seldom been witnessed. 

W:edne8day.—Mr. Nrwdeqate gave notice of a Resolution aimed at putting 
a stop to Obstruction by summary process, but provided with too many safe- 
guards to be calculated to answer that desirable purpose. 

^ The Chancellor of the Exchequer moved that Mr. Ward having submitted 
hhaaself to the House, and expressed his regret for having f ^en under its dis- 
pleasure, and being medically certified to be very iH, he, Mr. Ward, be" now 
discharged out of his warder’s keeping. Several' Members pointed or^t that 
Mrw Ward had only said he was sorry he had offended the House, as well he 
might be, having been shut up and fined, in fees, but that he had W no 
mealLs eonfessed that he had acted improperly at all. Kevertheless the flouse 
a^eed that Mr. Ward should be get free, notvrithstandiag that he Had not in 
the least cried ^ So much, or so little, for “breach of privilege,” 

^ On the motion for going into supply on the Education Estimates, a Resolu- 
tion vras moved by^ Sic John Lubbock for introdncing elementary science , to the 
I' ®?itent of e:^laining to childreu ** the. phenomena with wbieh they were sur- 
I rq^dad in everyday lifq”— into StdiooL Board instruction; teaching on those 
SUbJtQta to he. optional with sohocd-managera, not conypulsory. H^lution 
oppQsed by Lord E. EiizjifAUBiCB and Mr. Bbresfokd Hope, on the ground 


that an excess of mathematical training was already 
exacted from pupil-teachers. 

Dr. Lyon Playfair endeavoured to explain that the 
natural phenomena which Sir John Lubbock wished 
children to be taught did not mean mathematics, but 
only such matters as “the nature of the air they 
breathed, the water they drank, and the food they ate.” 
However, Sir John’s motion was negatived by the Col- 
lective Wisdom. 

Then followed conversation of small consequence on a 
complaint, made by Mr. W. E. Jenkins, that the cost of 
the Natural History Museum, South Kensington, con- 
siderably exceeded the original estimate. When were 
origmally estimated expenses ever not exceeded by those 
incurred ? 

More conversation, equally momentous, on the re- 
trenchment recently practised by the Society of Scotland 
for the Propagation of Christian Knowledge, in cut- 
ting down its Schools. Then at last the House got 
into Committee of Supply, aud heard Lord . Georq-e 
Hamilton’s annual statement on the Education Vote. 
He took credit “ for the gratifying and coDtiauous pro- 
gress in the education given in the Elementary Schools 
of England and WaleSj” as iudicated in the Depart- 
ment’s report for the past year. The School accommo- 
dation now provided was nearly up to 4,000,000 places ; 
the children on the hooks were 3,500,000; those in 
average attendance 2,400,000. The per-centage of passes 
in all subjects, and the number of pupils examined was 
“ considerable and gratifying.” 

Unfortunately, the cost of the schooling whose progress 
is so gratifying is also considerable, and continuously 
iacreasing. 

These unqualifying facts were too apparent from the 
financial details given by the Noble Lord. The estimate 
of the coming year, framed in expectation of a further 
increase of attendances, amounted in all to £2,481,1^, 
being £334,804 more than the grant of the previous 
year. As it is, the excess of accommodation over at- 
tendances leaves 1,300,000 vacant places. Certainly, 
we have “ample accommodation for the present;” — 
accommodation somewhat more than commodious for 
those who pay for it. If the money went more of it 
in schoolmg, and less in schools, would there not be some- 
thing to show for it more purely gratifying than the 
results so termed by Lord George Hamilton r 
His Lordship, by the way, mentioned that the De- 
partment had not seen their way to introduce a practical 
course of Cookery into Education. But they had ODrit.ted 
from their Code a requirement of the recitation of' long 
pieces of poetry, “ as not being very useful to be re- 
tained.” The Noble Lord concluded with an elaborate 
lecture on the comparative cost of Board and Voluntary 
Schools. After some further chat, one minor Bill was 
forwarded, another read a first time ; and the House 
adjourned at six o’clock, in decent time for dinner. 


Thursday [Lords ). — Nothing to speak of, and nothing 
done, except by Lord De la Warr, Lord Foriescub, 
and Lord Aberdare, the first of whom withdrew his 
Workmen’s Compensation Bill, the second the Com- 
panies’ Acts Amendment Bill, sent up from the Com- 
mons, under his wing, and the thnrd succeeded in 
:ettmg an Amendment passed in Committee on the In- 
Lnstrial Schools Bill, to prevent unthinking School 
Boards from borrowing money on bad security. 

[Commons.) — The Chancellor of the Exchequer 
gave, as he promised, an approximate estimate of the 
(pecuniary) damage of the South- African War. It wBl 
amount altogether to “ something like £4,500,000,”— not 
more ; for expenditure, at the rate of half a million a 
month, ought now to diminish rapidly, and the cost of 
thrashing Cetbwayo, m a Colonists’ quarrel, ought not 
to fall on the Imperial Government alone. To meet a 
deficit of £1,163,000, created since the Budget, by the 
Zulu King, and the South- African Government between 
them, he proposed to do no more at present than take 
power to issue £1,200,000 Exchequer Bonds, “as it was 
hoped and expected that the deficiency would be re- 
covered from the South- African Colonies.” Sir Stafford, 
you are hopeful. Xetus, too, hope that, in this matter of 
South- African Colonial reimbursement, Hope (no offence 
to Bebesford) vrill not prove to have told a flattering 
tale. The Right Hononfable Chancellor made an end 
by saying he 'would propose the Vote (of those same 
£1,200,000 Exchequer Bonds) in Supply on Monday. 
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Criticism' from Mr. Chuuees and SirR. Peel, if pertinent, pre- 
mature ; the Yote being reserved till Monday for discussion. 

Abortive talk on a Resolution by Mr. Gteai?! Ditfp, condemning 
the proposal to break up and distribute the contents of the Indian 
Museum. Motion withdrawn. In Committee of "Ways and. Means 
£3,000,000 voted for the renewal of Exchequer Bonds. In Supply on I 
the Navy Estimates the First Lord declared that he saw no reason to 
propose any addition to our maritime strength ; that is, to ask any 
more millions of money; for the Nayy, The oest thing said in the 
House that evening, if safely said; bravo Mr. W. H. Smith! 
Otherwise, Oh ! oh I 

The House then ]dunged into Committee of Supply, and floundered 
; about in the Navy JEstimates until morning, when Progress (save the 

■ Loan Consoli- 


: mark) was reported, and a little Bill (the East India 
dated Fund) having been read a Third Time, somebody counted out 
the House at 3*6 by St. Stephen’s clock. 

Friday {Lords).— In. answer to Lord O’J^OAH, the Lonn Chah- 
CELLOE said that the Irish Lunacy Commission was a difficult subject 
I to deal with, but under the anxious consideration of Government. 

Of all lunatics, sure, it must be partieijlsurly difficult to deal with 
Irish. 

Lord Duneaven moved for papers which would show whether the 
Peiece Impeetal on the fatal first^of June was in command of the 
reconnoitring party or not. 

Lord Buev knew of no such papers, except those relative to the 
Court Martial, not yet producible. Though employed, the Prince 
held no appointment. 

Lord Teueo did not see the difference between appointment and 
I employment. (The difference which ought to coincide with a Minis- 
terial distinction, my Lord, is too often invisible.) He charged Lord 
Buet with equivocation, and the Government with a design to pre- 
vent discussion of the question they were asked. 

The Duke' of Goedok and ^Leenox deprecated discussion which 
was premature. 


Earl Geanville agreed that it was premature; but discussion 
was not what his noble friend wanted. His Motion was merely 
directed to ascertain what the Government knew about it. 

A few more words, and their Lordships dropped the subject. 

The Lord Clerk Register (Scotland) Bill was read a Second Time. ■ 
The Petroleum Act passed through Committee, and my Lords knocked 
off at 7-5. 

Commons [Morning,)— On going into Supply, animadversion by 
Mr. Chambeelaust on the Administration of Native Affairs ^ in 
South- Africa ; talk by Messrs. James, M Aethue, J. Macaethy, 
and Heemoit; reply from Sir M. Hicks Beacjbc, and remarks by 
Mr. W. E. Foestee, who applauded the tone and temper of the 
Colonial Secretary’s speech, and rejoiced to hear that the Govern- ; 
meat would stick: to the mlicy of Confederation. The Colonists 
must take a large share in tiieir own defence. 

Hear! Hear! The larger the better. 

Tke Colonists also, said Mr. A. Mills, 

Ought to wage their own wars, and to pay their own bills. 

Hear! hear! hear! 

Then into Supply ; and five votes on the Navy Estimates agreed 
to. Here ended the Morning Sitting. 

{Fvening,)—^!, Plimsoll called attention to the deplorable con- 
dition of Malta, which he ascribed to inequitable taxation. He 
moved that the police, drainage, repairing, lighting, cleansing, and 
watering the streets, should be defrayed out of a rate on hous'e and 
other property, instead of being levied on food. 

Cursory observations made by Honourable Members. 

Apologetic and evasive reply from Sir M. Hicks Bea^, of course 
deprecatmg the motion, wbiieh also^ of course was negatived; 
majority 120, minority 62. In Committee of Supply, on a peg or 
two with the Navy Estimates; also Civil Service Estimates, in 
spite of Irish Members ; and after a little further busings done, to 
brougham and bed at 2*15. 


ON THE CHEAP. 

[From the Jowrnalof a Trowelling Foonomist,) 

“ On the other hand, however, we must avow some apprehension that too 
minute attention to the possibility of cheap travel may render a Continental 
tour a continual vexation and trouble. Plain living and high thinking are 
as Mr. Cappeb. says, crying wants of these days ; hut the latter condition is 
hardly te be attained by the self-imposed necessily of striking a bargain with 
a landlord at the end of each day’s journey.” — Times, 

. ‘ 6 a.m:.— Row still pro- 

ceeding. ^ Cheap train hopelessly missed. Lookout Behidiger^^ 
in a dictiona^, and go np-stairs and coUeot all the lougiesvn a 
carpet-hag. ^ Fay bill in full, threaten to write to Bradshaxo^ and 
go off, carryiag aU our own luggage to station, followed by a jeering 
crowd, 

, I A.1L-— Sit down on it, and, with the assistance of a Phrase-book, 
tell the crowd in German that “thia isn’t the sort of treatment a 
parcel of foreigners would experience, under similar circumstances, 
m the Tottenham Court Road.” Pelted. Make up our minds to 
^ateh the 7*43 (fast), if we can. 


8 a.m. — Miss' it. Nothing till the 12*3 express. Station-master | 
refuses to take our luggage before 11*58. ^art with it to the town. 
Crowd increasiug. 

9 P.M.— Tisit the Dorn. Descend into Shrine of St. Berthold. 
Very interestiag. Guide well-informed and intelligent. Give him 
notning on principle. Follows ns to the Alton Sohloss, shouting at 
the top of ms voice, and shaking his fists. 

10 A.M.— Go aU over Ihe Sohloss. Camtal state of preservation. 
Are shown the “ reserved apartments,” Refuse to give anything to 
the concierge. He comes but after us with a horse-whip. The 
Guide still there shouting. We ask the way to tomb of Gustavus 
the Ninth. Crowd follows us with brickbats. 

11 A.M. — Get in by the assistance of a very civil Comimssionnaire. 

Strildng.. Are shown the hoots of Chaelemagjot, and the spot where 
Rudolph the Eighteenth was assassinated.* Sign our names in 
visitors’ hook. Give nobody anything, Commissionnaire walks by i 
our side, calling us “ Brigands!” Crowd enormous. Symptoms of 
riot commencing. Reach station exhausted. I 

12 Nook.— Prepared to pay anything to escape. Take seven first- 
class tickets (express), and are cnarg^ nineteen thalers for excess i 
of luggage. Get off in a storm of execration, after having to give 
np'afl the "bougies to a gendarme. Start, threatening feebly to write 
to the Times^ have hysterics, and go to sleep. 

1 P.M.— Still hysterical. 

2 P.M. — ^Ditto. 

3 P.M.— Ditto. 

4 p.M. — Ditto. 

' 5 P.M.— Ditto. 

6 p.M. — Arrive. Refuse to hire a vpiture. Tell the omnibus e<^- 
duetor, with the aid of the Phrase-book^ that his tariff of fares is 
“utterly ridiculous.” Set out on foot in search' of a gasthausoi 
moderate pretensions, where no English have been to demoralise the 
landlord and raise the prices. 

7 P.M. — Still searching. 

8 P.M.— Ditto. 

9 p.M. — Ditto. 

10 p.M,— Ditto. 

11 p.M. — ^Find what we want at last, in a dark alley, turning out 
of a side street, naming precii)iton&ly to the river. Dine at the late 
table d^hote with one eommerdal trav^er, on pickled cherries, raw 
bacon, cabbage, sugar bisohits, hcarseflesh, and petrified figs. 

12 Midkioht.— R etire,' and have nightmare. 

1 A.M.— Endeavour to sleep on three chairs and a waahhand-Btand. 
Can’t. Determiue to wnte to the Times, 

2 A.M, — ^Left writing.' 


To BE. OPPJERED TO THE MaKES OP THE POOE pBUr rm IeeKEEJAL.-*- 
A Ti-CAEEYons Sacrifice, 



PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


[August 9 , 1879 . 



A VENIAL MISTAKE. 

Js^tw Beauty {mvmed as yet iutJie mysteries of ffigh Zife). “Who’s that wondbkfol Old Gentleman?” 

The Captain, “SiE Digbt db RiQBr, A Hampshire Baronet; one of the oldest in England ; James the First’s creation, 

YOU KNOW.” 

Kew Beauty [determiTied to he surprised at nothing). “Indeed! How well preserved he is ! I shouldn’t have thought him 


MORE THAN SEVENTY OR EIGHTY 1’ 


POOE NUESE NOETHCOTE ! 

Or, Them Blessed Bailies ! 

Oh dear, and oli dear I Which. I feels that dreffle queer ! 

And them blessed hahhies — bother ’em! — ^’ow ’ard they is to rear 1 
Is any on ’em living ? It is more than I can say. 

When a woman’s wexed and worrited in this ’ere kind o’ way, 
’Tain’t no use a-arsting questions. I am sure I feel arf dead. 

And whether I am standin’ on my ’eels or on my ’ed 
Is wot I wish they ’d tell me if they chance to be aweer. 

I must put my lips to summut, and— ah yes. I’ll take a cheer. 

Drat the babbies ! ’Ow they seem to crowd around me as I sit 
In a state of ^nre confloption. Eh ! Geneva ? ^ Hot a bit 1 
I ’m the modritest of Monthlies, you can see it in my face ; 

But I fear I ain’t quite strong enough for this most wearing place. 
Which, whether it ’s the shindies of them bragian Irish boys, 

Or that Gladsting, who is everlasting kicking up a noise ; 

Or whether it ’s the weather, as is set in oifnl ’ot, 

Or the weight of all them babbies, sech a lot of ’em, or wot— 
t do feel that dreffle done up, I can’t carry ’em no furder ; 

They mnst jest all take their chances, as I hope it won’t be murder. 
Oh [ I feels like ^at there ’Erod, arter slortering his hostes ; 

Which wot I ’d like to know is this— do babes-in-arms ’ave ghostes ? 
Or is that a growd-up privilege exclusive ? Oh dear me I 


Brat that chap ! he do upset me, allays chivying at my ’eels. ! 

Wot with him, them Iriii waggerbones, the babbies’ dying squeals, 
And the weather, I ’m that worrited, that warm, that reglar limp, 
That I couldn’t carry nothing as wos ’eavier than a srimp. 

Thank ’evings there ’s an ’oliday approaching, or I think 
I should ’ave to chuck up nussing, or else give my mind to drink ! 

iLeft flopping. 


To be ’aunted by the speotres of these inneroents ’nd be 
A kidjns fate ! Good ^evings ! Who would wish to be ’ead nnss 
In seen a ’Onse as this is ? Babby-f arming oam’t be wnss. 

■ The lots as I’ve seen corpnsaed— mess their ’arts!— as promised well, 
Which ’qw Mother Beakey stands it so is more than I can tell. 

But she is that cool and easy ! ’Ow 1 wi^ as I wos ditter. 

I wos allays tendCT-’arted, and they puts me in a twitter, 

All these shindyings and idortermgs. Oh lor! what’s that there 
sound? 

Is it one on ’em a kicking, or is Gladsiing sneaking round ? 


STTRPKISIHG AOTOUNCEMENT. 

Besides Sir Wilfrid Lawson and Cardinal Manning, what 
personage is there in all England so hard to conceive presitog 
at a “free-and-easy” as the noble Earl named in the subjoined 
extract from a daily paper ? 

“Habitual Drunkards.— A meeting of this Society was held on 
Monday the 28th inst., the Earl of Shaptbsbury in the chair. Letters were 
received, from the Archbishops of Canterbury and York, the Lord 
Chancellor, &c,, regretting their unavoidable absence.” 

It is true that Lord Shaftesbury bears the character of a jolly 
good fellow— and so say aU of ns — ^bnt his Lordship is not generally 
supposed to be in the habit of not going home till morning, and then 
the worse for liquor ; or, indeed, of drinking to excess at any time. ^ 
Neither are the two Archbishops and the Lord Chancellor com- 
monly known or even imagined to be members of ^ an association of 
so extremely questionable a nature as that in wbioh they appear to 
be above included. 


ADVICE TO BBITISH OFFICERS. 

Mind how you obey the word of command to skedaddle.^ No officer 
can be court-martialed for disobedience to orders by which he gets 
kiUed. 

A Shooting Star.— D r. Carveh. 
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POOR NURSE NORTHCOTE! 

waicH I ™ '01 ™hi»-ob them msK-OE ihit atADsina-oE bomeihihk 

LEASTWAIS, I M THAT LIMP I CAFT CARET ’EM NO FURTHER ! i ” 
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’AEET ON THE EITEE. 

Deah Chaeiie, 

’Ot weatlier at last ! Wot a bloomin’ old slusber it ’s bin, 

This season ! But now it do look as tbougb Summer wos goin’ to begin. 

Up to now it ’s bin muck and no error, fit only for fisbes and frogs, 

And has not give a chap arf a cbance like of sporting ’is ’oliday togs. 

Seob a sweet thing in mustard and pink, quite reshershay I tell you, old man. 
Two qtiid’s pooty stiff, but a buster and blow the expense is my plan ; 

"With a stror ’at and puggeree, Chaexie, low shoes and new mulberry gloves, 

If I didn’t jest fetch our two gals, it ’s a pity and wasn’t they loves ? 

We ’d three chaps in the boat besides me,— jest a nice little party of six. 

But they didn’t get arf a look in ’long o’ me ; they ’d no form, them two sticks. 
If you ’d seen me a settin’ and steerin’ with one o’ the sbes on each side. 

You’d a thought me a Turk in check ditters, and looked on your ’Abet with 
pride. 

Wy, we see a swell boat with three ladies, sech rippers, in crewel and buff, 

(If J pulled arf a ’our in their style it ’ud be a bit more than enough) 

Well, I tipped ’em a wink as we passed and sez, “ Uo it, my beauties, well 
done ! ” 

And, oh lor! i£ you’d twigged ’em blush up you’d a seen’ow they relived 
the fun. 

I ’m dead filberts, my boy, on the river, it ain’t to be beat for a lark. 

And the gals as goes boatmg, my pippin, is jest about “ ’Abby, his mark,’^ 

If you want a good stare, you can always run into ’em— accident quite ! 

And they carn’t charge yer nothink for looking, nor put yoii in quod for the 
fright. 

’Ow we chivied the couples a-spoonin’, and bunnicked old fishermen’s swims. 
And put in a Tommy Dodd Chorus to Methodys practisin’ hymns I 
Then we pic-nic’d at last on the lawn of a water-side willa. Oh, my I 
When the swells see our bottles and bits, I ’ve a notion some language ’ll fiy. 

It was on the Cl. T., in a nook snugged away in a lot of old trees, 

I sat on a bust of ApoUer, with one of the gurls on my knees I 

Cheek, eh? Well, the fam’ly was out, and the servants asleep, I suppose; 

For they didn’t ’ear even our roar, when I chipped orf the himage’s nose. 

We ’d soon emptied our three-gallon bottle, and Toioo: he puUed a bi> wild* 
And we blundered slap into a skiff, and wos jolly near drowhdmg a wid. 

Of course we bunked off in the scurry, and showed ’em a clean pair o’ Iqgs, 
Pullin’ up at a waterside inn where we went in for fried ’am and eggs. 

We kep that ’ere pub aU-alive-oh, I tell yer, with song and with chorus, 

To the orful disgust of some prigs as wos proggin^ two tables afore us, 

I do ’ate your hushabye sprt-^e, as puts on the fie-fie at noise. 

’Ow on earth can yer spree without shindy ? It ’s jest wot a feUqr ©Djoys., 

I Q-uaker-meetirigs be jiggered, I say ; if you ’re ’appy, my boy, give it tongue. 

I tell yer we roused ’em a few, coming ’ome, with the comics we sung 
Hencoring a prime ’un, I somehow forgot to steer straight, and wlQuIed 
The last ’eat of a race — such a lark ! Oh, good lor’, ’ow they chi-iked and 
’owled! 

There was honly one slight Country-tong, Tomo: Beogo-, who’s a bit of a 
hass, 

Tried to splash a sma,rt pair of swell “ Spoons ” by some willers we ’appened to 
pass; 

And the Toff ketched the blade of Tom’s scnU, dragged ’im close, and jest landed 
’im one ! 

Arter which Master Tom nussed his eye np, and seemed rayther out of the fun. 

Se» the Toff, “ You ’re the pests of the river, you Cads 1 ” Well, I didn’t reply, 
’Cos yer see before gals, it ain’t nice when a feller naps one in the eye ; 

But it ’s all bloomin’ nonsense, boy ! If he ’d only jest give me a look, 

He ’d a seen as my form was 0. K, as I fancy ain’t easy mistook. 

Besides, I suppose as the river is free to all sorts, ’igh and low. 

That I’m sweet on true Swells you ’re aw^er, but tor stuck^ups I don’t care a 
blow. 

We ’d a rare rorty time of it, Chabihe, aud as for that younger gurl, Cabby> 

I ’ll eat my old boots if she isn’t dead-gone on 

Yours bloomingly, >Abby. 
SUGGESXIOIS:' XUB SKIEPEI^. 

Tm ExcxixsioxL Season is now eommeneing. Sea Captains and Oonunanders, 
keep a sharp look-out. Steer clear of vessels in each other’s way, avoid coDi^ns ; 
beware of detraction, and do not run one another down. 

- * - - ^ 

A MiS0HEBVp¥f rastiq, owing his neighbour a grudge, mixed a quantity of 
^ti-Fat with ms pi^s barky-meal. 



SiB,— The other day, having a great many better 


banians have been located by tbe Friendly Fabini, who 
invented Zazel the Flying fish of the Aquarium, 

FeeBnga little nervous "about assisting at the midday 
Zulu * ‘ mealie ” to which the Fri^dly Fabini daily invites 
the public, and not altogether a^ured that the Friendly 
ones might not take such a fancy to me as to wish me to 
provide the entire feed fpr them" m my own per$on~~-ljk& 
the Mild-eyed Savages who so rapidly acquired a refined 
taste for “cold missionary” — ^I determined to defer my 
visit until after dinner, when I could come in as a Child 
of the Dessert. 

Timing myself exactly, and priming myself with a 
second coating of lunch, I took my way to Piccadilly, 
thinking how much expense and loss of life it would have 
sg-ved, had we treated with Cetewayo through the 
ftiendly Fabini, who might have inveigled him over 
here and ediot him out of a cannon. i 

" Before arriving at the Hall, my attention was arrested 
hy a photograph in a shop-window, of a wild-looking 
person with strange, mad eyes, and matted, any-how 
hair. “ Surely,” 1 said to mys^, “ this is a portrait of 
a Friendly Zulu.” Ho; it was the unfriendly Sabah: 
Beenhabdt, the Sal-volatile of the French Company, 
so I passed on to the other Salle, dedicated to St. J ames— 
whemex the greater or the Less I do not know^ but in 
London he appears to he the Patron Saint of Five-shil- J 
ling Dinners, Monday Pops, Billiard Matches, a Drink- 
fhig-B^, ^d, properly, if lie be St. James of Spainj the 
Moore-ish Minstrels. 

There was no rush ; no crowd ; no excitement. 

I do not know the Friendly Fabini. by sight, but X 
fancied that the elegant gentleman at the door, trimming 
his nails in an easy, nonchalant, don’t-eare-whether- 
you-come-or-not sort of way, was the eminent entre-, 
preneu 9 ^ih& 'Mend 'of Mr. Seceetaby CBOSs'and the 
Higgef , Cro^ and ^lack-well— himself m^oprt^^per^om. 

Passing this friepdly and distiii^shed personage in a 
deferenti^ manner, I walked in "and presented myself 
in, the friendliest way possible to the man in ihe pox, 
of whom only the upper half was visjbk taking the 
tickets, and who, hy Jus movements to and nro — ^he has 
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Metrojpolitan Mailway Station. 


A DEFINITION. 

Swell m talcing his change droys a mnny — loolcs at it wistfully^ 
hut leaves it. 


befall, Friendly Spirits were watcbing my 
progress. The sense of loneliness in that 
yast building was relieved, by the conscious- 
ness of being in an atmosphere of Friendli- 
ness, and. I firmly clutched my bad-penny 
talisman, as, looking to the right and left, 

I walked cautiously onward, l±e a knight 
in an enchanted castle. Suddenly, on the 
wall appeared a Fiery but Friendly Hand 
pointing out the road— “ This way to the 
Zulus ! ” It was the Hand of Destiny ! 

Siren voices from the left, accompanied 
by the tinkle of the tambourine and the 
click of the gay castanet, cause me to vacil- 
late for a moment. It is the Christy Sirens. 
But I clutch my talisman, and once more 
before me I see the fiery Friendly Phantom 
Hand directing my course “ This way to 
the Zulus ! 

Through an open door I catch sight of 
neat-handed waiters— phantoms, of course 
—inviting me to the pleasures of the table, 
displaying various cartes dujour, and point- 
ing to green glasses and cool-looking bottles. 
For a moment I hesitate. But again I see 
the Fiery Friendly Hand pointing to the 
stairs — “ This way to the Zulus ! ” Excel- 
sior ! ! ! 

The phantom waiters groan and wring 
their hands as I pass upwards. Mysterious 
voices in the air repeat, “ Pass One to the 
Zulus! Pass Two to the Zulus!” And 
wavering people, strengthened in their re- 
solve by the mendly Phantom Hands, ascend 
the Staircase of the Enchanted Castle. 

Up! up! to a dimly-lighted gallery. 
Doors to the right of us, doors to the left 
of us ! A Billiard Marker with a cue in- 
vites me. I am about to be decoyed, just 
to see what is going on^ when, fortunately, 
I catch sight of the Bright Fiery Bed, but 
Friendly, Hand on the Wall, that in its 
pantomimic action is ever crying, ** For- 
wards ! ” and saying, as it were, empha- 
tically, “ Ko nonsense ! Ho loitering ! This 
way to the Zulus ! You know what you ’re 
here for! This is your mission! This^ 
this. THIS way to the Zulus ! ” 

Then there is a distant chorus, as of 
demon spirits, furious at the loss of their 
prey : it is the Black Christys, whom I 
have left long since, in their room below, 
with ghastly bones, and hollow tambourine 
accompaniment, and, as grateful to Provi- 
dence as Tannhduser delivered from the 
Yenusberg, again I clasp my talisman, and 
the spectral Marker vanishes, wailing sadly 
among the shadows — or walks his billiard 
chalks— and I pass on. 

A narrow passage, with a strange, musty, 
old-clothes smell, as if hauntedby the ghosts 
of hats, and cloaks, and mantles, left and 
lost for ever, where a phantom female, with 
a baby in her arms, is pacing up and down 
anxiously, hke some character in a drama 
of Waiting for the Verdict. 

Is this infant food for the Friendly 
Zulus ? Is this a Friendly Baby ? “Oh, 
stay, the maiden said, and rest ! ” But 
suddenly I clutch my talisman, as once 


sudaenly i ciutcn my talisman, as once 

BrUish Workman {yomicmg on itj to hystander). ** Thbeb, that ’s what I cali. a ptjffeot jj^ore I see the Friendly Fiery Preserving 
Gentleman ! ” [Fouches the coin. Hand on the Wall, while louder and more 

— . ~ ■ jubilant become the mysterious voices in 

plenty of walking-room— seemed anxious to impress on the visitor who simply saw this top the air. Pass One to the Zulus! Pass 
half, that “ there was more where that came from.” Two to the Zulus ! I ” Then at the open 

As his expectations had been raised high by the appearance of myself as a “ gentleman door of the Grand Hall two Friendly Faces 
of ^shionable exterior,” I was sorry to be compelled to cause him some disappointment by greet me; a friendly hand receives my 
asking for change out of my half-crown, as I did not want a reserved seat, but only wished taHsman, and I am safe I Safe I— with the 
for as much of the Friendly Zulus as they could let me have, conveniently, for a shilling. Friendly Zulus ! 

Everything ms done in the friendliest possible manner. The friendly person in the Yes ! Here the enchantment ended. The 


lor as mucn 01 tne rnenoiy Zulus as they conid let me have, conveniently, lor a shilling. ^ 

Everything ^ms done in the friendliest possible manner. The friendly person in the Yes ! "Here the enchantment ended. The 
box gave me a mendly snule, and handed to me not only my eigh^enpence in q.uite a friendly process of disenchantment was about to 
way, but also what appeared to be a had penny as a horntSy but which, on investigation, proved commence. What was there to see ? After 
to be a necessary friendly t a l ism an which should guard me against all the dangers of the all this excitement in getting to the Hall— 
joumey np to the very gates of tbe Friendly ZuluH Home. Then there sounded, above me, after all ^ese voices, likeJoan of .Arc’s— 
for away m tim air, a my^rious voice, which cried, “ Pass one to the Zulus I ” Its tone and Mery Hands — ^what was ‘^ere to see? 
was friendly, but it was the voice of Fate. So I passed on. I felt that whatever might Where are the Friendly Zulus ? Here is 
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CLUB SKETCHES. CAUSE AND EFFECT. 

**Wht does Brooks snub Snooks Because Snooks toadies Brooks.” 

‘‘Why does Snooks toady Brooks?” — ** Because Brooks snubs Snooks.” 

the Hall, diyided by a barrier, against which lean two lines of people at a shilling apiece. The 
galleries are empty ; the floor is bare, as though it had been cleared for a dance, and the guests 
hadn’t yet arriyed. Beyond the barrier, towards the Organ end, are the Eeserved People, with the 
Half-crown Talisman— a very select lot— and on the platorm where Mesda,mes Schumann and 
Heruda have gratified onr high art musical tastes, are the six Friendly Zulus, in full costume, with 
a lot of straw, and a huge target, lounging about lazily enough, and doing nothing in particular 
that I can see. 

Someone, not a Zulu, but a Friendly Foreigner^ with a prominent feature of markedly Hebrew 
extraction— (can this be the Friendly Fahini f) — is talking to them and showing them a book. I 
can’t hear what he says. I ask people about me. They don’t know, and, apparently, don’t care. 
They have been here, these shiUing visitors, for the last half hour, one of them informs me in a sad, 
despondent way, hanging languidly on to the barrier, hoping, like so many Micatchers, that 
something would turn up. But nothing has turned up. The Zulus are friendly, that is aU, and to ! 
my mind, quite enough, as if they suddenly took it into their heads not to be friendly, they’ve got 
some nasty sharp-pointed weapons, ready to hand, and they carry heavy thick-knobbed sticks, with 
which they could very easily impress on us their notions of Club-life in Zululand. 

One Friendly Zulu begins thatching a straw hut iu a lounging, quiet way. Presently another 
helps him. We watch this— which is about as amusing as watching some countrymen finishing a 
small rick- for about a quarter of an hour, and then the shilling visitors yawn, and drowsily 
congratulate themselves on not having mixed themselves up with the Reserves at half-a -crown. 
Three old Ladies retire to a bench at the back and take their friendly shillingswoith out in a 
snooze. Most of ns consult our watches, listlessly, and come to the conclusion that we will give 
these coloured people in feathers so many minutes more, and then we’R go, as we dropped in, 
quite in a friendly way. 

At last one of them takes up the spears and from a distance of about thirty paces hurls them 
dart-fashion, at a target of pantomimic dimensions.^ Shooting with bows and arrows at a haystack 
wonld have been about as mteresting, but the friendly audience were glad to wake themselves 
up a bit, in order to give some friendly applause, when the spears strucK the target — as if they 
were quite surprised at such a result— just to throw a little life into tbis dreary performance. 
Buuring the shooting the two thatehers had been going on with their employment— better than 
being absolutely idle, they probably think— while the three others, who didn’t shoot, leant against 
the hack-rail, looking exqnisitely bored, and, I should say, feeling anything but friendly towards 
the Friendly Farini for bringing them over. 

At this point human nature would have broken down nnder the oppression of dulness, had 
not a Friendly Boy, accompanied by a Gentleman, stepped up from among the audience — (so 
very friendly of them, to be sure ! ) and introduced a little low comedy element. The Boy was | 
trying ip impress on the Gentleman who was with him that he could throw the spears and hit the 
Pantomime target, just as Mr. Merriman manages to induce the simple-minded Master of the Ring j 
that he can perform the feat, whatever it is, which the oelehrateu Signor Tombolino has jnst I 
tritimphantly exhibited^ on the bare-backed steed. The guileless Master permits Hm to tiry ; of 
course Mr. Merriman fails, amid roars of laughter. This was the performance of the Man (as Master 
of the Rmg) and Boy (as juvenile Clown). Boy, in dumb show— apparently from the shilling point 


of view— expresses his confidence in 
his own ability to vie with the 
Friendly Zulu, Gentleman, as Master 
of the Ring, permits him to try. 
Juvenile Clown takes spears, throws, 
fails dismally. Of course one ought 
to have stuck into the Master of the 
Ring— oh, quite by accident, of course 
— On my honour, Sic ! ’’—when the 
Master would have chivied him oflthe 
platform with a stinger from the 
whip— hut this couldn’t be. So we 
aR laughed at the boy’s failures ; and 
then the Master of the Ring (could I 
have been deceived, and was ^Awthe 
Friendly Farini iu disguise ?) showed 




that, and was, in fact, as good at it 
as the Zulu himself. However, we 
hadn’t come to see an ordinaw mortal 
(though if this was the Friendly 
Farini, this term cannot apply to 
him ) , in a pot hat and a suit of dittos, 
throw javelins ; so only a very few 
people — the claque^ perhaps — ap- 
plauded, and then we subsided into 
a discontented silence, and ^ain 
consulted our watches, bargaining 
with ourselves as to how long we 
could stand it, and when we should 
positively go. 

I had just given up the idea of be- 
ing entertained by anything they 
could do as hopeless, and was envy- 
ing the three sleeping old Ladies who 
were still having their shillingsworth 
out on the hack bench, when, on 
reaching the door, my attention was 
attracted by a whoop and a howl. It 
occurred to me that, ennuges to the 
last degree, they had suddenly be- 


come unfriendly, and wanted anyone 
to tread on whatever corre^onded 
to the tails of their coats. No. They 
had begun a war-song and a war- 
dance, which was noisy, monotonous, 
aud wearisome, and reminded me 
of some recent Parliamentary pro- 
ceedings. 

However, it woke up the three old 
Ladies on the back bench, who ex- 
claimed, all together, “ Bear me ! ” 
And it had Bbis great and dis- 
tinguishing merit, namely, that it 
ofdcially terminated the perform- 
ance, so that it was impossible for 
even the most determined lounger to 
hang on to the barrier any longer in 
the hope of getting something more 
for bis money. It was quite enough 
for mine. 0 Friendly Farini, I 
prefer your now Friendless Zazel 
to your Friendly Zulu ! 

To sum up, all I can say is, that 
the Savages are tame, aud so is the 
entertainment — very tame. With 
which friendly remark, I sign 
myself 

Your Representative* 


A Blessing to Burglars. 

The frequency of burglaries in 
the London Suburbs is^ perhaps, un- 
duly ascribed to tbe inefficiency of 
the Police. There is reason to sup- 
pose it may be rather owing to the 
inadequacy of their numbers. Per- 
haps, as the distinguished forei^ 
General said of the British Infantry, 
it may be that the Metropolitan Police 
is the best Constabulary in Europe, 
only happily— forthe burglars — ^there 
is very little of it. 
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HAPPY-THOUQHT GUIDE TO LONDON, 



den of London. During 
the Season the Hops are 
^most plentiful. The 
BelgraTians work very hard from May till the end of July, when 
they either migrate to the sea-side, taking their BelCTavian associa- 
i tions with them, or pull down all the blinds of their front win- 


the ancient Slang dialect, but, as a rule, the English used among the 
TO LONDON. Bohemians is far superior to any spoken in Belgravia, Tyburnia, or 

in the Eastern districts. Bohemia furnishes a large contingent to the 
ovoBiNQ som& J^re Intellv- great Fourth estate. The Visitor to London wBl find it as dijOdcult 
geme for Visitors to the ^ Bohemia as into Belgravia, and in some cases, depending 

Great Metrojpolis. en the part of Bohemia his curiosity leads him to inquire into, more 

BBICABIIA.C.— One of dijficult to get out of. A magistrate’s order and an escort of police, 
the few- snorts stiB left to so serviceable in Belgravia, are useless in Bohemia, 
the Londoner isBricabrac- BOKD STREET.— GEpsvEWOB^ GAXLBnr on a Sunday when 
N Hunting. The real Brie- open free. Under these conditions it is well worth a msit. 

" abrac hides in all sorts BOODLE’S CLDB.— Where the Boodles meet. Anybody of the 
of out-of-the-way holes name of Boodle visiting London is, ipso facto, a member. A ISToodle 
and corners, and the scent has to prove his descent from a Boodle before he can be admitted, 
is occasionally, peculiarly There is a fine Boodleian Library in the Club. The Boodles were 
strong The great difd- originally a set of Buddhists settled in England ; Boodle, or, as it 
culty in the pursuit of was spelt, “ Bhoodle,” being only another name for Bhoodla, Bhooda, 
this sport is to mid anyone, or Buddha. They have now given up any distinctive creed, though 
who goes quite straight. the members are forced to certain outward observances, such, for 
BELGRAVIA. — Ho instance, as eating pickles with cold meat, cheese with a knife, (S:c., 
vi&itor to the Metropolis &c. Entrance to the Club is free— when no one is looking. One 
should omit seeing this Hall Porter may exclude, if strong enough. The Club-house was 
jpemarkable quarter of formerly given by the King to these Bhooddist refugees, with ri^ht 
London. TheBelgravians of sanctuary; and now, if anyone oppressed, or in difficulties, 
settled here a long time wishes his case to be tried by the old Boodleian Law, he has only to 
ago, and their descendants rush into the Clnb-hall, ^ on his knees, and cry “O Boodles, O 
still retain many of their vnong Boodles ! d moy! Boodles d mong ayde / ” and then he may 
distinctive peculiarities safely leave his case in the hands of the Hall Porter, This is one of 
in costume and customs, the oldest privileges still existing in the West-End; and is one of 
Belgravia is the Hop Gar- the few that has never heen abused. 


HONOUR TO THE LORD MAYOR. 

Hebe is brave news for yon, just now wired from the French 
Metropolis : — 


dowB, as a sign of mourning for the Season that is no more, and France of this evening announces that the Lord Mayor of London 

retire to the back rooms, only venturing out m the cool ot the even- been decorated with, the Cross of the Legion of Honour, in recognition of 
ing, when, if they meet other Belgravians, they explain to one the reception of the French Members of the International Telegraph Confer- 
j another how they are only “ passing through,” and are off again to- ence and literary Congress lately held in London.*’ 


morrow. Besides the above-mentioned industry in Hop-gatherings, 


tiie is anotlier form of employment for the elderly Me mgia.- A 

vians. This is ‘‘ matoh-makmg.” They make some capital matches. 
yrhioh go ofi in flrst-rate style; some attempts are failures; and 

others tom out utterly tad. “Heir-hunting^’ is a fayourite pas- what is good. But the Corporation of London and thettyio Sove- 
tiTYie A thnrmio-h hrerl and born Belflravian never fi-oea on inof reign have lately distinguished themselves by deeds better, even, 
further East in the davtime than the Bnrlinffton Arcane or further dinners. As Champions of Open Spaces they have won 

about in carriages as far East as the (Mety Theatre. The Belgra- aH 

yians are, on the whole, a blameless race, and as long ns they abide IK W 

by the laws of the country in which they haye settled, they toE not P.eetoral on the Lora Maxon s bosom, ^ be contemplated by eyery 
bl disturbed in their po^ssions. Some few, however of late years hospitable board m quite the ngW object in the_ ngbt 

have shown a disposfeon to enlarge their torders, aid have even 

been known to he mixed up in business in the City quarter. These pretend to hinder the great Loed Matoe from wearing the Foreign 

are innovations most dangerous to the permanent existence of their ^ ^ a t,*.. 

own community. If this is the beginning of the end, then every « not the Oi^ King within the City, and on his own throne, the 
Country Visitor should make a point of pajmg a visit to one of these ^^ount^n of Honour? And may he, or ought he, not to he 
Belgravian residences before they disappear for ever. He has only allowed to wear, or license any of his subjects to wear any cross, 
to obtain an order from the nearest magistrate, who, if the visitor is jewel, or other ornament, which he or they may have had 

anxious to see the interior working of one of tlbe largest Belgravian rightfully presented to them, and have not usurped?^ Not citizens 
dwellings, win grant him the escort of a couple of plam-clothespddce 2^ Lo^on merely, but cosmopolitans, are they not justly entitled 
toseT&at he comes to no harm. The Belgravians, as a rule, are to sport any marker marks of distinction whatsoever, wherewith 

• *1 r. i X xT xj • ^1* x_ L X i._x xi T.hAv nn.vp nPATi invAnTAn hv PTix--nnT.ATit.fiTi> n-r* -nonnlA in tnA -txrhniA 


embroidered waistcoat, his tags, epaulettes, and eheoeux UgirMmt flonous prmlege, be a more mpertmeut, as weE as irreyereut 
poudrSs, maybe often seen on the doorstep, basking, with Neapolitan ^®t of lese majeste than it is hearable to conceive r 

laziness, in the summer sun, and chatting with two or three other 

noblemen, orjgentlemen, similarly attired, and wearing the colours 


relics of the picturesque Past are taken away from among ns I Floreat 
Belgravia ! et Floreat Eatona Squara ! 

BETEHJAL GREEN. — ^Where the blind beggw lived; now a 
Museum. ^ 

BLACK-EYE— Aotr to get one , — Knock up against a coal-heaver, 
and say, “Whexe are you a-shovin’ to?’’ Sow to cure on ^, — 
Consult a soHcitox. 

^ BOHEMIA.— In the -East, where the Bohemian Girl used to dwell 
m marble halls— oHefiy mueio-haUs. A charming muxrtier, far more 
extensm than Belgravia. Belgravia has its limits, Bohemia has 
npne. Its gales are never shut to any Belgravian, though Belgravia 
does not return the compliment. Some Bohemians belong to the most 
ancient and highest families in the land. Hefe you will meet 
banished Dukes, noblemen in difiguisA The Giotto of Bohemia is 


Six Things to -.he Proud of. [ 

By a Child of Impulse. 

1. Not to have written a Book. 

2. Not to have given a Recitation. 

3. Not to have appeared in Vanity Fair, 

4. Not to have heen presented with a Testimonial. 

5. Not to have heen offered Knighthood. 

6. Not to he buried in "Westminster Abbey. 

B^amiSH AsMt DiscrpLmE. — The Scourge. {Eomish Church , 


Sam IVeUer^a — Ease afore The language epoken in 

certain sections of the various ianhes IMt go to make up B^emia ih 


NreHT-BiEDS tha% maSe Wisr-Eio) moEOns.- 

'owls of ’Aee^ after hie larks. 


Sar To OoBKBSvoKDXinES.— r&e SdiioT <2om twf hold hirMdf hound to oxhnouUdgt, rdwm, or pay far Contributions. In no cose con those be returned unless accompanied hy a 

stamped and direeted eiMKlope, CopUe thauldheh^L 
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A CONTRE-TEMPS.^^ 


[First Curate. ** Delighteitl^Change m the Weathie-— A ltttIiE Sunshinb 

AT LAST ! I HOPE IT ’lL ” 

Secmid Cwrate. “ Well I ^^ndeed it's hathee inoppoetttnb for ‘ Slooom 

Paeva.' Our Special Service of Prater for Pine Weather is fixed for 
NEXT Sunday ! ! ” 

MTJSINGS BY THE MEGATHERIUM 

At the Crystal Palace on a Bank Holiday* 

SiNGUiAE World, very mucli so ! MhcIi lacMnff, I tMnlc, in simplicity. 

In onr post-tertiary period Mature gave ease and felicity. 

Now— well, tilings puzzle me greatly ; and yet I have learned quite a lot ^ 

Since Waterhouse Hawkins— conionnd him !— first had me perched np in this 
spot. 

Holidays now. Ah, dear me 1 what a subject is there for refiection! 

Fail quite to fathom the mystery, spite of prolonged introspection. 

Work seems a wonderful lunacy, hut, of all freaks of humanity, 

What are called rest and amusement, betray the most hopeless insanity. 

Rest I That means row and coarse revelry, eating, and drinking, and smoking? 
(Ludicrous habit, that last !) rude romping, and satyr-like joking. 

Men play the fool till they ’re fagged, without even enjoying their folly 
Saunter, and gorge, and get drunk, and then call the whole thing being joUy, 

As for amusement, good gracious ! a hobby-horse roundabout’s funny 
As sport for a race that ’s so proud of its Imowledge,^ its taste, and its money. 
Vanities all, I suspect. We had none in our primitive time : 

Tet how contented we were in our forests and pluvial slime I 

Worthy friend Mastodon there, just imagine him— ludicrous thing ! — 

Shying for Cocoa-nuts— horror I— or playing at Kiss-in-the-ring 1 
Any true pachyderm ’d blush to he caught at such capers ,* in fact I ’H 
Warrant such things would be thought infra dig, by that gay Pterodactyl. 
Romping I Now that ’s a Yahooism passing my power of explaining, 

Though I have seen such a deal of it. Would that my scorn were restraining. 
Mrs. or Miss Megatherium, seeing such pulling and hauling, 

Would have been shocked, and have shown it by means more effective than 
squalling. 

I dare not attempt to describe it. But horse-play they call it, I think. 

Any respectable donkey, I ’m sure from such grossness would shrink. 


Curious creatures, these men, and their Civilisation ’s a 
puzzle ; 

Proud of their speech, yet their mouths I have often a 
yearning to muzzle. 

Language ? A howl or a squeak is sweet music to i 
’Aioit’s foul oath 

Or sensual snigger. Friend Darwin says Man is the 
ultimate growth 

Developed from-— not Megatheriums— that I do hope of a j 
verity. 

Or else I should be so ashamed to acknowledge my latest j 
posterity. 

Rest ? Recreation ? Oh dear ! Loose loafing, and 
lewdness, and beeriness. 

Say, is a hog in a stye a worse instance of coarseness 
and dreariness ? 

Doubt i£ the Sages have done their fuH duty by human i 
Society, 

Until they impart' to Amusement more decency, sense, I 
and variety. 

THE MINISTERIAL DINNER AT GREENWICH. 
First Version. 

{According to the imagination of the poetical British Public^ 

Prime Minister {after the Waiters have brought the 
coffee and retire^. And now^ my dear colleagues, let us 
discuss the events of the commg Recess. 

Secretary for Foreign Affairs. I shall devote the 
whole'of my time to opposing the schemes of Russia in 

Asia. I may tdl yon that I have already 

\_Hi8 voice is lost in a confidential whisper. 
Secretary for War, Yes, of course I must look after 
the Army. I think I can tell you now Ihe conclusions 
at which the Committee of Reorganisation will assuredly 

arrive. First the cavalry will [Frplains plans. 

First Lord of the Admiralty. Ah! and now about 
those Chinese gunboats. Of course we must try a 

counter move, and I have already made arrangements 

\ Enters info interesting details, 

^ Chancellor of the Excneguer, Yes ; I hope to have 

time to finish the Budget. You see IGoes info figures. 

Home Secretary. I am glad to have an opportunity 
of your opinion before we part on a matter of vast im- 

f ortance. -I wish to discuss Capital Punishment. Now, 

can not help believing \Avows his belief. 

Prime Minister, My dear friends, before we break up, 
one word. It is my intention during the Recess to devote 
myself to creating a new Empire which shall far surpass 
in grandeur ancient Rome or the modem Indies. (Enter 
a Waiter f abruptly.) Bring some more cigars ! 

\_Exeunt Ministerial party ^ dissembling. 

Second Yersion. 

{According to the inner consciousness of the prosaic Mr. Punch. ) 

Prime Minister {after the Waiters have brought the 
coffee^ and retired). And now, my dear colleagues, let us 
discuss the events of the coming Recess. 


people xnow me. xnen, later on, n 1 can, i may nave a 
littre yachting. {P^ voice is lost in a covMential whisper. 
Secretary for iVar, Yes, of course I shall have some 
shooting. They tell me that, by a httle careful nursing, 

the pheasants [Explains plans. 

First Lord of the Admiralty, Ah! and now about 
those improved steam-launches I Of course I must get 
one for my place on the river. I have already made 

arrangements [Enters into interesting details. 

Chancellor of the Exchequer, Yes; I hope to have time 

to run over to Monte Carlo. You see 

[6roes into figures. 
Home Secretary, I am glad to have an opportunity of 
taking your op^inion, before we part, on a matter of vast 
importance. I wish to discuss Port Wine. Now, I can- 
not help believiag that if you get it over in the wood, 

and [Avows his belief. 

Prime Minister. My dear friends, before we part, one 
word. Mind, during the Recess, not a word of “ shop.” 
I won’t he bothered with any nonsense. I want to be 
quiet, and not to create new Empires surpassiag ancient 
Rome or the modem Indies. And now, as you have 
finiriiedfl^/thewine ! — {Enter a Waiter^ ahrupUp ) — ^Brmg 
some more cigars! [Exeunt Ministerial party ^ dtssemhUng. 


voi, ixxvn. 





after 
H . 3 


OBNiNG-only {Saturday^ August 2, Commons),— The House got over most 
of tlie remaining Ci-viL Service Estimates^ and on some way witli tKe 
^ s2 P , Army Estimates also, Hibernian Obstruction notwitbstanding. 

Monday {Lords ), — Honour to tbe brave— and tbe successful. On 
, ^ tbe motion of Lord Craoteook, a vote of thanks to tbe Grovemor- 

uenerM of India, and Her Majesty’s'military'forees engaged injtbe late— happily late— Afghan war, passed nem, con,— save that tbe 
Earl of GEAUvnxE questioned tbe jiropriety of iincluaing tbe,tYiceroy’s name in tbe resolution. The noble Earl probably wished 
TO avoid me ajmearance of committing himself and his party to approbation of tbe policy of waging a war for a scientific frontier. 
Hut men Lord^ps, whatever doubt any of them may have nad about that, unanimously vdfed that the war bad been well waged. 

Mst India Lo^ Bih read a Second time, and tbe other orders of tbe day disposed of paucis verhis, 

(Cowiwons.j—Duplicate to Lords* vote of thanks moved by the Chanceliob. of the ExcHto^UEE, and dimlicate assent and objection 
tlmreto on me Liberal behalf expressed by Lord Haetikgtoit. Actual omission of Lord Lytion*s name flatly moved by The Major, 
who compared him to Sir Baetle Eeebe (meaning an odious comparison) and accused him of having mismanaged tbe resources of Inoia. 
Ammdi^ut, of course, seconded by an Lush Member, and supported by other Irish Members of tbe same description ; but backed also by 
birjW. Haecotot, Mr. Jacob Bbight, Mr. Astdeeson, and Sir Wileeid Lawsoit. Hegatived by 148 to 33. 

Likewise, by 140 to 28, fared another Motion to the same effect, which tbe facetious representative of merry Carlisle and the United 
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ECONOMICAL. 

Young Wijo [sTwjpping), “Pm giving a small Dinijeb to-morrow, and I shall want some Lamb.” 
Butcher, “ Yes Forb-Qttaeteb o’ L amb, ’M?” 

Young Wife. “ “Well, I think thbs:e Quarters will be enough ! ” 


Kingdom ADiance was enabled to propose by a permissive form of 
the House. 

Th-e Member for Glasgow, by tbe way, in opposing the vote of 
t^nks, described the Afghan campai^ as a ** twopenny-haLfpenny 
afcair.’ Does not twopenny -hal^enny” seem a remarkable 
epithet considered as applied to any affair so necessarily expensive 
as even the very cheapest campaign, in disparagement, by a Scotch- 
man r 

Alter customary disputation, vote at length agreed to. 

In Comimttee of Supply, Yote of Credit (£3,000,000) for the Zulu 
Y^ar agreed to likewise ; as also sundry votes on Army Estimates. 

Thus much of eloauence expended and business done between the 
hours of four o’clock in the afternoon and ten minutes to three in 
the morning. 

Tue^ay^ (Zort^s). — Met at five. Adjourned at twenty minutes 
after, having in the meanwhile passed four measures of practical | 
legmation. Humdrum business, but better than humbug. 

{Commons, Morning ,)— moved for going into Committee on! 
the Irish University Bill, | 

The O’Donoghub announced that, “ owing to representations made 
to him by several sincere friends of Catholic Education in Ireland,” I 
th^Ril?^ot i^f^^tion to proceed with his intended Motion to reject | 

Mr. P. J. Smith moved that the Bill be referred to a Select 
Commission. 

Mr. CouRTiraiT supported the Motion. 

Mr. Osborne Morgan recommended the Chancellor of the 
Exc^quer to put this little Bill upon that funeral pile which very 
soon he would have to light. A remarkable suggestion of cremation 
coming from the anthor of the Burials Bill. 


-'-r- VTUrO VJLfc VXIXS VJJLO XtOJULU, Sb UUULl.^1 UXUlBo OiliU. UU bile 

other an instalment, the Honse was allowed to go into Committee 
thereupon. 

Debate on an Amendment moved by 'M.t, Courtney, with a view 
to eneot the object of the Bill by enlarging the existing Q,ueen’s 


University’s Charter, occupied the rest of the day, all but a short 
time devoted to Bailway andpther business. 

{Evening ,) — ^Debate on Mr. Courtney’s Amendment resumed ; and 
Amendment jBnally withdrawn. 

Another Amendineut, moved also by Mr. Courtney, and others by 
other Hon. Gentlemen, rejected. Then, further cousideration of the 
Bill postponed: the House adjourning. j 

Hote, that among the supporters of this Bill was Mr, Keweegate. j 
Hence it would seem to be at any rate a measure little calculated to 
Catholicise Science and History, ia education, overmuch. 

Wednesday , — ^The Irish University Bill passed through Committee, 
unaltered by several attempted Amendments, except that, a new 
clause having been moved by Mr. J. Lowther, enlarging the powers 
of the Senate, words, on the motion of Mr. Kewdegate, were there- 
unto added, providing that the name of each member of the Govern- 
ing Body shall he laid before Parliament. Obviously a requisite 
safeguard, and a rational if Protestant precaution. 

Brief despatch of further business, and then adjournment of the 
House, with a hearty appetite, no doubt, ou the part of Honourable 
Members invited to partake of the Lord Mayor’s Dinner to Her 
Majesty’s Ministers, Eespice finem. But the end is not quite yet. 

Thursday (Xorefs) .—Business undone. The Volunteer Corps 
(Ireland) Bill, sent up from the Commons, and moved by Lord 
Monck, was thrown out tlnoug^h vote of Previous Guestion moved by 
Lord Waveney, and carried by a majority chieffy of Irish Peers in 
the proportion of 39 to 16. Is this the way, my Lor^ to cultivate 
Irish loyalty, obliterate national distinctions between Her Majesty’s 
subjects, snuff out Home-Rule, and consolidate the Union? ^ Eh? 

^ From the foregoing figures, however, it will he seen that the majo- 
rity of the Peers were absent from the Honse ; and an Irishman, 
perhaps, might truly say that most of those present also were 
absentees. 

Business done. Their Lordships passed the East India Loan and 
the Turnpike Acts Bills ; after which they forwarded some smaller 
BOls a stage, and rose at seven in the evening. 

{Commons,)— In answer to Sir H. D. Wolfe (and not Sir Wilfrid 
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LArffSou), Mr. Stanhope said it ■was proposed to abolish the office of which they might be helped by Mr. Mahwood and the prison authori- 
beer-tastor at the India Office. The existence of such a functionary ties are doomed to moulder in oaustio earth, and be decoyed, never, 
is probably new to most of us. Unless his place be a sinecure, his like YoneWs skuU, to be dug up ag^. Might not these sto^ be 
duLs must be bitter work. ^ ^ ^ . turned to physiotogio^ account ? Woffid it not be heto if they 

The remaining business of the Session was promoted, m Parlia- were, and if inyestigators could at least obtain casts oi the heads ot 
mentary fashion, by a long palayer about it. deceased malefactors, and convicts were thus made to contribute 

The Chaitcellob. of the Excheoueb announced that the Public somewhat— ;posi mortem ^ at any r^e— to the good of Society i* 

Works Loans Bill would be taken on Saturday. Or would it, in the yiew of the Home Office, be of no advantage at 

Mr . CBLorBEELAiN, by Way of consulting expedition, moved the ail to Society, medical or moral, to ascertain the relations existing, 
adjournment of the House in order to beseech Sir Staefobi) Nobth- if any exist, between the mind and the brain the contents of the 
- COTE to massacre more Innocents out of some thirty-six still linger- cranium and the character ? Is cerebral physiology, m particular, 
ing, and, in particular, at least to pare the Public Works Loans as Mr, Toots would say, of no consecLuenee ; or, indeed, pbysio- 
Bm of its contentions clauses. logical science, so called, at large and altogether all humbug r These 

To this request, and to other appeals from Hon. Members, the questions about brains may ]perhaps next Session exercise those of 
Chai^celloe replied that he intended to put the Bankruptcy Bill the Collective Wisdom, in so far as brains are exercised m the pro- 
out of its misery, and to reduce the Corrupt Practices Bill to a year’s ceedings of Parliament. In the meanwhile, the fruits of physio- 
continuance Bill ; but to proceed with the Banking BUI, as well as logical research remain, to the extent above indicated, forbidden 
the Public Works Loans Bill, which Mr. CHA 3 tBEEiAiisr was himself fruits to the EngHsh cultivator iu his own country, the land of 
to blame for having impeded on a technical pretext. As to being Ha bvey, and of the namesake of Master LiTTPEJOHisr Huntee. 

asked to out off the “ contentious clauses,” all he could say was, “ I 

won’t.” 

The House resounded with cheers. The Right Honourable Gen- -rucr c-p 

tleman had, at length, shown that he could say * ‘ Ro.” ^ THE EXC U K5 1 U N l ST . 

So much lor Chambebiaxn- ; and then the House, in Committee of 
Supply, voted the remaining Supplies, Civil, Military, and other, 
having thus completely estimated the whole of the estimates, and 
determined, for the Session, the question of Supply and Demand. 

Friday {Lords), — ^Lord Cbanbeook, in reply to Lord Cabitaevoit, 
told their Lordships that the Government were determined to break 
np the TTiriifl.T> Museum. It was expensive, and inadequate to the 
uses it ought to serve. Its economical and botanical parts would go 
to Kew; the others elsewhere amongst various iustitutions to be 
decided on after thought. 

Lord Saiisbuet, answering Lord Steathedbn ajnd Cahpbeix, 
announced that all the Russian forces had cleared out of both 
Eastern Roumelia and Roumania, and also of Rustchuk— the latter 
on the 4tli iustant. A good riddance of those same Rnssians. 

Haviug made progress with a few practical Bills of minor moment, 
their Lordships rose. 

Commons (JformW). — The ChajetcbiIiOE of the Excheq,tjee 


created a laugh by saj^g, in reply to a question from Mr, Llotd, 
that the renewal of the BaRot Act was a question for next Session. 
Is Sir Stafeoed also among the wags f 

The siance was mostly spent iu a lively and animated discussion 
of a Contract newly made with the P, and 9. Company for the con- 
veyance of Indian Mails. On Division upon an amendment moved 
by Mr, J. Holms, Contract affirmed. 

Fvming , — Sir Wixfeid Lawson', in moviug an address to Her 
Majesty praying her not to approve of the erection of an Image to 
the late Peince Impeeial in Westminster Abbey, took occasion to 
pitch, with natural i£ indiscreet indignation, into the Bonapartes ; | 
whereby be reaped the reverse of the House’s approbation. 

The Chantcelloe of the Excheq,uee rebuked the Champion of | 
Temperance for his outspoken language ; taking, by the way, occa- 
sion to state that the proposal to erect the said Image came from 
Dean Stanley, and in no way originated from the Queen. 

After deprecation, in various quarters, of needless introduction of 
Foreign Politics, and amid vociferous manifestations of impatience 
on the part of Hon. Members, the subject of the Napoleonic Effigy 
dropped. 

The Yotefor Queen’s CoUe^s, in spite of opposition by Mr. Shaw, 
was affirmed, . Other Money Bills and Orders of the day were pro- 
moted a stage, and the House shut up shop. 



CRAmOLOGT ON THE CONTINENT, 

Feom a statement in La Nature^ Mr, Fmch, it appears that 
Dr. Le Bon has lately published a number of interesting measur- 
ments of the capacities or the skulls of statesmen, philosophers, and 
men of science, literature, and learning of whom tiie brain-room is 
mostly above tbe average. La Nature^ however, also says that 
Dr. Boediee lately measured thirty-six crania of gidllotiQed mur- 
derers in the museum of Caens, and found that “their average was 
very respectable ” ; likewise that the French crania shown at the 
last anthropological exhibition, which were those of criminals who 
had died in prison, “ had mostly capacities much above tbe average.” 
Perhaps greatness of character in the way of Jonathan Wilb the 


be generally conditional on meatness of the brain, and then we | 
ought of course to find a littie cranial cavity distinctive of petty I 
rogues and thieves. But perhaps we shouldn’t ; and how to ascertain 
whether or no? How are &itish physiologists to pursue, like 
MM. Le Bon and Boebiee, any researches on the skulls of crimi- 
nals as compared with those of the better classes r The plrnllp to 


He was wandering wide on the bleak sea-wall, 

By the mud where the waves ought to he ; 

And the wind played a game with the coat and the shawl, 
And the gingham umbrella, and tbe gay parasol, 

And tbe basket and bag he was laden withal. 

And the wife and the children three. 

Clearly he 

Was enjoying what Ac’d call “ a spree,” 

But his eye rolled wild, as the rude East wind 
Whisked his Sunday hat far out to sea ; 

And he swore a sad oath as he chattered and grinned, 

While his wife round his head her best handkerchief pinned, 
And the children howled loud, with their faces all skinned, 
And their trousers all burst at tbe knee. 

For you see 

The East wind was unoommoiQy free, 

Then the merciless rain on the sea-wall smote, 

And the gingham was blown inside out ; 

And the gay parasol, and the shawl, and the coat ; 

And the bag and the basket were fairly afloat, 

And the w3e of his bosom blown over a boat, 

And the babies aU flying about— 

Such a rout ! 

*Twas a pitiful sight, without doubt. 

Still that singukr man kept his strange wild course 

B'^ _ 

And he laughed a grim laugh that was strident and hoarse, 
As he saw how the wind had pronounced a divorce ; 

For his wife and his babes were borne on by its force 
Till they vanished in mist far away. 

I may say, 

I was shocked at his seemiag so gay. 
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I was grieved as I marked kow, througli pitiless ram. 
He went wandering on all that day ; 

And I tkonglit, if I happened to meet him again, 

I would ask for what sin he endured aU this pain, 
And the reason he roved on the "brink of the main 
While his wife and his babes were astray. 

For this trait 

Seemed a strange sort of thing to display. 






bo I asked that weird man if he ’d give me the tip 
Wliy he wandered on thus through the pour : 

And he eyed me with scorn, while a grin curled his lip, 
As he answered, “ This here is a cheap Pleasure Trip : 
Seven hours by the sea, and a blow and a dip, 

And a walk by the bootifol shore ! 

Then he swore I 

For he ’d got all he ’d paid for— and more. 


HAPPY-THOUGHT GUIDE TO LONDON. j 

{Being a Dichens of a Dichshunary for the use of Visitors to the ! 

Metropolis,) \ 

BOPOIJQ-H (THE) Chiehy celebrated for its Welsh Eabbits. A 
good deal of sport here for Londoners. 

BOTANIC SOCIETY’S OARDElSrS.-Celebrated for its ** Flower 
Shows,” which, being invariably held on wet days, are hence called 
‘ ‘ Shower Flows.” The Fellows make a fine income out of the Cardens, 
their shares being worth scent per scent. “Tickets of Leaf” are 
given to subscribers and Fellows ; conditions of entrance for strangers 
are that you can’t come in without somebody’s leaf. 

BOXISO-.— A custom in the Metropolis on the 26th of December, 
when it is just as well to be out of London. The pohce never inter- 
fere. The ceremony of Boxing the Compass, performed by the Man 
at the Wheel, at the Docks, is usually performed on this day. Box ; 
Hill, out of London, is where Box met Cox for the first time after a ! 
lengthened separation, and acknowledged one another as long lost 
brothers, without a strawberry mark on the left arm. Here, at a neat 
little iim, much fre(iuented by Londoners, who are driven down on the 
Box coach, paying extra for the Box seat— in commemoraiion of 
this historical event everything is done to remind 3 |;ou of the cele- 
brated brothers— the poultry-yard is hedged round mth box, so that 
box and cocks may be associated ; while the (3rerman beer is measured 
in (jerman quantities, and tapped from barrels by turning cocks, 
thus again, associating Bocks and Cocks* However, this is not 
strictly speaking in London ; so let us return. 

BRITISH Mu SEUM.-yA capital place to go into when it rains. 
Everything here is of British manufacture, no matter wlmt label it 
may bear : hence the name. There is a fine collection of umbrellas 
in the hall, and, if you are very careful, you may leave with some 
little memento of your visit. The Museum is devoted entirely to the 
amusement of the public. In the Reading-Room there are about 
100,000 volumes always on hand, and you are allowed one every 
five minutes. You can borrow a pencil, and make notes on the 
margin of every book, or write your name inside, with “ Presented 
to ” before it, and “ by the British Museum ” after it, and then you 
can take it with you. You can insist on the attendants takong 
ladders and reaching you down any book you may wish to see from 


the highest shelves. For a small gratuity to the poor-box you can 
secure the entire attention of a clerk during your^ stay m the 
Museum, who will light candles to illuminate manuscripts, wind up 
the Megatherium, which plays several tunes, and show you the 
G-reat Seals, quite tame, and, when you require relaxation, he will 
play with you at Elgin Marbles, giving you first knuckle down and 
fifteen out of forty. Do not leave without reading in the Assyrian 
Gallery, an early number of the Daily Telegraph, containing a 
graphic and interesting account of the Creation, written on the 
spot by their Own Correspondent, probably Mr. Geo. Augustus 
SajCiA. Get your attendant to give you some of the most amusing 
stories in the "Witt CoRection, and do not omit to visit the statue 
of Joe Miller, about which you may remember there was so 
much excitement, that the question “Shall Joe Miller have a 
statue?” became of political significance. Walk into the Ethno- 
graphical Department, and see every god who has had bis day. Don’t 
be disrespectful, however. Remember the conduct of the man who 
took ofi his hat to a broken-nosed statue of Jupiter, on the plea that 
though “ rather in the shade now, yet he might come into power 
agam.” Vive Henri Cinq ! Henri sank, but Henri may rise. 
Notice up on the Coin and Medal Room, “ Please not to Medal 
i with the Coins.” Go in the spirit of inquiry, and in every detri- 
ment get hold of the attendant in charge, and keep on asking nim, 
“Isay, look here, what’s thisf^^ If he can’t teU. you, complain 
of him to the Governor of the Museum, who will punish him by 
giving Mm so many pages of the Catalogue to learn by heart every 
night, and repeat without book before breakfast every morning, for 
three months. 

You may only joke with the attendants in the Witt Collection. 
Here they are accustomed to being dug in the ribs and slapped on the 
back. They show here several cases of fine-pointed jokes, cutting 
I remarks, Sydney Smith’s patent Scotch incisor, and a new hand- 
machine fox turning a conversation. On Sunday, admission can be 
obtained over the rafiings, care having been taken the previous day 
to procure a few of the duplicate keys. Follow out tMs advice, and 
no matter where you come from, or where you want to go to, you’ll 
soon find the nearest station. 

BROMPTON. — ^ ‘ Stands Brompton where it did ? ” Certainly not. 
It has almost entirely disappeared. The tradition of its Oratory — 
the Brompton Oratory— will long survive as an evidence of the pecu- 
liar oratorical talents of its members. In the garden of the Oratory 
the inhabitants stiR cultivate the Flowers of Rhetoric. 

BROOES’S CLUB.— The Club that Brooks used is stiR shown at 
60, St. James’s Street. ^ The Brooks in question was not our own 
dear Shirley, who, skiRed in fence, used a rapier— not a club, and 
latterly, as Editor, was satisfied with a strong staff. 

BUCRHURST HILL. — An outing, in the neighbourhood of 
Epping Forest. Here is a pretty new Saturday-tRl-Monday sort of 
hotel, recently buRt, When the Emperor of AR the Russias visited 
London, Ms question to the Lord, Chamberlain was, “ Where are 
we going on Bunday ? ” To wMch' the Chamberlain repHed, “ The 
GItjeen wiR give you an outingJ^^ The Czar started hack, horrified. 
“ A knouting / ” he exclaimed. “ Give me a knouting ! ! ” And he 
would have left there and then, had not Her Majesty entered at the 
moment, graciously explained the reply, and taken the Autocrat, 
nolens volens, to Buokhurst HiR. 

BIJCMNGHAM PALACE.— Salute the sentries with your um- 
breRa, Say “ZTowp-Za Eyes right!” They’R ask, “ Who goes 
therel?” You reply, “Friend!” Then wait for them to answer, 
“Pass friend, and all’s weR!” when you at once enter the yard, 
and walk straight up to the Palace. Ou State occasions a uniform 
is necessary, and the Q-xteen, as Yiotoria the First, receives in State. 
On ordinary days, however, only morning dress and a “top hat” 
are de rigueur, and you simply send in your card by the under-butler, 
to inquire if “ Mra. Guelph is at home.” Nothmg more ; as tMs ' 
is taking them as they are— famille. On Sunday you must "be 
able to prove yourself a hond fide traveRer before admittance* is 

G ranted. There is no charge for admission, and the quotation from 
HAKSPEARE, “ So much for Buckingham Palace!” is either a 
forgery or a proof of Ms ignorance. 

I On State days the hereditary costumes from Madame Tussaxtd’s 
are aR brought in carriages, with some of the figures to fiR up the 
groups gracefuRy, and a deposit is left at Baker Street as security. 
After the Drawing-Room is over, they are duly retumed before eight 
o’clock in the evening, the great Officers of State having to make 
good any damage done to the figures. The grounds of fine Palace 
are pretty, and altogether it is quite a place where to spend a happy 
day. 

BURLINGTON ARCADIA.— A Western passage lying midway 
between one of the frontiers of Bohemia and the border of Belgravia. 
Here BurRngton Arcadian shepherdesses stroR about, Rying by 


hook and by crook. Sheep-shearing, or fieeciug, is a favourite 
pastime. The Arcade itself was probably buRt by Cardinal Wool- 
SEY, and presented, as a dry sfittle-ground, or an Anna-Boleyn 
aRey* to BGenry the Eighth. Admission, free— and easy. 

BUSSES.— Conhuctoes.) 
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EMIS lOB TEATELEEBS, 

(Bj ». MiMor.) “xisas'^Sd u* NKS?iaSrrS& . 

Capital place ! most interesting! In Holland, of circular ticket I On second tkouglits, “personally conducted^’ 
course ; mtli pictures, and trees, and~yes— canals. On second touring is— well— yes— perhaps 

thoughts, the place is very damp, and, perhaps Kiel.—Y ery interesting I Where the Danes tried hard to hold their 


Boulogne,— Ahl 
excellent ! So near 
town, and so Ihely 1 
Splendid bathing — 
charming cafe on 
the pier I On second 
thoughts, there ’s 
the Porte, and, per- 
haps — 

Cologne , — ^Host 
interesting! grand 
cathedral ! hFoble 
river ! The place 
where the Rhine be- 
comes beautiful! 
And then there ’s 
the Eau de Cologne ! 
On second thoughts, 
apropos of the Eati^ 
the real perfume of 
Cologne is— well— 
perhaps 

Dieppe, — The 
very spot! A tho- 
roughly French wa- 
tering-place, with 
all the charms of 
pleasant society, 
good hotels, and a 
glorious sea ! On 
second thoughts, the 
sea voyage- over is 
outside six hours, 
and, perhaps 

Etretat, — Could 
scarcely do better! 
Sure to meet a num- 
ber of charming per- 
sons ; and the dresses 
are lovely! On se- 
cond thoughts, dres- 
sing three times a 
day when you are 
away from London 
is — well — per- 
haps — 

Florence,— Grand ! 
Such Art-galleries! 
A man can scarcely 
claim to be properly 
educated unless he 
has seen and appre- 
ciated the treasures 
of Florence ! He 
must now dawdle 
away his time in 
a hotel. On second 
thoughts, the hotels 
are not very com- 
fortable until later 
in the year, and, 

perhaps 

Genoa, — Also in 
Italy — glorious 
Italy ! The land of 
sunshine and bright 
skies ! On second 
thoughts, dirt is 
not improved by a 
strong light, and, 

perhaps 

Seidelberg, — The 
subject of many Jan 
Artist’s pencil! And 



UMBRELLA ON THE BRAIN. 

Owing to the Weatheb, and tor various other reasons, the Brownes are pre- 
vented THIS Year erom taking their Continental Trip, vert much to Mrs. Browne’s 

DISAPPOINTMENT, WHO CONSTANTLY DREAMS THAT THE FAMILY UmBRELLA HAS BEEN CON- 
VERTED INTO Wings, and that she and her Husband fly to other Climes, in blessed 
INDEPENDENCE OF RAILWAYS OB STEAMBOATS. 


own. On second 
thoughts, a German 
watering - place is 
not suggestive of — 

well— perhaps 

Ducerne , — Lovely 
spot. Schweitzer- 
hofE Hotel quite the 
hest in Switzerland ; 
and then the beau- 
tiful lake ! On se- 
cond thoughts, you 
ought not to get too 
near the water, and 

perhaps 

Madrid, — In 
Spain. Ouite new 
ground to thou- 
sands! So easy to 
get to nowadays ! 
Then think of the 
hull-fights ! On se- 
cond thoughts, the 
food at the hotels is 
not exactly— well — 

perhaps 

Naples, — Of 
course, see it and 
die ! It is scarcely 
a day’s journey from 
Rome, and you can 
get there in less than 
no time. All you 
have to do is to put 
yourself in the train. 
On second thoughts, 
railway travelling 
far south in August 
is — well — per- 


Ouchy, — Most 
picturesque ! The 
Beau Rivage simply 
charming! Splendid 

f rounds, numerous 
ances, and lots of 
music! On second 
thoughts, a hand 
under your window 
before you are well 
awake is—well— 

perhaps 

Paris , — Of course! 
Paris is a necessary ! 
Consider the Boule- 
vards, the theatres, 
the streets basking 
in the sun -light! 
On second thoughts, 
the glare of Paris in 
August is — well — 

perhaps 

Quebec , — Actually 
in America! De- 
lightful trip. In 
these days of fast 
travelling a mere 
nothing ! On se- 
cond thoughts— the 
Atlantic. Under 
the circumstances, 
really— really— per- 
haps — 

Potter dam, — 
foreign after leaving 


rXtfl ^ ^ August IS uo joke, aud, really, seeoud thoughts, before you laid, the average vo^e 5-well- 

^ -r ^ "DerhaTis — 


Interlac'ken,—Qm^ of the sweetest spots in Switzerland! Ade- 


perhaps o . o 

Bt, Petersburg , — Everybody ought to know something about 
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Eussia. It is easy enough to get there. Every night a train starts 
from Paris for St. Petersburg direct. In a very short time (after a 
comfortable journey) you find yourself in the city of palaces, statues, 
and Nihilists. On second thoughts, a foreigner, in the present dis- 
turbed state of the country may — well — ^perhaps 

Trieste, — A JdeUghtful spot, full of interest. Magnificent port, 
and fine bathing ! Italian people and Austrian ofS.ciala. On second 
thoughts, as there is so much discontent ripe just now, and the 

Italians are so fond of revolutions, perhaps 

C%.— Delicious spot! Sounds foreign, too, but it isn’t! On 
second thoughts, with the Continent before you, why go to Scotland ? 
So, really, perhaps 

Femce,— -Ah! The loveliest place in the world! Such palaces, 
such picture-galleries, such churches ! And then lounp^ing all day, 
listening to the songs of the boatmen and the hum of the insects ! 

On second thoughts, the mosquitoes are simply Tes, really, 

perhaps 

Wieshaden,--QhB.vmmg spot ! "Within easy distance of lots of nice 
places, too ! A few years ago, “ distractions ” associated with green 
cloth, cards, and ivory bdls, were quite the vogue. On second 

thoughts, ex-gambliag places become rather duE, and perhaps 

Yarmouth, — By aU means, if you donH want to go abroad. Good 
place for bloaters. On second thoughts, you may have too much of 
the savour of^the Sea, and^so, perhaps 


2Mrich,--Q-^ the lake ! So delicious ! Suggestive of a soft song 
and perfect rest I On second thoug'hts, if you want perfect rest you 
ought not to take a long tour and — ^ Wefi—yes— perhaps— perhaps 
you had better avoid all these places — and— yes, to be sure — stay at 
home I 


The Alderman’s Friend. 

Advertisements describe the new remedial preparation for the 
reduction of corpulence as an American invention ; out Mr. Auddjo 
affirms its original discoverer to have been a brither Scot. He 
informs us that “ Anti-Fat” was first obtained and applied to the 
abatement of obesity by Mr. MacLean". 


A ROTAl EUGITIVE. 

Wags, seeing that Cetewato has taken to flight, go about affirm- 
ing that his name should now be pronounced with a variation. The 
King of the Zulus, they say, ought, in his present circumstances, to 
be called CuT-AWAar-0 ! 

Mixed Mathematics. — Given a Donkey-Engine, to determine its 
Horse-power. 


MOEIBUND. 

{Monody by a much-fagged Member,) 

“The speeches at the Ministerial dinner at the Mansion 
House are the dying swan-song of the Session.” — Ttmes. 

The Session dies ! Swan-Kke ? Oh, Jupiter, 
Eemembering sadly how St. Stephen’s carries on, 
Methinks you err ; 

Small aptness is there in the strained comparison. 
The points of the analogy to trace, 

Pray what of music, dignity, or grace 
Accompanies the parting Session’s exit ? 

We ’d let the poor thing pass, we would not vex it 
With memories. But music ? One might take 
The charivari at an Irish wake 
As a more fit similitude. How truly 
’Twould type the Celtic shindyings, rude, unruly, 
That long have plagued the pubhe tympanum ! 

Swan-song ? ’Tis all a hum ! 

You joke with us, great Jupiter, and smile 
In grim Saturnian style. 

Post-prandially let Ministers rejoice. 

To lend the dying Session dulcet voice ; 

Our aching ears have memory, and know better. 
Though Whetham, after many a liberal wetter, 
Expand in glowing glory, 

And shout his tintamarre to all that ’s Tory ;— 
Though Smith and Burt our twin forces butter. 
While vinous cheers greet every vaunt they utter ; 

Though Beaming Benjamin 
Yent bland beatitudes about Berlin, 

And scientific frontiers bought, not paid for, 

Or shape a pleasing puzzle, plainly made for 
The*Sphinx’s latest, than its earliest tougher, 

And fog with phrases each bucolic buffer ; — 

Let Saxisburt and Northcote bandy banter, 

In imitation of the Arch-Enchanter, 

And cits shout praise till all appears (True) Blue, 

It will not do ! 

“ Capital Muniments ” comfort not us. 

And as for Ben’s new-fangled Cerberus, 

The triune peasant, 

Evolved, like the proverbial German’s camel, 

From an imagination facts ne’er trammel,— 
Political economy made pleasant 

By comic quips and cranks, 

MTay charm the Tory ranks, 

Accustomed to be fed on paradox 
As nubibustic as the realms of Nox ; 

But you ’ll as soon cheek earthg.uakes with a fiddle 
As settle the Land-Q,uestion with a riddle ! 

The Session ’s moribund ; aU. men rejoice. 

^ But for its parting voice. 

To call it “ swan- like ” were a mere abuse 
Of Art rhetoric 
Or diction metaphoric. 

No, Jupiter, mere mortals it must strike 
As much more like 
The dreary, dying cackle of a goose I 


THE FRATERNAL AGE. 

{A Fragment,) 

“ Yictor Hugo, who presided yesterday at a lecture by M. Louis Blanc, said that in 
the twentieth centu^ war, capital punishment, monarchy, dogmas, and frontiers would all 
I disappear.” — Daily Taper, 

NOW that no one 
had written the 
history of a crime. 
Why ? Because 
to write the Ms- 
tory of a crime 
you require these 
two things — a 
PoHce-Couit and 
a Eeporter. 

But the flat of 
the twentieth cen- 
tury had gone 
forth, and said to 
the Police-Court 
and the Reporter, 
“Now then, what 
are you doing 
here ? ” Then it 
effaced them. 

He^ce, at Port- 
aux-Anes on the 
first day of April, 

1979, there was nothing left hut the Policeman. At first he had not liked this. 
He had said to himself, “ No thieves, no business. There will be nothing to 
catch— not even the Magistrate’s eye ! ” Then he skipped about on his beat, 
and tried to catch himself trippmg. After this he sang a catch. But he stiH 
felt out in the cold. This was something; It enabled him to catch one. 

The villagers said, “The empty charge-sheet has done it. It has proved a 
wet blanket.” 

This reminded him of the bed of the river. 

No one had ever yet communicated to him anything to his advantage. He 
determined to stand on the bank, and drop it a line. It seemed to him the way 
to catch something. 

He said, “lam now on my own hook, and can enjoy my leisure.” He was 
right. It was his bank holiday. 

But a picture of recreation may sometimes be too highly coloured.^ Even the. 
account of a hank holiday m^ he overdrawn. Such was the case with this one 
Then it came to a close. How ? By a sudden check, 

« 4 |» 


How ? By a sudden check, 
« 


This very extraordinary thing had happened. 

Five hundred thousand strangers, fully armed, equipped, and provided I 
T^th powerful field and siege artillery, arrived at the little village of Pont-aux- 
Anes, and asked for dinner. 

^ When five hundred thousand strangers, fully armed, equipped, and pro- 
vided with powerful field and siege artillery, ask for dinner, they sometimes 


And now these two were facing each other. Might meeting right. A Field- 
Marshal meeting^ aLPoliceman, The ridiculous opposite the sublime. A 
frightful antagonism. Then they talked through an mterpreter. 
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“ Where are we now ? ” 

“ Over the frontier,” 

“ Over the front tier. Then I am in the pit. I have orders.” 

“ Possibly. But they are not admitted after seven,” 

“ Seven be hanged ! ” 

Capital pxinishment is abolished.” 

“ Then the free list cannot be suspended.” 

** True, WTio sent you in ? ” 

“ My master, the President.” 

“ Does he ride on a Circus horse, wear epaulettes, draw £300,000 
a year for doing nothing, lay foundation-stones, and lunch with a 
militaxyband?^’ 

“He does.” 

“ And have his head stamped on halfpence ? ” 

“ Ouite so.” 

“ And will his heir in turn be died also ? ” 

“ The President never dies.” 

“ Then there is no Monarchy. Without Monarchy there can be no 
war. You ’ll have to go back.” 

You cannot alter the determination of an express train by argu- 
ment. Logic is thrown away upon tiie whelk. Power and stolidity. 
These things must be treated like the last omnibus. They must be 
allowed to pass. 

The Policeman knew this. He let these five hundred thousand 
strangers, fully armed, equipped, and provided with powerful field 
and siege artillery, have their way. 

So they passed. 

*■**»«# 

And now the world had for the seven-and-twentieth time to 
witness this colossal apotheosis — ^Paris invaded. 

Yet tMs tr^endous thing is not an outrage. You cannot annoy 
a peacock. Throw stones at it, and it will open its tail at you. This 
IS a supreme act. A transformation. 

And in this transformation Titans are engaged in minor parts. 
Everybody has got on a big head. It is a chaos of surprises. Then 
m the i^dst 01 stupendous coruscation a voice says this, “ Here we 
are again ! How are you to-morrow ? ” 


It is the language of the Phoenix. Everybody is satisfied. Paris ' 
has spoken. 

Then men look at each other and say, “ This is the twentieth 
century. Everything disagreeable has been abolished. There surely 
cannot have been an invasion ? ” 

Someone has replied, “Oh dear no, not in the least. It has 
merely been a fraternal walk over.” 

To this synonym History has affixed a splendid comment—she has 
said, “ Walker I ” 


THE WEATHER Am THE CROPS. 

Call not present weather fickle. 

Now, in sunshine bright and blithe, 
When the Swain should whet the sickle, 
Rain, too constant, wets the scythe. 

Wet, wheat harvest still delaying, 

SoTil of British Farmer grieves, 

In his fields around surveying 
Haycocks piled instead of sheaves. 

Strawberries have outlived their season ; 

But their flavour ’s nearly none : 
Mulberries ripen not, by reason 
Of the woful want of sun. 

Yet, though cereal cro^s look shaky, 
Hope we still that things will mend, 
Turning out aU right, old Mechi, 

As a trivet, in the end. 


ATOIOGT POK PUBLIC ABT. 

A BEPENCE of the glaring monstrosities iu the shape of pictorial 
advertisements disfiguring the hoardings and walls has been set 
up by Mr. Soweeby. He quotes in their behalf the declaration of a 
Saint, and Sage as well, that “ Fictura idiotarum sunt librV^ 
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A DANGEROUS RIVAL, 

FasMonabU Wife. ‘‘Good Heavens, George! toxt are not going out to 
Dinner like that ! ? ” 

Athletic Husbayid. “Just ain't I though ! Look here, Maria, I ’ll grant 
YOU TOUR 17eCK and SHOULDERS, AND TOUR PRETTY FaCB ; BUT I THINK I 
BEAT YOU IN THE MATTER OE ARMS— -AND IE SO, WHY SHOULDN’T I SHOW AS 
MUCH OF THEM AS YOU DO ? ” 


OUE EEPBESENTATIVE MAN. 


A Look-in at the Foyalty and the Folly, and a Look-out again — A few Words 
about Pinafore — Lyceum — Absence — Novelty — Prospect— Suggestion — 
Weather permitting. 

Sir, — ^TLe other evemng I went into the Royalty Theatre, now under the 
successful management of The Bruce, to see Crutch and Toothpick, a farcical 
comedy by George R. Sims, followed by a mythological extravaganza — Venus, 
written by Messrs. E. Rose and Augustus Harris. The last Venus 1 had seen 
at this theatre was Miss Ada Cavendish, now tragedienne de la premiere classe 
— (luite the Sarah Bernhardt, in fact— when Ixion, or The Man at the 
Wheel was all the rage, with Felix Rogers as an inimitable Minerva, Miss 
Furtado for the dashing young hero, Lydia Maitland a most glorious Apollo, 
poor Joe Robins a stout Ganymede, and David James a spriag-heeled Mercury. 

Crutch and Toothpick, from whatever it may have been adapted by Mr. 
George R. Sims, is very tunny in its situations and business, has some capital 
dialogue, and is well acted all round. It is in for a long run— at least it sims 
like it. 


One of the best scenes is between Amy Jones and Cecil Leighton, two parts 
capitaUy played by Miss Nellie Bromley and Mr, Lytton Sotheen, though 
by the time ttiis appears in print the east will probably have been altered. So 
good a company ought to be kept together. Mr. Edgar Bruce is to be con- 
gratulated on having effected a ^od start, and having gathered round him all 
the materials of a good Palais Royal sort of Company, equally good at farce 
and burlesque, ready for prose or verse, talking and walking, singing and 
dancing as occasion may require. 

** 0 Royalty where are thy charms ? ” The spectator who drops in at ten — 
which he is wrong in doing, as he will miss Crutch and Toothpick, but better 
late than never— will be able to answer this question satisfactorily. 


» Nellie Bromley 
Looks so comely, 

Edith Blands 
Y ery grand, 

Alma Stanley 
Bather manly ; 

I was took 

With little Miss Brooke, 

Who plays Gallus, 

And nothing alius. 

It will not occur to any but the poetic mind that “ no- 
thing alius ” is poetic Hcenee for ‘‘’nothing else.” 

Mr. Groves, a very good low comedian, of the Comp- 
tonian school, who plays Vulcan, has some yery funny 
business with Rttle Miss Brooke, who takes the part of 
a diminutiye page to Mars. 

Of tender age, 

She plays the page 
To Phcebb Don, 

With helmet on ; 

As Mars she charmed, 

She ’s so well armed I 


But I hadn’t tune to see more than the first scene, 
which seemed to promise well. 

My friend said, “ Stop ! see 
MIssEmilie Copsey! 

And, something still more, 

Miss L. Gilmore. 

Stay half an hou^ 

You '11 see Miss Gower, 

Miss Daisy Clive 
And others, five, 

Miss Darncombe, Grey. 

You’d better stay! 

My hand I kisses 
To all these misses, 

And so depart. At duty’s call, 

One Miss for me, and that 's— miss all ! 

Moral. 

The “ direction,” at least, is good, I admit ; 

With seventeen “ Misses,” he 's scored one “ hit.” 


So I went off to Another Drink, which seems to be 
getting along far better than was at first expected, Mr. 
Anson and Mdme. Dolaro being almost as good as they 
are in The First Night— the first genuine success of the 
Folly Theatre under Madame’s management. 

LAssommoir didn’t seem to me to he a good subject 
for burlesque, but Authors^ and Actors have got lots of 
fun out of it, and left lots in it. Mr, Wyatt, as Goujet, 
is a good dancer. He has already distinguished himself 
in burlesque at the Strand, when he took Mons. Marius’s 
I p^art in Diplunacy, and gave a very good imitation of 
[ Count Bankrofe. 

By the way, at the Royalty they ’ve got a good Musical 
Director, iu Mr. Edward Solomon, who, in evening dress, 
and baton in hand, might be advertised as “ Solomon in 
aU his glory— every night at ten I ” 

Pinafore has been to the front a good deal lately, and 
now seems to have got mixed up with Trial by Jury. 
The Company (Limited) of the Opera Comique have 
been, ap^rently, ecarte, or rather, i-D Oyley-carte^d. 
H.M.8. Pinafore was boarded by the crew of H.M.S. 
Director Ship, the defence of the first-named barque 
being organised by Captain Barker, who seems to have 
got himself considerably barked. Of course^ now both 
sides have let the steam off, it will all end in smoke ; 
librettist and composer will weep on the directors’ necks, 
who, in turn, will join hands with Mr. Donkey Carte — 
which he isn’t by any means — and the Bark of the 
Barker being silenced, the Hoble Proprietor call in the 
worthy Aromtect, Mr. Fowler, and all play “ Fowler 
my Leader” — ^the Leader being Mr. Ceilier — and aU 
end by going, piously, to Chappell. 

But I have fied from Town: the Friendly Zulus 
finished me. 

I’m afraid I missed something in heiug away when 
Miss Genevieve Ward 


“Walked in silk attire,” 


and the critics, out of consideration for the feelings of 
our dear old “ Pal,” felt that they 

^Aillah had to spare.” 

But, I say, Simpson & Co., what are you about ? 

Is this an exemplar 

Of you and Claude Templar ? 
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If so, don’t do it again, or you’ll "be condeMed to be branded 
and watered, and marked with a Cigar on the Wrist for tne rest oi 
your unnatural existence. . . , . i . • j. 

Mr. Ieying promises a system of variety m nis entertamments 
next season. Short runs and more pieces. An excellent plan. 
Instead of the present long runs for a thousand and oim mgnts, let 
us limit a success to one run of seventy or eighty nights, or ev^ 
a hundred, duriug which the next new pie^ is being rehearsed. 
Then let the new piece have its turn, and if as successful as its 
predecessor, it can ftilfil its term of one hundred nights while they 
are preparing some light One- Act piece, or piece de ^ circonstance* 
Then the run of Humber Two being finished, the two pieces could be 
alternated, and the new one-act vaudeville, or farce, or burlesque, 
played with one or the other, or both. In the meantime a new piece 
should be in rehearsal. Thus the ripertoire would be gradually 
filled. Actors would be in constant training. Authors hard at work 
to meet the demand, having, in addition to their mghtly fee, an 
“Author’s Hight” for every run and revival, as in the days oi 
GrOLDSMiTH. Such seems to me something of the rough basis oi a 


new plan of theatrical management— not unlike what Mr. Hollinos- 
HEAU has accustomed us to at the Gaiety, and what we are promised 
by Mr. IrvIjS-g. 

Count Baistkeoff, Esq. is to have the Haymarket for the best part 
of the year, and Mr. Clarke for the other best part of it. The 
Bourgeois of the Asses’ Bridge— free version of Les Bourgeois de 
Font Arcy—vn)! be produced at the Prince of Wales’s, and Mr. 
Hare, with Les Kendals, comes out at the St. James’s, where Mr . 
Santlet will sing the opening chorus, set to some popular Hare. 

Will there be a Ballet of Injyable Injia. by Bajah Yal Prinsep. 
tofoUow? ’ 

The theatres ought all to be doing well in such weather. “ Who 
will o’er the downs so free” — ^when there’s a certainty of being 
wet through the skin to the bone ? The partridges are all drowned, 
there are no pheasants, the strawberries have got water on the brain, 
and the w;eather, with here and there a brilliant exception, may be 
described in the words of the Scotch farmer, as “ Bain all day, with 
show’rs between.” Who ’ll go out of town ? I will, as sure as I 
am here, there, and everywhere Your Bepresentative, 


VOICE FROM THE WEST- 



A, Measter Punch ! 

OuRLan’lord’s a grand zort o’ 


TO THOSE ABOUT TO TBAYEL. 

Mt very dear Sir, August 4, 1879. 

I AM afraid you have always misunderstood me. 


U tt iUi u. o Oi ea.aaJ.vA Aivjx u i •• -i 

man, tho’ I ’znre ’e we zees Uttle ^though I iave over md ow aRam mpressed upon 
^ ’ . your mmd that I am the very soul of honour, I have 

HehesyWesmworekndi’ th’ North, never been able to persuade you that a loan to me of 
an’ a terrubleflnehouseinLonun; t?® ndieulons ^ of half-a-orown eo^d,, under any 


a^’ aKbleflnrh^se iuLonnn? the ridiculous ^ of half-a-crown eordd,. under any 
Whvhesroosan’hetaakstoth’Qraasr ^omnstances, he considered a profitable investment. 

as a mid to a znrt o’ relation, However, it is ever my endeavour to return good for eyd. 

An hes letters an’ peapers by scores I a™, tme to my principle on this, as on eyery other 
consamin’ th’ good o’ the nation ; occasion. _ _ 


They do teU 1, aD. awver th’ yearth ^ Bunch, I have noticed that one of your 

^ there iddun noo pleace nor noo yoke Contemporaries has published a number of letters upon 
^ But he’s a gotten a vinger in pie, an’ the subject of cheap traveUmg. Allow me to oifer my 
I gies ’em a ctUS or a poke ; experience, for the .benefit of yourself and your readers. 

I. Zo, in coorse, ’tis a natural tbing that ^ down a few notes. . u 

r a zet o’ poor tenants like we, Doesn’t matter m the least. Go where you 

^ Tho’ we pays un his rent twice a year, out take care never to visit the same place twice. 

S shudd^ often clap eyes upon he : novelty will be your aim, when you have once done ” 

When me Lord has his yead a-stuck f town you won’t want to see it again. Besides the in- 
vuU o’ Afganistan an’ Zululand, habitants of the neighbourhood will not desire to renew 


But he *s a gotten a vinger in pie, an’ 
gies ’em a cuJS or a poke ; 


vuU o’ Afganistan 


not desire to renew 


Th’ fl.avior ’s a-zort a-tuk out o’ our their acquaintance with you— on friendly terms well 


bits o’ pasture an’ pleugh-land. 

’Tis no mwore ’n a man mid expect. 


understood. If your presence makes them disagreeable 
(as it most likely will) surely it is a shame to give them 


B ynij /’ve proved th’ zame thing pause for irritation. Always be considerate in your deal- 
ayore now "^tth your fellow-man. 

Whenl’ve staid late atmaiketnextday . •rmrneyTicket.^icovxae you ^ homw the money 
'"nothin’ hwomly ’ud relish noo how! tor this mdispensable aid to travelling. Borrow as much 
- Th’ zong zes ’tis zad vor t’ dthink th’ can. Then journey first-class. You will find, 

brightest things ne’er lastes long, manage properly, that it will not cost you more 

K ' But that Lan’lords should ha’ t’come thm second, or eyen third-in the bng run, 

down betokens sureZ^r so’thin’ wrong ! Select the best and the finest rooms. Dme at 

There’s my neighbour, Will Cox, zes table-d'hotes, and drink the choicest wines. To act 

I ’tis right ; but he ’s gotten a zort o’ ^ a spirit of strict economy, all you will have to do is to 
“ a twisk before any one else is awake, and to leave your hotel 

)ks, which on’y puts dthings in a misk. officios are sleeping, 

or t’ be as em onst used t’ wos ; Golden JEwZe.— JNever to pay. It is perfectly unne- 

can tell ’e th’ why an’ becos : cessary to be guilty of such a ridiculous piece of ceremony 

or a man that ’s a-eot ’em a fig, exercise of a little ingenuity the matter can 


“ a twisk beiore any one else is awake, and to leave your hotel 

Yrom’readin’ newspeapers’au’ books, which on’y puts dthings in a misk. officios are sleeping. n 

I do like dthings t’ be as they be, or t’ be as em onst used t’ wos ; ^wZe.-^ever to pay. It is perfectly unne- 

Aa’ how I ’ve a-got on zo weU, I can teB ’e th’ why an’ becos : cessary to be guilty of such a ndiculous piece of ceremony 

I ha’n’t got noo feelins nor care vor a man that ’s a-got ’em a fig, by the exercise of a httle ingenuity the matter can 

LowIChurch or High Church, what odds? An’ th’ seame atween Toory an’ be easily avoided.^ i j . v . . , 

Whiff There, Sir, I think a trip conducted on my prmciple 

Whatsomever a Lord do wish done, th’ plain duty o’ we is t’ do it, should be about the cheapest ou record, 

in’ ef there ’s a hole i’ th’ baUad, teake care ’at noo eye do zee droo it. Always yours sincerely, 

Civil’ ty to yagents is chip, nout th’ wore’r but th’ brim o’ oon’s hat, Address — ^well, no matter ! Jeremiah Diddeer. 

Just by lettin such voke na’ their say a notch med be scored, min, at that. —==-—=-==^-— 

A zort o’ a law’r he mid be, an’ not np to much about landj 

But he ’s a-gotten th’ ear o’ me Lord, an’ carries the reins in his hand ; Suds. 

A tenant wi’ such mun be sueut — a duck’d yead can come to noo harm. 

By straight votin’ an’ not teUin’ hes, I ’ye al’ys bin free o’ me yarm. Dear Mr. Punch, 

But now there ’s such care an’ contrivin’, such cuttin’ an’ countin’ th’ cost, What do you think is the latest move among the 

’Tis clear we can’t be as we hev bin, an’ th’ charm o’ th’ country is lost I Co-operatives ? Have you seen this ? 

Vox a ^er to live like a ri^desmaa, an’ wk at Hs treade wi’ Ms brain, „ London Co-operative lanndry, Limited.” 

Yor a lan’lord to teake his bare rent, an’ not zeek vor noo border gam, ^ 

’Twon’t suit I, that ’s vor sartain, an’ zoo I’U. git out on’t, an’ dwell in a cot : Going to wash their own dirty linen. Just what they 

An’ zoo call an’ smoke a pipe wi’ me, Measter Bunch, if ye come near theaus ought to do. ^ Disgusted Shopkeeper. 

spot. Jere. Smallrone. 


Suds. 

Dear Mr. Punch, 

What do you think is the latest move among the 
Co-operatives ? Have you seen this ? 

“ The London Co-operative Lanndry, Limited.” 

Going to wash their own dirty linen. Just what they , 
ought to do. ^ Disgusted Shopkeeper. 


‘ AUDI ALTERAM PARTEM.' 


THE LAST MUSICAD ANAGRAM. 


Mr. Stevenson has published a clever and amusing volume, entitled 
Travels with a Bonhey in the Cevennes. This gives us the Driver’s view. A 
contributor suggests that it might be instructive and amusing if we had the 
Donltey’s. 


“ Pinafore,” 

“ Fine Op’ra.” 


The Legend of Exeter Hall.— To be Sold. 


To CoBBBsroirDEjiTS . — The ISditor does not hold himsdf bound to acknoviledge^ or ^ay for Contributiom, Jn no case can these be resumed unless accompanied djf Q 

stamped and directed envelope. Copies should be kept. 
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Goodheart Grab {earnestly). Ay, indeed lie should! 
But is it gentlemanly to take the stair-carpet from the 
stair, to seize the arm-chair and the coal-scuttle ere they 
can be used, to lay desecrating hands upon the tea-tray, 
the foot-stool, the chandelier, and the homely but neces- 
sary kettle ? TeU me is aU this ^ood, kindly— in a word, 
the conduct of a man of gentle birth ? 

Wolfhilda, As you put the question to me so plainly, 
I confess it ^s not I 

Goodheart Grab, And yet all this— and more— must 
I do in the way of business I Oh, woe is me I Would 
that I had been born to a happier lot ! 

[Buries his face in his hands and weeps, 

Wolfhilda, And yet you say you are an officer ? 

Goodheart Grab {after an effort). The officer of the 
sheriff I K’ay, do not shudder and turn away from me — 
ah! she has fainted I {Sadly.) Well, it is better as it 
is ! Poor girl, I will leave the sofa upon which she now 
reclines until the last, 

[Begins to remove the furniture. 

Wolfhilda {recovering). Is this some terrible dream! 

( With a shriek,) ISo ! he is seizing the Eight-day clock ! 
Father, Father ! Save it ! 

The Unknown {entering suddenly in an enormous dress^ 
ing-gown, which completely hides his costume). Hold*! 
{In a tone of great authority)^ I repeat— hold! 

Goodheart Grab {fiercely). By what right do you 
interfere ? Know that I have a warrant of distress. 1 do 
but the bidding of my master. Your master, the Sheriff, 
before whom all men bow! {Calmly.) And now, Sip, 
who are you ? 

The Unknown {haughtily). Who am I? {Throwing off 
dressing-gown, and appearing in a Peer*s mantle and 
coronet). Why the Duke of Islington! 

Goodheart Grab {sinking on his knees and removing 
his old and battered hat). Your G-race! Pardon and 
forgiveness ! [Grovels in the dust, 

Wolfhilda {throwinq her arms around the Eight-day 
clock). Saved! Saved!! Saved!!! 


TACT. 

Admiring Friend. *‘What, anoteer Piotuke ? Way, TEAT^s tue Second 
TOTT ’VE FINISHED THIS WEEK ! ” 

Pictor. “The Teird, my Boy, the Teirb!^'* 

Admiring Friend {wishing to be pleasant). “Ah, wonpeefulI That’s what 
I always say when I hear People abuse your Pictures. ^They may be 

I ALWAYS SAY J ‘ BUT JUST LOOK AT THE LOT OF THEM HE TURNS OUT | ’ ” 


Tableau and Curtain, 

There, the Third Act must be left to the fancy of the 
dramatist himself. However, if the playwright has a 
very lively imagination, he might introduce a scene in 
the House of Commons in which the First Law Officer 
of the Crown might be depicted defending the principle 
of privilege— with success ! 


NOBLESSE OBLIGE.^^ 

Howadats when our native dramatists have to borrow so many ideas from 
the French, it is refreshing to find a novelty racy of the soil. Such a novelty 
Mr. Punch imagines he has discovered in the recently revealed privilege of 
a Yoble Lord to disregard the verdict of a County Court. ’Tis true the 
case which brought this very satisfactory state of the law to light turns 
out to be a canard. As a matter-of-fact, no Yobleman has claimed his privi- 
lege, as a Peer, to avoid the payment of his coal-bill. Mr, Punch, however, 
publishes the foUowmg rough idea of the end of the Second Act of a domestic 
drama, for the benefit of those it may concern hereafter : — 

Scene — A scantily but elegantly-furnished apartment in the house of the Un- 
known, Large Eight-day Clock in an old-fashioned case, C. Wolfhilda, 
regarding it with affection, is discovered as the Curtain rises to soft and 
plaintive music, 

^ Wolfhilda, Strike again, trusted friend of my childhood ! Let thy chimes 
briug back to me the dim memories of the happy past. As I listen to thy 
silveiy music metbinks I see a noble mansion crowded with retainers, humble 
friends with bended knees bowing before me. {Noise without,) What was j 
that ? {A heavy tread is heard on the staircase.) Intruders ! And my poor i 
father, weary of opening bill-contaioing envelopes, aslee p in yonder chamber ! 
He must not be disturbed ! {Enter Goodheart Grab.) what would ye ? 

Goodheart Grab {with feeling). Fair lady, I would not distress ye— no, not 
for the wealth of the Inffies 

Wolfhilda {eagerly). Then withdraw! Wearejpoor, Sir, but proud. We 
have seen better — ^far better — ^times ! {Looking at him steadily,) !No, I do not 
know you ! I have never seen your face before ! 

Goodheart Grab, Would that you had never seen it ! Hay, do not start ! 
My heart, Madam, is in the right place, although my profession forces me into 
houses where (I admit it) I am anything rather than an honoured guest ! 
Wolfhilda, What mean you by these strange, these sob-shaken words ? 
Goodheart Grab, Oh, that I could conceal my identity I Oh, that I could 
picture my life as one long act of kindness and philanthropy I Madam, I a.m an 
officer 

Wolfhilda {haughtily). An officer should be a gentleman ! 


HOME-EIJLERS AT HOME. 

HojHE-Eule, that Irish device for dismembering the 
Empire, as it has hitherto been regarded by all of Her 
Majesty^s rational subjects, appears now all at once to 
have become quite another thing. An important meeting 
of Home-Rulers was held on Saturday last week, under 
the presidency of Mr. Pahnell, at, of all places in the 
United Kingdom, the Crystal Palace, Sydenham. Mr. 
Biggar and other speakers on that occasion are reported 
to have advised their hearers to vote, irrespectively of 
the principal political parties, at the next election, for 
candidates prepared to side with Home-Rulers. Excel- 
lent counsel to give the Irish inhabitants of this Island. 
For Irishmen domiciled in England, of coursej Home- 
Rule simply means Parliament continuing to sit at St. 
Stephen’s. Thank you, Mr. Biggar; thank you, Mr. 
Parnell ; and good subjects and citizens as the London 
Irishj and the rest of their compatriots resident amongst 
English constituencies, generally are, it is almost certain 
that your admirable advice wiU be drily followed. 


A Crop in Cyprus. 

It appears from some recently published correspond- 
ence that considerable offence has been given to the 
Cypriotes of the Orthodox Faith by Captain Inglis, the 
English Commissioner, in having, perhaps a little too 
unconditionally, introduced a certain regulation of do- 
mestic prison discipline into the penal economy of Cyprus. 
The Captain, it seems, ordered the hair and beards of two 
priests imprisoned at Famagusta, to be cut. Perhaps 
this was a rather indiscriminate allotment of that truly 
British institution the County Crop. By the way, the 
County Crop, at any rate is a crop which wBl certainly 
prove to have been in no wise affected by the wet 
summer. 


TOL.‘ LXXVH. 
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Satueday, August 9, Commons {Morning^ only )^ — ^The Consolidated 
Fund (Appropriation) Bill brought in by Sir Sel^tst Ibbetsok amid 
BQLUch cheering, was read a first time during repeated demonstrations 
either of enthusiasm, or of delight in the prospect of the approaching 
holidays, which moved Eon. Members to holloa, now at last seeming 
to see their j way, although not yet having got absolutely out of 
the wood. 

The Chais’ceelob of the Excheq-ttee moved the Second Reading of 
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THE PINAFORE^" COSTUME. 

DEMOKALisiNa Effect ois a well-bkought-up Family. 


others, seeking to borrow more money from it than they ought. 
This, the Pnbhc "Works Loans Bill, was opposed by Mr. Chambee- 
EAur, who^ described it as a “meddling and muddling” measure, 
quoting his words; but borrowed language, in connection with a 
question of loans, may seem not incongruous. His opposition, 
seconded by Mr. ByiAJS"DS, was, after some prattle, withdrawn, and 
the Bill allowed to be read a Second time. 

The House, then, haying moyed a few more steps onward ini 
yarious Legislation of more utility than interest, adjourned. 

Monday {Lords) ^ — Their Lordships, in a short sitting, expedited 
sundry matters of course. 

(Commowa.)— Mr. Ceoss, with reference to the decision alleged to 
haye been arriyed at by the J ury on the Derb j murder case by drawing 
lots, read a letter from the Foreman, denymg that they had drawn 
lots, and explaining that, as six of them were for a yerdict of murder 
and six for manslaughter, they had only balloted for a Chairman, 
who was to haye a casting yote. This, the Home Seceetaey thought 
was doing much the same thing as what they were accused of doing. 
Did the G-oyemment intend the capital sentence to be carried out ? 
asked Mr. Caieait. Mr. Ceoss thought it was quite unnecessary 
to ask such a question. 

It is no longer in these days quite a fact that— 

** Wretches hang that jurymen may dine ; ” 
but at least one conyict has had a narrow escape from being sent to 
the gallows by a toss-up, to which, yirtually. Gentlemen of me Jury 
resorted as a means of saying themselyes time and trouble. 


nmg with a defence of FTubae Pasha and Mr, RiyEES Wilsoh, 
yindioated, or tried to yindicate, at equal length. 

After ittconclusiye debate the subject was dropped, and the Bill 
before the House allowed to be read a Second time. 

!^e Irish University Bill went through its final stage, and passed 
amid a chorus of cheers. 


On then came the Public "Works Loan Bill, upon which, on order for , 
going into Committee, Parliamentary parley was kept up until the elec- | 
trie light on the top of the Clock Tower began to pale its inefiectual fire 
at sunrise, and so Legislators went on, the Bin haying passed Com- 
mittee, with the Corrupt Practices Bill, till ten minutes after Big 
Ben had struck seven. Then home to bed, alas, instead of up to 
breakfast, to be out early on the moors. 

Tuesday (Lords).— They advanced divers Bills sent up from the 
Commons. 

On proposal of Government to negative Committee on the Poor Law 
Amendment Bill, in order to get on with it, the Earl of Eedesdaie 
protested a^inst hurrying Bills at the end of the^ Session, and 
divided the House, to no purpose. After that, the Mobility adjourned. 

( Commons ,) — The Ra nkin g and J oint Stock Companies Bill, enabling 
ITnUmited Liability Companies, especially Banks, to transmute 
themselves, with safeguards, into Limited^ went into Committee, and 
out of it pared and pruned, with the addition of a Clause to answer 
the purpose of “ Eeserve Liability,” suggested by Mr. Shaw, and 
accepted, with a jump at it, by the Chahcei^oe of the Exc^quee. 

At last the Corrupt Practices BiU, appointing Election Petitions to 
be tried by two Judges instead of one, passed its Third Beading. 

So did the IS'ational School Teachers (Ireland) BiU, and the Appro- 
priation Bill, and then, after progress with another BUI or two, a 
truce to talk. 

Wednesday {Lords ), — ^Their Lordships persevered in dealing with 
Bills sent up from the Lower House, and drove several of them on 
another stage. 

( Commons ,) — On the motion of the Chahceeioe of the ExcHEauEE, 
the Standing Order appointing the Wednesday sitting to close at six 
was suspended that Mr. Fawcett might say his say on the Water 
Supply of London. He said it so well, showing the water to be 
execrable both as to quality, and supply, and expense also, that Mr. 
Ceoss engaged, on the part of the Government, to make the Metro- 
politan Water Supply question a holiday task for the approachmg 
vacation. Should they find it necessary to supersede the existing 
Companies, those bodies wUl be compensated ; without any regard 
to the ]prospectiye value of their shares, but only according to the 
price of them as it stood at the end of last June. 
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WOKE UP. 

“ ’Tis tlie voice of the sluggard, 

I heard him complain. — Watts, 

Boots. “ Eiuht o’clock, Sure ! ’’ 

Voice {from the deeps), “ Why didn’t ye till me that beyoee, confound 

YOU ! ” 


Upon this truly cheering announcement, the House hoorayed. Londoners 
have novr some prospect of being in the way to obtain, sooner or later, a supply 
of cheap and good water instead of dear and dirty diluted sewage. Shies, f ore- 
fend any slip^twixt the cup and the lip ! 

Sir C. Dilze, considering the Home Secbetaey’s statement “rery satisfac- 
torjr,” recommended the Member for Hackney to withdraw the Resolution he 
had moved to the effect that, as the Metropolitan Board of Works had failed to 
tackle the Water Difficulty, it was “ a subject which ought, without further 
delay, to be dealt with by the Goyernment.” That, the Government grants, 
Motion, therefore, withdrawn. 

Enter Seeueant-at-Aems. “ I have to inform the House that, in obedience 
to their orders and Mr. Speaker’s warrant, I have this day taken into custody 
Charles Edward Geissell.” 

The Chancellor of the Exchequer. “Ha! h’ml We will talk of him to- 
morrow! ” 


besides having committed a breach of privilege in the 
first instance, to be sent to Hewgate for the remainder of 
the Session on the point of expiring. But, as the 
Speakee previously said, the prisoner; though released 
on prorogation, will by no means have been purged of his 
offence by his few hours’ purgatory, but will remain 
liable to further purgatorial pains and penalties next 
Session. , . , ^ 

On moving for papers relative to the Treaty recently 
concluded with Yakoob Ehan, a long denunciation of 
that pact by Mr. Grant Duff, followed up by Lord 
Haetington, and replied to by Mr. E. Stanhope and 
the Chancellor of the Exchequer, led to nothing of 
more consequence than a Count Out at the reasonable 
hour of 9 ‘26. 

Friday, Theatre Royal, St. Stephen’s. Close of the 
Season. The Managerial, that is Ministerial, Address, 
called, in the lingo of Constitutional fiction, the Gueen’s 
Speech, was read by the Lord Cbd4NCELLOR. Her Most 
Gracious Majesty was advised to say that 
She was glad to release her Lords and Gentlemen from 
their labours. 

She continued on good terms with Eoreign Powers, 
and intended to try and make them keep their engage- 
ments. 

The Treaty of Berlin had been faithfully carried out, 
and the new map of Turkey was nearly finished. The 
Russians had evacuated the Balkan Peninsula, and her 
Majesty was pleased to approve of Prince Alexander’s 
promotion from Battenbcrg to Bulgaria. 

The effects of the late war were an excuse for the delay 
of promised Turkish reforms, but she meant to keep peg- 
gi]^ aWay at the Porte until it ke^ its word. 

Her Government and that of Erance between them 
had. Owing to the past misrule, sU^ested a slight change 
in the Yiceroyalty of the Land of Egypt. 

She had concluded a treaty With Yakoob Khan, 
guaranteeing peace, safety, and a strengthened Indian 
frontier^ and re - establishing friendly relations with 
Afghanistan. 

Her troops, British and native, engaged in the Afghan 
war, deserved the vote of thanks they had received from 
both Houses. She also thanked the Native Princes, as 
well those who offered, as those who gave assistance. 

She hoped the Zulu war wonld he soon over ; lamented 
the precious hves it had cost: and hoped her Sonth- 
African Colonists would learn how to manage their own 
affairs in future. 

She thanked the Commons for having handsomely come 
down with the needful dust. 

She congratulated her Lords and Gentlemen on having 
passed the Army Discipline Act, Acts appomting a Pub- 
lic Prosecutor and Amending the Law, a Joint Stock and 
Banking Companies Act, and an Irish Education Act. ^ 
She had pleasure in granting a Commission to inquire 
into Agricultural Depression. 

Withal, she blessed her Lords and Gentlemen, and 
hade them farewell. The Ministers having thus tootled 
their own trumpets, as it were, by the Royal month, 
the Session of 1879 passed into Infinity ; went off like 
Herr Breitmann’s “ Barty ” and his lager beer, away in 
the ewigkeit. 

R. 1. P. It seems to have given us a few good laws, 
and has left onr liberties none the less. 


CONYERTS AND CANNONS. 


After this episode, a little more business done, hut the House Counted Out at 
6’30 ; when Ministers and their friends off, as fast as possible, by steamer to 
Greenwich, ^d a diversified fish dinner,^ comprising, besides turtle and white- 
bait, the daintiest deUeacies, and inclusive of the choicest and most celestial 
intoxicating liquors. 

Thursday Lord Skelmersdale, on the part of Lord De L’Isle, 

contradicted a newspaper paragraph stating that the latter Noble Lord, having 
been sued in the Brompton County Court for £2 8s,, the amount of a coal-bill, 
had pleaded the privilege of a Peer for non-appearance. . No such thing. 

A whole hatch of Buis then passed their Third Reading. Thereafter, Noble 
Lords assented to the Commons’ amendments of the Supreme Court of Judicature 
Amendnlent (Officers) BUI, and adjourned once more. 

(Oi>7nwions.)*^it M. Hicks-Beach, ,in reply to Mr, AnderSon, said, and 
^. Courtney repeated, that the Government had not been informed, 
and Old HOT believe, that Sir Garnet Wolselet had set a price on Oetewayo’s 
head. Wnat could have put such a fancy into Mr. Anderson’s ? 

The House, on the Motion of the Chancellor of the Exchequer, adjudged 
Mr. Gbissell, for having evaded the Speaker’s warrant for his apprehension. 


Notwithstanding that the great gunsmith, Herr 
KAupp, has manufactured steel guns which work 
wonders, yet, as accidents will occur to the best-con- 
structed steel ordnance, the Admiralty, it is said, are 
now considering a proposal made to them by that othOT 
eminent artillerist, Sir William Paluser, to apply to 
the heavier guns in the Service his system of converting 
old guns, by giving them a lining, not of steel, but oi 
soft, ductile, coiled wrought iron, forming a karrel, 
placed loose, so to speak^ within the gun ; a method 
already partially adopted in the United States Navy. In 
thus proposing to convert old guns, Sir William 
Paxliser may be supposed to regard them as old s^ners, 
although he trusts their state may not be so bad but mat 
there is some hope for them. The conversion of these 
old guns will certainly at least be genuine should Sh 
William Pallisee be enabled to renovate their 
interiors. 
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A SEASONED VESSEL. 

Tlu Squire {engagiug new ButUr). **Well, 1 dajje sat tou^ll do ; but look here, Eichards, I mat as well warn tou that 

I OFTEN GET OUT OF TEMPER WITH MT SeRYANTS, AND WHEN I DO, I LET ’EM HATE IT HOT — MAKE USE OP DeVILISH STRONG LAN- 
GUAGE, TOU KNOW.” 

New Butler {with quiet dignity), “ I have been ACQmTOMMD to that. Sir, prom mt Lord the Bishop ! ” 


ST. STEPHEN^S-SUPEE-MAEE. 

Scene — A. Bathing^TAcichine, 

Benjamin and Stappord discovered stripping for a plunge, 

Staffy, Oh, Ben ! This is better than Westminster I 
Ben, Yes, 

Staffy, Pheng^h ! Isn^t it lovely at last to undress ? 

Ben, Ah, Stappt, that stuffy old chamber had tried 
B’en yonr mildest of tempers. 
ipomposo) , I own it with pride. 

I see it ’s no use. I must give it ’em hot. 

■o } did pnt my foot down at last, did I not ? 

, Ben [drily). Like an elephant. 

Staffy [hv^ly),^ Hnmph ! yon ’re so dencedly chaffy, 

ihe Times complimented me. 

Fever mind, Stappt. 

Leave zealots to mumble each dry party bone, 

P®t go in a plunger for ease and ozone, 

Staffy, Oh yes, like a bird, Ben. This smff of the briny 
' Is stunningly scrumptious, golumptions, divine ! 

Ben [musingly), ^ Hq 

I don’t care a puff for propriety. Blow it ! 

1 m m for a ^p, and a deep one. Oh, jimminy I 
A o^ of your half-and-half, niminy-piminy. 

Luffing hip-ba^, and that sort of business for me ! 

No flopping and floundering fiddlededee ! 

A regular souse, eh, my Benjamin ? 

Ben [catching the contagion). Bather ! 

Pathing-Man, take us out farther. 

Staffy, Oh yes, Mr, P, Go on ! Bver so.far ! ! ! 

W e like to be out of our depth. 


Mr, Punch [significantly). Bight you are ! 

But don’t go it too risky, young fellows. 

Staffy [confidently) , Fo fear ! 

We are used to deep waters. 

Ben [meditatively), • And troubled ones. 

Staffy, Hear! 

But a lively cool plunge through this brine-scented foam 
Is lumps better than constant hot-water at home. 

So out you pull, Punchy, my pippin ! 

Mr, Punch, Fo doubt ! 

But take care that I don’t have to pull you two out 
In another sense, Stappt. 

Staffy, Oh stuff ! We can swim. 

I ’m a regular porpoise myself. As for him ! 

Why Botton himself isn^ in it with Ben 
At keeping his head above water. 

Mr, Punch i^rih much solemnity). Young men. 

The brine’s inebriety 

Staffy [impetuously). Oh, shut up that ! 

Ben, haven’t you got a smart epigram pat 
To bottle this blessed old buffer up sharp ? 

Ben, Hem ! Please to remember, friend P., that your carp 
Is not a sea-fish I 

Mr, Punch {tolerantly). That joke ’s fishy, my lad. 

Staffy, Get ont ! impromptu as isn’t half bad. 

Fo lessons in hohday time, if yon please. 

Jfr. Punch, Well don’t cross your tease, as you call bim, so often, 
« /V. And— well, at this season e’en Mentor mnst soften. 

Staffy, ToTTnentor, yon mean. 

Oh, refrain, reckless wag ! 

Staffy, Yon ’ve nagged me enongh, now whip up t’other nag. 

Take ns out, take ns ont I I am mad to be in. 

Ben, And I do like deep water. 

Staffy, He >g £g]]L, aH but fin, 
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And I doubt if the ocean is deeper than he I 

3Ir. Funch, There are sly undercurrents 

Staffy, Oh! fiddle-de-dee I 

We are both safe as houses. 

Ben, More slang ! 

Staffy. My dear Beninx, 

For Q,uintilian-plus-Prisciaii 1 care not one penny. 

I busting with rapture that must find a vent. 

Mr, Bunch [genially). Well, there, plunge away to your hearts’ 
full content I 

[Left luxuriating,) 



FRIENDS AT A DISTANCE. 

(Thted Seeies.—Summee.) 

CHAPTER I. 

Summery — Journey — Morning — Observations — Breakfast — Bill of 
Fare — Strawberries and Cream — Hercules — Scotch Farmer 
— Lunch — Three Courses — Difficulties — Dyspeptic — Lawn- 
Tennis, 

S mrMARY of 
Journey — 
(which is 
the only thing 
Summery about 
it just now).— 
** Stands Scot- 
land where it 
did?” Yes, 
certainly. Take 
the Midland 
Train from St. 
Pancras at 10*30 
A.M., and you’ll 
find it, without a 
change. 

Firsi Morn- 
ing, — Lovely. 
Bracing air. 
View of islands, 
mountains, riv- 
ers, and Ben 
Somebody — not 
Disraeli — ^in the 
distance. The 
“Ben” some- 
thing we’re 
looking at in the distance is a Big Ben with a vengeance. 

Breakfast. Scotland is celebrated for its breakfasts. What will I 
have ? Loch Pine haddocks, very fine haddocks, or Ayr trout, or 
Clyde salmon, or cold beef, or ham, or eggs poached, or ham and 
eggs, or eggs boiled, or bacon, or duck, or chicken curry, or broiled 
chicken, or some tongue, or some braised something, or kijjaree ? — 
and, of course, tea or coffee with plenty of cream, and shortbread 
cakes (hot), or rolls, or buttered toast, or toast unbuttered, or bread- 
and-butter cut ready to save trouble, or some peculiar Scotch cakes, 
and some jam or marmalade, and, to finish with, just some fine fresh 
strawberries and cream. 

My breath is almost taken away by the embarras des richesses. It 
wiU be taken away entirely, if I only accept an eighth of the offers. 
Allow me to consider. Let me first observe to everyone that it is a 
lovely moraing, and, as an apology for what I am about to receive, 
so^ appetising. Everyone agrees with me. I only hope every thing 
wiU agree with me as well as everybody. Coffee with hot milk and 
the thickest cream ? Yes, please. Haddock, to begin with ? Well 
— yes. And salmon broiled as the lever du rideau. To be followed 
by the comedy of Broiled Chicken, in three Acts. Act I., with an 
egg. Act II., without an egg. Act III., with a little curry, and a 
(Quotation Curre ! curve ! During the entr^actes^ the toast-and- ! 
butter band wiU perform— (and what will the waistband be doing ?) | 
— and the whole to conclude with the laughable farce of Strawberries j 
and Cream. That ’s my programme, or bill of fare. | 

What cream, what strawberries ! Delicious, luscious, enormous, i 
Scottish Q,ueens, They ’re too big to be Skittish dueens, I had I i 
confess no idea they were so enormous, until I had smashed them | 
up, and got through half a plateful. I have undertaken a her- i 
culean ta^. 

One of the Seven Labours of Hercules should have been to have 
eaten strawberries and cream. It is an expansive dish. 

Happy Thought. — Must go in for lawn-tennis, or rather, must go 
out for lawn-tennis. 

. game-of lawn-tennis is a first-rate training for anyone going 
in for strawberries and cream. 


Walk about. Have another look at Ben Lomond, or, as he keeps 
himself at a distance, and I am a stranger, it would be more respect- 
ful of me to speak of him as Benjamin Lomond. We look at castles 
in the distance— Castles in Ayr. Discuss the prospect of fine or wet 
weather. Talk to a Scotch farmer over the hedge. It is one thing 
to talk to a Scotch farmer over a hedge, and guite another for a 
Scotch farmer to talk to me. This reminds me of the riddle, 
“ What’s most like a cat looking out of window ? ” and so forth, I 
can’t understand a word of what the Scotch farmer says to me, 
except when he says “ What for no ? ” which seems to conclude his 
argument,whatever it may have been, to which I reply politely, by 
saying, “Yes, guite so,’^ and then I wish him good morning. 

On our return from the summer-house, we again look at Benjamin 
Lomond, and discuss the weather and the crops. 

The morning has passed very guickly. 

Luncheon. — What will I nave?— beef, ham, chicken, tongue, 
mayonnaise, lobster cutlets, pigeon-pie, salmi of duck, salad, green 
peas, French beans? — and, to follow, shall it be strawberry and 
ciirrant tart, or currant fool with cream, or jelly with cream, or 
tipsy cake with cream, or champagne cup, or claret cup, or hock, 
and, to finish with, just a few strawberries and cream, some Scotch 
cake, and a glass or .two of sherry ? 

I have three courses before me. More. Can I venture on straw- 
berries and cream just to finish with ? Yes. My host says it ’s only 
at first you feel the effect a bit when you ’re not accustomed to it. 

Courage ! Screw my courage to the sticking point. Ho doubt 
about the strawberries and cream being the sticking point. But 
shall I blench before strawberries and cream ? No !— but I shall 
afterwards— probably. No matter. Nothing like dash when in 
action I C^est magnifique / Mats ce n^est pas la guerre. A py'opos 
of “ dash,” ;iperhaps just a dash of ligueur might — eh ? 

Another five minutes, and only an empty plate is before me. 
Regrets are vain. One cannot undo the past, but one can unbuckle 
one’s waistband. 

“ Oh, horror 1 ” as the librettist of an Italian Opera expresses it — 
“ 0 unhap]py one ! ” . . . . 

For the first time I ascertain that the fool of a tailor has neglected 
his duty, and has omitted the waistband. The climate here is very 
bracing, but I want unbracing. I can only “ let out ” at the tailor. 

I wish I hadn’t taken that last big strawberry — the tria-Juncta-in- 
uno one. 

Jfm.— It’s the last straw-berry that breaks the camel’s back. 
I must bask in the sunshine with a pipe. No lawn-tennis at present, 
thank you. Presently I ’ll out in, * ‘ Never again with you, my Scottish 
Q,ueen ! ” I mentally vow to the strawberries and cream. Then I 
add, “ At all events, not for some time.” Feeling that this is rash, 
I reduce it to a determination not to take so many twice in one day : 
a few, and then without cream. I am already suffering from a sort 
of nightmare in the daytime, in a waking sleep. 

It is my turn to play at lawn-tennis. 

“Now, then!” shouts my partner, “you must run; as we’ve 
got to play the winners.” 

Have we ? As far as I ’m concerned I shall not disturb their 
proud position. Fortunately, our lawn-tennis firm— our side I mean — 
consists of an active and a sleeping partner. The latter myself. 

At Lawn-Tennis. — ^The game is a series of surprises— chiefly to 
myself. My first uncertainty is to whether I shall hit over the 
net, or not. If I do send it over the net, the next uncertainty is to 
whether it will fall into the right court. I serve. Ich dien. Bless 
the Prince of Waxes. 

Surprise the first. — It is over the net. 

I feel that I have done my duty, and finished for the day. This 
excitement is not shared by my partner, or the opposition firm. 

Surprise the second. — Return of the ball. I hit at it wildly. 

Surprise the third, — ^I have hit it. 

Still greater Surprise. — Everyone cries out “ Bravo ! Fine stroke ! ” 
I smile knowingly, and feel inclined to bow in polite acknowledg- 
ment. I suppose I ’ve scored something, but no one makes any 
remark on the subject j and while I am thinking whether I shall 
run the risk of exposing m^r utter ignorance of the game by asking 
an^hing about it, the ball is flying about. I didn’t even know we 
had begim again. I make a dash at it 

Surprise again, — Bit it, and up it goes over a tree — ^mRes away, 
apparently, — perhaps to Benjamin Lomond. Ironical cheers. ^ I 
explain that “ I hadn’t an idea I’d hit it so hard,” and I examine 
the racket, as though the fault, somehow or other, was in that, 

“ The other side ! ” says my partner ; and I find that we have got 
into a fre^ game, or that I ’ve wandered out of my court. Ought I 
to stop always in one court ? WHL ask afterwards. I wonder how 
the game ’is ? Are we winning, or are they ? If I knew how the 
scoring went, I should feel more interest in the game. If I could 
only get excited about it, I could forget the strawberries and cream, 
and run. As it is, I do not feel excited, and do not forget the straw- 
berries and cream, and I don’t run. 

My partner is running about, playing capitally ; Ij as the reserve 
force, am waiting, as it were, to he called out. 
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CHEERING 

First Artist {m a Fedestrian Tmr), ** Ca2T totj tell which is the best Inn in Baconhuest ? 

Fiostic (hemldered), ** Ditnno.^* 

SecoTid Artist (tired). ** But we can get Beds there, I suppose ? ‘Where do Travellers generally go 
Fustic. “ Go TO THE Union moostlt ! 


■ ^ flourisli my "bat, just to keep up some excitement, and say, “Well I am walking a few steps kaek wards, quite leisurely, so as to re- 
played!” in praise of tke other side’s performance. Except for the place myself, when, without any cry of “Play I” — it’s so unfair 
look of the tmng— hy “ the thing ” I mean the racket in my hand— not to cry “ Play ! ’’—she has served I 

I imght be an impartial spectator who has stepped into the court Surprise. — The hall comes at me. It is no longer a haU — it is an 
quite hy accident, I am doing no good, and very little harm, I am invisihle something, whirriog like a rifle-huUet through the air ! 


an armed neutrality, practising masterly inactivity. 
My partner is working away tremendously— he is 


Whizz ! — hit out vaguely and spasmodically. Eoars of laughter 
from the gallery on the lawn. Bravo I “ Eh ? where is it ? ” I want 


wonder whether he has been hitting haUs that I ought to have taken ? to know. My next question is, ‘ ‘ Wasn’t it out ? ” ITot a hit of it. 
He has just made a splendid hit from the furthest end of his court, I dread the time when I shall have to stand up agatu before that 


and I am watching his performance with unbounded admiration, young Lady. It is some comfort to he told afterwards that she is 
when he cries to me, I tmnk, “ Kow take it I ” and I become aware one of the best players in the county. 

of a hall jumping up, quite playfully, just in front of me. I make Wishing to he deeply interested in the game, I ask what the score 
for it. Too late. I only hit the ground. Ironical cheers from the is, when my partner replies, “ Yantage to us.” I say, “ Oh indeed 1 ” 
gah^ on the lawn. Partner angry. and haven’t an idea what he means. I shall find out. But why on 

“ You might have hit he says. _ earth can’t this sort of game he scored simply like “ fives ” ? ^^y 

I ^plain, humbly, that I thought it was his hall, ^ can’t the game he fifteen, the players who are “ in ” to score, their 

What do I mean by my hah ? ” he wants to know, testily ; and, opponents trying to put them out, and no “fault” to he allowed to the 


“ What do I mean by my hah ? ” he wants to know, testily ; and, ^ ^ ^ , 

before I can further explain my theory (which I find is 'peculiar to “ game hall” ? I am me^tating on this, when my partner shouts 
^yseln, of each person having his own coiM and not mterfering out something, — ^the hall arrives at my toes. I make some extra- 
withthe oner’s, he cries out, “The other side! ” and I find that I ordinary gymnastic effort, and hit my cMn with my hat. How, I 
am rust m his way when he is about to serve. don’t know. It came up like a spoon. 

The other side, relying on my sthl remaining the sleeping partner, ~ _ 

send Tnft whoi; aoIIa ** q 


Ihe Other side, relying on my still remaining the sleeping partner, Sappy Thought. — ^New name for novel, Cometh up like a Spoon. 

sexm me what eve^ one calls “ a nasty one.” ^ To'jhe followed by Goeth down like a Strawberry. 

Imimnse sterpnw— I take it, and return it. Great success. I “You thought you were taking some more strawberries and 
leel, aB in a moment, that I shall never he able to do it again, and cream,” observes my partner, sarcastically. We have lost the game, 
devoutly hope it won the returned. Just to give me breathing time. More than that, we have lost the set. 

IS not rrt^ed. Ths^ goodness. I have breathing time, and. Last Surprise. — ^The set ! We ’ve played a set ! Don’t like to 
so to ^eak, 1 breathe agam. My partner is pleased. I think we ’ve ask “ How many go to a set ? ” I fancy I hear someone say that our 
w(m the game. No ; it s Deuce.’’ Now wnat the deuce is deuce ? opponents won five games out of six. Which did we win ? The 
One of our opponents is called away, and a young Lady— a quiet- first, I think, 
loo^g y<^g Lady— tekes her place. She has to serve to me. Hostess politely asks me iE I will play again. With a great show 

Now i shall have a chance. She will probably send an easy one. of self-denial, I say, “ Oh no, let somebody else take my place.” 
I prepare to receive an ea^ one. I am in attitude (there ’s a good Offer accepted at once. 

in attitude), and she hits. I run forward. The ball is not over “ Now,” I hear some one remark, “ we shall have a good game.” 
the net. Fault. j ^ cigar, and join the gallery on the lawn. 


I the net. 




August 23 , 1879 .] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. 


83 


'ARRY ON THE ROAD. 





■ pAT? Chaeiie, 

Eiir at it again. Oh, I ham 
seoh a ’ot ^un all round! 

If there is any fun to the fore, 
you ’U find ^ Ailet all there, 
I’ll be bound. 

’Twas the Eiver last week, 
you’ll remember ; this time, 
my dear boy, it’s the Hoad* 

Lor ! I tumbles to every fresh 
fakement as easy as go and 
be blowed. 

’Twas a bit of a bean-feast, 
yer see, and our lot tooled 
it down in a drag. 

!Four-in-hands is the fashion 
jest now with the pick of 
Society’s bag. 


Our Toffs has bin took with a taste to turn hammy toor Jarvies—rum 
fadl- 

And a meet of the C.C. ’s a picter as swell as can easy be ’ad. 

I often trots down to the Park for a twig when they muster, my boy. 

Sech Toppers a-tooling sech teams is a thing every Gent must enjoy. 

And then the fine females ! Oh, Cfaelie, a Maroherness mounting 
the box 

Is a ’eavenly sight, and no error, to blokes as ’ain’t Radical blocks. 

We wosn’t quite up to that form, but we ’ad a most nobby turn-out ; 

Sech cattle, my pippin I— four greys ; and our Whip, though a little 
bit stout, 

Wos as clever a card as you’d drop on, he ’andled the ribbings to 
rightSj 

And to see him negotiate corners was one of the loveliest sights. 

I know a good ’oss when I see one \ it isn’t for nothing, old chump, 

As I ’se parted so free to the Coachies, and artfully put on the pump. 

Lor, the wrinkles and tips I ’ave landed a-’bussing it to and from 
town! 

Though them tuppenny smokes do run up when one’s funds is a little 
bit down, 

’Bus-drivers is nuts on havanners and partial to goes of rum ’ot ; 

But it ’s wuth it, my boy, yus, it ’s wuth it, to know to a morrel 
wot ’s wot. 

There ’s few of the pints of smart cattle but wot I am fiy to at once. 

And a Briton as ain’t a bit ’ossy I holds is a mug and a dunce. 

I ’ad the box-seat, mate, oh, trust me ! I squared that like pie with 
our Whip, 

Which he ^ve me the tip confidential-like over our very fust nip. 

Says he, “ lou’re like B. and M.’s Matches— you strikes on the oor, 
Mate, you do.” 

And he gives a sly crook with his elber , and doubled hisself nigh in two. 


That’s a way as most Coachies ’ave got, you might think they wos 
took pooty bad ; 

But it’s merely purfessional, Chaklie. Oh! wosn’t them other 
chaps mad 

When they twigged ’ow he spotted yours truly ? He give me the 
ribbings to ’old. 

While Tom Blogg, who declares he drives tandem, wos simply left 
out in the cold. 

Then the ’orn-tootling, Chablie I Oh, scissors ! jest didn’t we give 
’em tantivy ? 

To the wrath and disgust, I ’ll lay tuppence, of many a drowsy old 
mivvey. 

We all ’ad a turn coming ’ome, and the gruntings, the wheezings, 
and shrieks. 

Must ’ave given the road such a rouser it won’t be forgotten for 
weeks. 


Row ? Noosance ? Oh, nonsense ! Wot ’s that to a chap when he ’s 
out for a game ? 

I ’ave knowed most respectable buffers to do the hidentical same. 
Wy, I spotted a lot of old gents tooling ’ome t’other night from the 
“Ship,” 

And a-busting their cheeks in a style as seemed nuts to their smart- 
looking Whip. 


Ours said I ’d a lip, and no error. I know it got thundering sore. 
Coach-’oms is a little bit brassy, and orkurdy small in the bore. 

But cave in and cut it P 17ot me ! No, I jest blew away like old 
boots, 

While the driver, my mouth being busy, obligingly blew my cheroots. 

Toiorr swore he was kidding me proper— me, Charlie ! I like the 
idear. 

But two ’ours of continual bellows do make a chap dizzy and queer. 
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Leastways I suppose it wos tliat as perdooced secli a ri^my effect, 
Tliat at last things got rayther mixed up, and the finish I earn t 
recollect. 

But I know that it came on to rain, and next morning I woke looking 
pale, 

"With a lump on my lip, and my face all streaked green with the 
dye from my veil. 

There wos six cigar-ends in my pocket — don’t fancy T smoked quite 
so many — 

Two corks, and a big white bone button, a threepenny-bit, and a 
penny. 

I started that day with two quid ; so it piled pooty stiffish, dear boy. 
Still I ’old with the Four-in-hand Clubbers that Coaching’s the 
sport to enjoy. 

It ’s fun and good form all in one like, and when scoh top-ropes yer 
can carry, 

Who cares if it does come expensive ? ISiot 

Yours everlastingly, 

’Aurt, 

A HUNDRED AND TWICE-TOLD TALES. 

(A Story for the Silly Season*) 

T he Waiting-room was 
crowded. All the pas- 
sengers had missed 
their trains and were ready 
for conversation. Tor a 
few minutes there was a 
very Babel of sounds, and 
then a G-entleman, dressed 
in a cheap suit of dittos 
and a wide-awake, by sheer 
force of lungs claimed the 
attention of the company. 

“You really must attend 
to me,” he shouted, and 
then finding that he had 
the ears of the meeting,^ he 
continued in a lower voice. 
“It is absolutely necessary 
that you, nay, all the world, 
should hear the story of 
my adventures. A fort- 
night ago I went to a hotel 
in Belgium, where I stayed 
one night— only one night, 
I had some eggs (a couple, 
and not too fresh), with 
my tea, the same meal for 
my breakfast, and I occu- 
pied a small bedroom on 
the third floor. And, what 



do you think ! They actually'’'had thej impudence to send me in a 
bill with a total of five francs fifty centimes ! ” 

There was a murmur of horror, and then a gushing young bride, 
with a little blush, lifted up her voice. 

“ I cannot help feeling that it will interest you and many more to 
learn where Enwnsr and I went for our honeymoon. We are not 
very rich, so we were not able to go very far. We started from 
London via Folkestone and Boulogne to taris, where we saw the 
principal sights. We then went to C-eneva and took a boat to Ouchy. 
We came back and got to Lucerne, and went up the Righi in a rail- 
way. And then we saw Interlacken, and returned to Paris, getting 
to London once more via Boulogne and FoUcstone, It was the first 
time we had been on the Continent, and we enjoyed ourselves 
thoroughly.” 

This little narrative was exceedingly well received by the 
assembled company, and then a portly clergyman continued the 
conversation. 

“ I think it only just that you and others should learn the result 
of my investigations for the last twenty years of the manners and 
customs of the common house-fly. I have noticed that the common 
house-fly loves to hover about a window, doubtless attracted to the 
glass by the light. At night-time the common house-fly will flx 
upon cintains ^d ceilings, remaining for hours in the same place 
until the mon^g. I could tell you a great deal more about the 
common house-fly were I not fearful of wearying you. tinder these 
chcuinstances I will reserve what I may have to say or write upon 
ihe subject to a future opportunity.” 

pie clergyman had scarcely finished his little lecture when an 
eldeny gentleman, in blue spectacles, hurriedly addressed the 
meeting. 


“ I really think that you and the pubUo generally should know 
that I have frequently heard the nightingales singing in a lane 
immediately in rear of my garden wall.” 

This announcement was very well received, and then a lady of 
masculine appearance continued the conference. 

“I wish to make the following plain statement of facts. On 
Tuesday last I had occasion to take an omnibus from a London 
suburb to ihe Bank. In a journey of not more, at the outside, than 
five miles, we stopped to take up or put down passengers no less than 
nineteen times! I may add that the seat of the conveyance was 
hard, and the straw with which the floor was strewn was at least 
two days old. These facts speak for themselves, and require on my 
part no further commentary.” 

The lady of masculine appearance had scarcely relapsed into 
silence when three portly gentlemen sprang to their feet at one and 
the same time. 

“I took a train yesterday,” said the first, “ and it arrived five 
minutes after its time I Disgraceful 1 ” 

“I took another,” exclaimed the second, “ which reached the 
terminus a quarter of an hour late ! Scandalous I ” 

“ And I another,” shouted the third, “ which never arrived at all ! 
We were forced to change carriages at the Junction ! Infamous ! ” 

“■\^at you have all said is exceedingly interesting,” observed 
the gentleman in the cheap suit of dittos and the wide-awake, who 
had oeen the first speaker, “ and I strongly advise you to follow my 
example, and to send long letters about the matters you have men- 
tioned for publication to the leadmg newspapers.” 

And they aU did I 

CONVICTION BY CHANCE. 

ScEHE — A 'Withdraioing Itoo^n adjoining^ a Court of Justice. 

Jurymen retired to consider their Verdict. 

Foreman. Well, G-entlemen, ’twon’t be no good for we to go on 
talkin’. ’Tis clear we can’t possible conwince one another that way, 
so as for to agree on our werdict. Six for guilty, and ’arf-a-dozen 
for not guilty, ’adn’t we best toss up ? 

Second Jury man {doubtfully). Would that be doing exactly right ? 

Foreman. Wy not? We’re twelve, ain’t we? Yery well. 
Wosn’t there another twelve once, and wen one of ’em ’ung ’is self, 
didn’t the ’leven surwivors drawr lots ’oo should fill up the wacancy ? 
Wot’s the difference ’tween drawrin lots and tossin’ up ? and ’ow can 
we do wrong if we goes by the ’Porsles ? 

^ Second Juryman* They couldn’t do better than draw lots in their 
circumstances ? 

Foreman* Ho more can’t we, in oum. 

Second Juryman, Well, I don’t know ; but I seem to fancy we 
could. Being equally divided amongst ourselves, isn’t that equiva- 
lent to having a reasonable doubt ? and oughtn’t we to give the 
prisoner the benefit of it ? 

Third Juryman. Oh, bother, that’s refining too much. Let’s 
toss up. Toss up, and trust to Providence. 

Foreman* Are all on you agreed to that. Gentlemen ? 

The Fast. Agreed I 

Foreman. What shall it be, then ? Best two out of three, or 
sudden death ? 

Second Juryman. Wouldn’t sudden death, in a question of death 
or life, be a little too summary ? 

Third Juryman. What’s the odds ? We can’t stay here argyfyin’ 
all day ; and I wants my dinner. 

The Fast, Toss up— toss up ; let ’s toss. 

Foreman. How, then. {Froduces a copper coin.) Best two out of 
three.^ Guilty, ’eds ; Hot Guilty, tails. {Skies copper.) ’Eds ! 

Third Juryman. Heads it is. 

Foreman. ’Ere goes again. Tails I 

Third Juryman. ’Tis woman. 

Fourth Juryman* Of course, you muff! Wot else but woman 
could yer ’ave with a Gueen’s ’ed on a ’apeny ? 

Third Juryman. Go it, once more. 

Foreman. How for the finisher. {Tosses the third time.) ’Eds ! 
Guilty ! Is that your werdict ? 

The Fesf. Unanimous. 

Fourth Juryman. Non compos. 

Third Juryman. But seeing after all ’twas a toss-up, suppose we 
recommend the prisoner to mercy, Gentlemen ? 

J?brema». That’s it. That’ll ’it it orf exactly. Guilty, but 
recommended to mercy. 

\Fxeunt into Court to deliver their Verdict^ whilst Curtain falls. 


A DOUBTFUL COMPLIMEirT. 


“ Snt G-asstet yoisELET, Sow,” said a gallaat Irish Officer, “ was 
man to send to the Cape. Bedad, that Gabhex is a Cape 
Diamond.” ' ^ 
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MARY ANNER TRANSMOGRIFIED. 


CAVEAT CAVAGNAEI. 


“ Lord Lttton has issued a minute on the subject of the education provided for the 
children of poor Europeans and Eurasians in India, from which some hints, which might 
be useful nearer home, might advantageously be borrowed. . . . Lord Lytton writes 
that ‘ the daughters of Europeans and Eurasians of the humblest classes are frequently- 
taught so-called accomplishments which are worse than useless to them.* . . . Identically 
the same state of things goes on in England. . . . One consequence is that it is almost 
impossible to procure domestic servants. Our housemaids are all lady-helps nowadays; 
brazen-faced hussies, who cannot cook a chop or darn a stocking, scrub a floor or keep a 
door-step in order, can talk theatrical criticism, and are wise in the study of fashion- 
plates. . . . What we lack is the raw material of strong men and women, not a company 
for the revival of Righ Life Below Stairs — Standard, 

EAja SusAiT Jaio;, 

When* yon We pe- 
roosed the rubbish above 
written, 

Aperj/po of some remarks 
on Ingya by Lord Ltt- 

TON”, 

I make no donbt yonr lips 
will cnrl with horty 
scorn, as mine did. 

It’s just amazing how 
folks’ minds by prejudice 
is blinded I 

You know, of course, that 
I lately I We gone in for 
education, 

Which lost me !— such is 
jealousy ! — my latest 
situation. 

1^0 doubt Hwas gaU for 
Missis Browpt, a reglar 
stuck-up Tartar, 

To And her daughter heat 
hy me in fingering a 
Sonatar. 

And wy not, Sub? Is 
genius a thing of rank 
or station ? 

(Though a retired dry- 
salter’s wife ain’t no 

, ^ great elevation) 

Perish the^thought a thousand times"! l^o ! Education’s benison 
Can’t be conflLned.to “Norman blood” — ^for which see Mr. TENinrson’. 

It’s all the Nobsjs narsty spite as makes ’em so insult yer. 

But, Sue, I ’ye riz above sech ways since I went in for culture. 

Do parties think our souls is dust, our bands but fit for dusting ? 

That door-steps is our destiny ? it ’s really too disgusting ! 

Hussies, indeed !• The eppythet is infry digmytaters. 

Such Billingsgate is only used hy coarse and vidgar naters. 

A housemaid—how I hates the name I—who ’s proud and self-respective, 
Would scorn for to demean ’erself to such low-born invective. 

Sweetness and light may bless the lot of the most ’umhlest Christian, 

While a purse-proud drysalter’s wife may he a mere Phihstian. 

I often soars to brighter speres whilst scrubbing floors or stitching— 

Oh why should snobs in parlours sniff at culture in the kitcbing ? 

What Ingya’s got to do with it is what I fails to hit on. 

We ’re not black niggers I should ’ope, not yet, my dear Lord Lttton’. 

No, no ; we are ground down enough with work, low wage, and worry, 

But not so low as your poor brutes as lives on rice and curry. 

The cry is, “ No accomplishments for Servants ! ” Bighty-tighty I 
And why not, I should like to ask, good Mr. High-and- Mighty ? 

If a ’ousemaid ’s got a horgan— which my upper C ’s a buster I — 

Why call her “hussy ” ’cos she shows a soul above her duster ? 

And as for the Theayter, Sue, why, next to Art and Fashion, 

I certny must admit the Play is my pertikler passion. 

High Life Behw Stairs f Not a bit ? I ’m no such vulgar shammer. 

’Igh Hart and the Hintense is what J looks for in the Drammer. 

They talks about our “ spere of life,” them orty hupper suckles. 

Ah, Sue I hecos we ’re smutty-nosed, or red about the knuckles. 

That ain’t no reason why our souls should be sech ones to grovel, 

As not to thrill at Coopo’s woes or Weedee’s last new novel. 

They w^ts to keep us down, dear Sue. Sech princerples is foodie. 

These ain’t the Middliug Ages, though, and no uplifted noodle 
Shall keep me from attending Plays, or larning the peyanner, 

Or marrymg ^but that ’s tellings, dear. Yours trooly, 

Mart Anhstee. 



“This advice was significant, md its acceptance may probably 
be taken to indicate tke completion of a change in the attitude 
of the Amber towards the Grovemment of India. Takoob 
Khan has despatched a courteous reply to G-eneral Kaufmann, 
in Avhich he has suggested that for the future any communica- 
tions, complimentary or otherwise, from Eussia or Russian agents, 
should he sent through the Indian Ticeroy.” — Times, 

It being quite mpossible to exaggerate the importance 
of this diplomatic triumph, as bearing directly on the 
stability and security of our Indian Empire, it is with 
the greatest satisfaction that Mr, Punch publishes the 
first instalment of an intercepted correspondence evi- 
dently not intended for the eye of the British Viceroy, 

From the General commanding the Forces of His Imperial 
Majesty the Czar of all the Bussias to His Serene 
and Fxalted Highness the Ameer of Afghanistan, 

On the Amu Darya, 

Dog Days, 1879 [Old Style), 

Mat it please Youe Seeen-e Hig-hness, 

I HAVE received your last esteemed communica- 
tion, inquiring after the health' of my August Master, the 
Q-reat White Czar, inclosing cheque for commissions, and 
asking me whether I can give you a good recipe for a 
cheap and wholesome hatter pudding, and I have much 
pleasure in replymg to your Serene Highness as under. 

I am happy to inform you that my August Master is as 
well as can be expected in this unusually damp weather, 
and, spite of a nasty little influenza, which he hopes to 
shake off as soon as he can get away from the Winter 
Palace, is, as we say on the DpperOxus, tolerably “fit.” 

With regard to the Commissions, I have endeavoured. 
I trust successfully, to meet your Serene Highnesses’ 
taste, and I shall be glad to bear that the fifty dozen of 
damaged strawberry-jam, the tbree-and-sixpeunj magic 
lantern, box of conjuring tricks, bathing macbme, and 
pink ulster have given your Serene Highness every 
satisfaction. 

And now permit me, on behalf of the great Potentate 
I have the honour to represent, to offer yon, as a testi- 
mony of the friendship which it is his earnest endeavour 
to prove to yon, one dozen of the best boot-blacking, 
a highly-trained hyaena, a set of paper collars, and — 
last, not least — a handsome second-hand mechanical 
piano, on which he has had arranged, with august con- 
descension, an entirely new and original composition of 
his own. This little effort he trusts your Serene Higlmess 
will accept and adopt^ as the future National Anthem of 
your country. It is simple, majestic, solemn, and, when 
once heard, not easily forgotten, and is entitled “Aiy 
Grandfather^ Cloch,^^ 

Appended is the recipe for the batter-pudding (a 
Kussian one), which I trust your Serene Higness will 
find serviceable. 

Taking this opportunity of enclosing your Serene 
Highness a summons and a couple of suspicious-looking 
envelopes that have been waiting “ to be forwarded” 
to you at this Station for some time, 

I am, with every expression of profound 'esteem, 
Your Serene Highness’s respectful Servant, 
The Heneeal in Coiocani). 

The enclosures, consisting of a County Court summons 
for the price of a pair of imitation epaulettes, an adver- 
tising circular of a new hair-dye, a threatening letter 
from a firm of solicitors at Smolensk, and the offer of a 
lucrative engagement from the proprietor of a Music 
Hall on the Lower Danube — ^though all of them highly 
significant documents from a Central Asian point of view, 
Mr. Punch does not think it incumbent on him to pub- 
lish in extenso. It is enough for him to have shown 
how well-grounded has been the “ Russian terror ” of 
those gentlemen who have all along clamoured for a 
“ scientific frontier ’’—and something more. Mr, Punch 
trusts he has done this. 


AEMT CLOTHING. 

Captaut Caeet has been honourably absolved o^^ 
au unfounded sentence. Uniform for Members of a 
blundering Court-Martial— Muf(f)ti. 


Relative Punishment.— QwocZ. 
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’Tis meant to foil my tantrums, and I know it. 

How soon thougL. I could scare tke biggest pot of ’em 
"With a big storm ! 1 will not though ; no, blow it ! 

’Twould disappoint the Nobs, a weU-filled yacht of ’em. 
Play Polyphemus to their “ Gralatea ” ? 

No, that were not a genial idea ! 

Down winds, ^ and waves flow smoothly for awhile, 

Let the Prince ply the trowel, place the bottle ; 

1 ’ll show ’em Neptune on his boys can smile ; 

I ’d cheer^ but that the brine makes hoarse my throttle. 
They gave it mouth though bravely. That ’s the style I 
Prince, Duke, Swell Tar, M.P.— -a motley tottle ! 

With a red-hooded Doctor of Di-srioity, 

And the whole Corporation of the Trinity. 

Well, man loves ceremonial and full dress, 

And can’t hold celebrations without shouting ; 


uniOTJS race, these Islanders, but tough ; 

Given to fuss, yet brave, and not soon beaten! 

I ’ve nursed ’em in a fashion stern and rough. 

As is the sea they ’ve fixed their white- wall’d 
seat on ; 

And yet they seem to like their grandsire gruff. 

It has stood well, this tower of sturdy Smeaton ; 
And now two Princes place a well-squared steady 
stone 

As the beginning of a brand-new Eddystone. 

I baulked ’em once, for fun, now let ’em go it. 
Prince, Duke, Peer, Admiral, the whole swell 
lot of ’em. 

I don’t mind drinking to their task’s success. 

I ’ll test it, though ; and when my winds are flouting 
The pile’s broad base, and my wild winds’ fierce stress 
Is on it, and storm floods are pelting, spouting, 

Let ’s hope the tower may boast a long survival. 

And Dotjolas prove old Smeaton’s worthy rival. 

Winks to the Wise. I 

The Conservative Government may be popular at present, but 
they have spent a mint of money, and— “ Wait till they present the 
Bm.” So, virtually, said Mr. Gladstone, the other day, to the 
Liberal Electors of Chester. At the coming Election, it may be 
hoped that our Whliam himself, in the character of a candiaate, 
will also present a Bixi, and that the BiU will be truly honoured by 
a British Constituency in returning, otherwise than a British Grand 
Jury returns, a true Bill. 





AN AWKWARD "POSITION” 

How A Doubt suddenly occubbed to a noted Wimbledon Peize-Winner (who had tolunteebed fob Zululand) as to the 

Advantages of the “ Back-Position ” in actual Warfare ! 


HAPPY-THOUGHT GUIDE TO LONDON. 

{Being a Dickens of a Dickshunary for the use of Visitors to the 
Metropolis,) 

CHRISTY COLLECTION.— This Collection never performs out of 
St. James’s Hall. Here Moore’s Melodies— Black-a-Moore’s Melodies 
— may be heard twice daily. London is the place, par excellence^ 
for Blacks. The London Blacks are also to be found, in the finest 
weather, on various race-courses and on the sands. Londoners are 
supposea, as the seaside lodging-house keepers say, to “bring ’em 
with ’em.” 

CITY COMPANIES. — The City is as celebrated for its Companies, 
as the Aldermen are for their corporations. In giving any history of 
the former, it is impossible to observe the rule of “ Present Com- 
panies always excepted.” These Bodies possess considerable landed 
property in various parts of Great Britain and Ireland, consisting of 
woods, meadows, moors, streets, lanes, and “park-like estates.” 
These generally are known as “ Company Manors.” A City man 
may be known by his Company. Every Company confers certain 
invaluable privileges on its members in return for certain duties. 

The Apothecaries^ Company, — ^Election by ballot. When the 
voting is against a candidate, he is said to be “pilled.” When 
elected, he is “ draughted” into the Company. The daily regimen 
observed by the members is settled, every week, at Doctors’ Commons. 
Members are bound by oath to take, once a month, whatever the 
Council may prescribe, and walk so many camo-imles a day. On 
State occasions they appear in the old court-plaster costume, their 
h^ being Seidlitz-powdered. Anyone who can claim Gold Beater’s 
kin is entitled to a pension. The founder of the Company was 
Diacbxlus or Diackulus, who came over with Juxius Cjesar. 
There is a statue in their hall Ad Diachylum which is not shown to 
everybody. You, as a visitor, can ask to see it, as you ’re not every- 
body. The Apothecaries have to see to the health of the Livery of 
the City, after every banquet, free of charge. Motto— “ JExperientia 
dose iV^ 

Bakers* Coynpany, — President, the Master of the Rolls. Miss 


Thompson, the Artist who painted the celebrated “ BolUCall ^'* was 
at once elected an honorary member. Only the Upper Crust of the 
City belongs to this Company. It was founded in the time of Oliver 
Crumbweil. The pensioners of the Company, who do no work, are 
styled “Loafers,” and, according to their pension, “Twopenny 
Loafers,” “ Quartern Loafers,” &c. 

I Curriers^ Company, — Por making curries. Motto — ^^AinH it *ot ! ” 
Dyers* Co^npany, — k charitable Guild, which assisted the people 
I when in a dyer state of distress. Motto — “ Ilfaut mourir,** 

Fishmongers* Company,— fieit profits immense. No Government 
j inspection of accounts permitted by virtue of an old charter, which 
is illustrated by the arms of the Company— a hand pulling at a line, 

I at the end of which is a hook fastened into the jaws of a gigantic 
fish. Legend— “ a j 

i The Founders* Company,— ko. opposition to Lloyd’s Shipping 
Insurance. The work of the Company is to provide crews for the 
foundering of vessels. “ Pounders’ Day ” is kept with great solem- 
nity. Motto — “ All in the Downs** 

The Gunmakers* Company, — have not yet heard their annual 
reports, which are made chiefiy during this and the next two months. 
Por details, read the Syde Bark Powder Magazine for September. 

I Motto— “ Pop goes the Weasel,** 

The Joiners* Company,— The Joiners’ Company provide marriage 
I licences. These licences are renewable every year, with gun licences, 
but do not extend to breach-of-promise loaders. Motto — “ Time ana 
Tied:* 

The Mercers* Company, — This is short for The Im-mersers, This 
Company provides all the bathing-machines and bathing-women for 
the coast. Motto— “ Deus ex machind,** 

The Pewterers* Company, — Modern form of abbreviation for the 
Pew-terrors, This Company provided the female pew-openers for 
all the City Churches. The Company is not so rich as it was formerly. 
Motto — “ Flon piu mesta,** 

The Salters* Company.— Another more modern Ecclesiastical Com- 
pany for providing Psalters. The present spelling is a novelty, : 
There are the Dry-^ salters, or Psalters without music ; but most of 
them are noted. Motto — “ Me *s altered,** 
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The Skinners' Oom'pany, — Associated ’witiitlie Sharpers’ Compaiiy. 
Their members “ skia the lamb ” at race meetings. The Three-Card 
Trick, and alL tricks 'with cards are taught at the Skinners’ College 
from ten to four daily. Motto— “ Fax'' 

The Watermen is a Temperance Company in opposition to The 
Vintners ; The Lightermen do not admit any member who cannot 
walk eight stone two, or ride seven ; The Glovers' Comjpany is always 
at sixes and sevens ; The Horners are perpetually in a dilemma. 
This latter was founded by the celebrated, too self-complacent JoHif 
Hoius'EE, who, though cornered, made a “plum.” 

There are many other Companies, including The Loriners ('whose 
name clearly speaks for itself), The Turners (which as a political 
society is ready for anything), and The Upholders, which is a self- 
supporting society. 


■Why did we not bring more books ? 

W'iil Hoeace Tayloe send us a hamper of grouse this year, and 
I in what condition will the birds be by the time they arrive at this 
outlandish place ? 

Have you rats ? 

A G-arden-roHer— what capital exercise ! 

How beautiful is the flower of the common domestic potato ! How 
well it would look in crewels ! 

Can we hire a Perambulator ? 

"What a disagreeable smell ! Oh, that ’s from the brickfield ! 

How much maybe endured for the sake of broad beans and bacon ! 
How long is it to supper-time ? 

I 'wish they could let us have a little more cream. 

Will it ever leave ofl raining ? {The last thing at night,) 








COUNTRY THOUGHTS. 

Glass ? 

The Butcher has never sent the leg of lamb P 
Ho home-made bread-only Baker’s ! He calls twice a week. 

What time does the post come ? 

Is it going to clear ? ' 

Where ’s the 'wind ? 

What o’clock is it ? 

What time do we dine ? 

Where are the Umbrellas and Waterproofs ? 

Is the Pony all right again ? 

When will the Waggonette come back from being repaired P 
Are your drains m good order ? 

What a poor fruit-garden ! 

Will it be fine? 

Will there be a flood ? 

Are there any letters this morning ? 
yfli the Hector and his wife call upon us ? 

Will there be a School Peast, or a Flower Show, or a Band of 
Hope Festival, or an Odd Fellows’ Anniversary, or a Temperance 
Demonstration, or a Cricket Match, or a Church re-opening, while 
we are here? 

S^ely it will not be wet on Sunday ! 

Will the children fall into the well, or get lost, or be stung, or be 
ti^ed by the horses, or run at by the cows ? 

Will the pimpernels be open or shut this morning ? 

How that dog did howl last night ! 

W^t’s the time? 

Will dinner be punctual ? 
m ’ve forgotoa to bring the C!ro(iuet set with us ! 
stretun be fit for -fiahiTig ? 

^ duldren are taken iE, for the Doctor lives 

J^the Sw^ows fiy high or low ? 

When are the Cows miDced ? 

^hey only chum occasionally! 

Who ’s got the p,aper ? 

That mischievous boy has broken the top joint of my rod ! 


THE NAME OE THE PROPHET— LAW ! 

Scene — Westminster Hall, Anxious Client, attended hy La'wyer’s 
Clerk, discovered waiting outside one of the Courts of Law, 

Anxious Client, Are you sure that my case comes on to-day? 
Yon see it has been put ofl so many times, that 

Lawyer's Clerk {cheerily). It’s all right, Sir. Hun it to earth 
this time. 

Anxious Client, And you have got all the papers ? 

Lawyer's, Clerk {showing hag). As safe as the wig of the Lord 
Chancellor, Sir. 

Anxious Client, I am sorry that none of your principals could 
attend. 

Lawyer's Clerk, Utterly impossible. Sir. You see Mr. Hosts is 
engaged on a Divorce Suit, and Mr. Folio is in the middle of that 
Shipping Inquiry, But you -will find I will pull you through, Sir, 
right euough. 

Anxious Client, But you are rather young. 

Lawyer^ s Clerk, That ’s a fault, Sir, that -wfll mend in the course 
of ages. By the way, Sir, I went to a Music Hall last night, and 
saw 

Anxious Client, Pardon me, hut I am so nervous about my action, 
that I can think and speak of nothing else. 

Lawyer's Clerk, Oh, it ’s aU right, Sir. The trespass can be as 
clearly proved as 

Anxious Client, Trespass! My case has nothing to do with 
trespass ! 

Lawyer's Clerk, Hasn’t it, Sir ! ^ Never mind ; I have got it all in 
the hag. Don’t you be bothered. Sir. We will pull you through. 

Anxious Client, You ought to, I am sure. I have seen the Counsel 
half-a-dozen times, and explained the matter over and over again. 
He said it was very intricate, but that he was safe to get a verdict 
for me. 

Lawyer's Clerk, Ah, did he ? Well, he ought to know, Sir. Who 
was he ? 

Anxious Client, Why, Mr. Whigbiock, Q,.C. Do yon mean to 
say you are not expecting him ? 

Lawyer's Clerk, Oh, it will he all right. Sir. I rather thought he 
was in the Divorce case — ^but there, it ’s sure to he all right. 

Anxious Client, Why I have retained him for the last twelve 
months I If he does not represent me, Sir, I am a ruined man ! I 
tell you. Sir, a ruined man I 

Lawyer's Clerk, ^ Oh, it’s sure to be all right. Sir. We always 
piit Whigblock into our big things. That’s why I thought he 
might be in the Divorce case. Now don’t bother yourself any more, 
Sir. 

Anxious Client, Not bother myself ! Why, the fate of my wife" 
and innocent children depend upon our gaining our cause. If we 
lose our verdict we are beggars, Sir— beggars 1 

Lawyer's Clerk iyawnind). All right. Sir, — ^we will pull you 
through. Halloa, there ’s oid Fooble I Why, I thought he had 
retired years ago. He ’s the greatest muddler at the Bar, — regular 
mufl, Sir I 

Mr, Foodie {approaching Lawyer’s Clerk). Hem I ha! to be sure! 
You come from Messrs, Hosts and Folio— eh ? 

Lawyer's Clerk, Yes, Sir. 

Mr, Foodie, Hem! ha! to he sure! Eh? Let’s see, let’s see, 
let’s see I Hem! ha! to be sure ! Mr. Whigblock is in a case oi , 
yours, eh ? 

Lawyer's Clerk, In several of our eases. Sir. 

Mr, Foodie, Hem ! ha ! to he sure ! But, dear me, dear me, dear 
me! Haven’t you a client who is interested in an estate near 
Muddlebury — something to do with a railway or a ferry, or something 
or other of that sort, eh ? 

Anxious Client, Why, that ’s my case, Sir ! As Mr. Whigblocz 
would tell you 

^ Mr, Foodie, Hem ! ha! to he sure ! Glad to meet ^ou. The fact 
IS, Mr, Wbigblock is occupied elsewhere— yes, occupied elsewhere, 
— and— hem ! ha I to he -sure I he has asked me to t&e his brief ! 
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Anxious Client. Grood gracious 1 Mr. Whigbloci: not coming ! 

Mr. Foodie, Hem ! lia ! to be sure ! Ho, no, no. He finds it 
imi|ossible. Dear me, dear me, dear me! I think you are tbe 
plaintiff in this matter ? 

Anxious Client, Ho, Sir! The Defendant! [Almost stupefied 
with despair,) And Mr. Whigblock is not coming I 

Mr, Foodie, Ho, no, no ! Sorry I have no more time for consulta- 
tion. Should like to have heard what you had to say about the 
matter. Hem ! ha ! to be sure ! Doubtless shall pick it up as we 
go on. [To Lawyer’s Clerk.) You have got all the papers ? 

Lawyer^ Clerk, Yes, Sir. (Aside,) Bather rough upon the poor 
old chap to put it in Fooble’s hands. (Ahud^ to Anxious Client.) 
This way. Sir. They are waiting for us ! 

\_Fxeunt the Dramatis Fersonce into Court to obtain a verdict ! 


BATHYBIUS. 

(A Ballad of the British Association.) 



Batstbivs^ of all names ! Bathylius^ who ’s he P 
A Bathyhius that dwells in the depths of the sea, 

Bathybius Ilaeckelii, by Huxley so named, 

After Haeckel, philosopher, protogen-famed ; 

Protogew, Protoplasm, both the same appellations 
With “ a little ” — Fluellen would say — ‘‘ variations.” 

Your Bathybius is Protoplasm, lying outspread, 

A glaire smeared on the surface of Ocean’s deep bed ; 

Protoplasm, living substance, primordial slime 
Out of which have grown all things organic, in time, 

So they say, and left part of that primitive stuff, 

It woiild seem, like Bathybius^ much more than enough. 

Or does Protoplasm still living creatures produce ? 

Does Bathybius^ in that kind, perform any use ? 

Or constitute only a species of meat 
For the fish and marine animalcules to eat ? 

Does Bathybius^ who ’s fished up in lumps from below. 

At the bottom of Ocean continue to grow ; 

By absorption of food does Bathybius increase ? 

Is he subject in part to decay and decease ? 

To Bathybius though Huxley stands sponsor and Sam, 

Certain other Philosophers count him a sham, 

A secretion, or product of some kind or sort, 

An impostor, a duffer — a humbug, in short. 

Never mind ; the Professor who gave him Ms name, 

In his bantling, Bathybius^ believes all the same, 

And professes the hope that his doubtful young friend 
Win a credit turn out to himself in the end. 

You may say that Bathybius in company dwells 

With the Sea Hymphs, and Tritons whose trumpets were shells, 

And old Heptune, things mytMcal ; that may be true. 

But Bathybius^ for all that, be not a myth too. 


E£OH THE MOOES. 

J^ortsman. Much rain, Doistald ? 

Donald, A bit soft. Just wet a’ day, wi’ showers between. 


PAINTING THE LILY! 

The Benchers of the Temple have been recently employing their 
leisure in ** improving ” the pretty jet d'eau that used to adorn 
Grarden Court. Instead of a circular Italian fountain, in keeping 
with its classical surroundings, there now exists (to quote Sir Q-eoege 
Bowyee) “ a Mgh and heavy piece of Hew Boad pottery, from wMoh 
the water fiows.” Moreover, the basin has been enclosed by sji 
unsightly square iron rail, wMch completely spoils the grace of its 
curve. 

Mr. Bunch begs to suggest a few other alterations wMoh are 
likely to meet with the approbation of the reformers. From tMs 
list he excepts the last, which, however, is more likely to be popular 
with the public than all the rest put together 

The Thames Fmbankment.—fSllBQ trunks of the trees to be painted 
yellow, and tbe lamp-posts decorated with faded artificial flowers.^ 

St. BauVs Cathedral. — Half-a-dozen cMmneys in red brick 
(Elizabethan period) to be added to the dome. 

Trafalgar Square. — The paws of the Hons at the base of Helsoh’s 
Column to be converted into drinking-fountains, and the Statue of 
I Chaeles the Fiest to be beheaded. 

Albert Memorial,— To be whitewashed. The groups of marble to 
be painted chocolate, picked out with black. 

The Marble Arch, — To be increased in size with the aid of a 
wood framework and some roughly-painted canvas. 

Westminster Abbey, — The windows to be filled in with red brick, 
and the towers to be gilded. 

The Crystal Balace. — The glass to be stuccoed, and coloured pink. 

Andy lastly y the Benchers^ Chambers in the Temple to be painted 
green, and labelled “ Hanwell Asylum, Branch EstabHshment.” 


TO THE TIMID TODBIST. 

[A Seasonable Hint) 

SiE, — ^In these days, when to “ make hay wMle the sun shines” is 
to perform that operation in five minutes, and when the length of a 
hoHday can only be “between the showers,” one of the pleasantest 
trips IS by the L. C. and D. line to Dover, ihence by the Calais- 
Douvres to Calais, run on by train to Boulogne, and so back next 
day, unless it ’s your Saturday to Monday, with Sunday, like the 
Q,ueen’s Proctor, “ intervening.” The Timid Tourist who takes this 
outing— an out-and-out outing— may paraphrase the lines in Alice 
in Wonderland^ s “ Jabherwook,” and say of himself — 

“ 0 happy day I 
Le JDomres^ Calais I * * 

He chortled in Ms joy ! 

And it’s a great thing to he able to chortle for forty-eight hours, 
or for twenty-four, or for even four out of the twenty. One who 
Suffers” gives this hint, and when he can chortle about a sea- 
passage, it must be a good one. As regards tMs particular outing, 
the initials of the L. 0. and D. route might stand for “ Let ’s Come 

_ Totirs truly, 

Le Maequis be Malbemek. 


HO POPEBY AMOHOST PAUPERS. 

The sympathy of Mr. Bumble has been awakened by a report iu a 
aper to tbe effect that a meeting of the Cardiff Board of Guardians 
roke up, the other day, in disorder, the result of au angry dis- 
cussion, occasioned by a oommunioation from the Local Govern- 
ment Board confirming the ap^intment of a nurse, whom they 
objected to because she was a wman CathoHc. In this respect, 
their behaviour, Mr. Bumble is disgusted to observe, has been 
ascribed to bigotry ; as if, in objecting to a nurse on the ground of 
reHgion, the porocnial mind of any respectable body of Poor Law 
Guardians could ever possibly be actuated by any consideration 
whatsoever for any such contemptible trifles as paupers’ souls. 
The reason why they disain^roved of admitting a nurse on account of 
her being a Boman Cathohe, was because they were afraid that, as 
such, she would be very likely to perform the duties of her office 
after the manner of a Sister of Charity, in a precious deal too mild 
and gentle and lenient a way to he a fit and proper attendant on the 
vHe and vicious inmates of a Union Workhouse, 


HO COMPAETSOK. 

(iUEEH Bahavoloha, Sovereign of Madagascar, has addressed an 
edict to her subjects, exhorting them to send their children duly to 
school. There appear to be minds sane enough to be susceptible of 
education even in Madagascar. That is the best answer to the ques- 
tion— What Island is like Bedlam P 








PIC-NICS. 

If the Sun were not Broiling, and the Sand didn’t get into the Salad, and the Rocks were soft and smooth, and 

THERE WERE NO HoRNETS, AND ONE HADN’T TO GO ThREE-QUARTERS OF A MiLE FOR WATER, WHAT A TAME AFFAIR A PlC-NlC 
WOULD BE ! 


"A CHIP OP THE OLD BLOCK 

IChedive Junior, loquitur 

Aiiah! Bismillah! Bother them, I say, 

Those hrand-new Prankish hoots. Take them away ! 
Toe-pinching torture is not to my fancy 
To-day, 

I much prefer my banished Sire’s old slippers 
To those new-fangled Infidel toe-nippers. 

I won’t be pinched to please those graspy, greedy 
Bond-grippers. 

Take them away ! They may be all the go 
In Paris, London, but the Egyptian toe 
Has not a Chinese beauty’s eq.neezability, 

Ah, no ! 

Talk of Egyptian bondage ? If the Giaour 
Can bear such pedal stricture for an hour, 

The dog must be as tough, or as elastic, 

As dour. 

Tight-fits may suit the West, ’tis Eastern use 
To wear our garments, like our morals, loose. 

He who courts corns and bunions must be truly 
A goose. 

’re sweetly sold, those sons of Sheitan, 
Who pought my Sire’s son into fits to frighten, 
Wishing my purse-strings, like my loose pantoufles. 
To tighten. 

Blundering botchers I Cobblers void of skill ! 

TMnk they to bend the stubborn Orient will ? 

Their boots boot nothing, and their labour’s issue 
Is mil 


I hope they like Egyptian darkness. Dogs 1 
Floundering about ’midst our financial fogs. 

They find the Egyptian donkey does not gallop— 

It jogs ! 

Son vice Sire displaced ! Oho I what fun ! 

The Giaour discovers ’tis “ like sire like son,” 

Ismail, thou art avenged, and those who wronged thee 
Are done ! 

Ah, Allah ! I could dance with sheer delight. 

The family slippers fit me— oh ! yes, quite. 

Slave, take those boots, and tell the Franks I find ’em 
Too tight ! 

ILeft performing a pas $eul en pantoufes. 


Bismarck and Banting. I 

A MOENING contemporary supplies the following information with 
respect to 

** Prince Bismarck. — It is stated in Berlin that one result of the stay of 
Prince Bismarck at Eissingen has been a considerable reduction of his 
weight and bulk.’* 

Of his bulk, perhaps ; and it may he none the worse for the Great 
Chancellor that his shadow is less than it was. Biit his weight 
apparently remains, in European politics, at least, as great as ever. 


A Country Sell. 

Natim Joker {dissembling). It’s been very fine here for the last 
week. 

Tourist {^who has been kept in by the showers, indignantly)* What ’s 
been very fine here ? 

Native, The rain. Yery fine rain* 

Native Joker, hurriedly. 
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“A CHIP OF THE OLD BLOCK!” 

Khebive JuinoH (tog.). “ TAKE ’EM AWAY— TAKE ’EM AWAY ! NONE OF THEIR TIHHT EUROPEAN BOOTS FOR 
ME! THEY MAY SAY “WHAT THEY LIKE— I MEAN TO STICK TO MY FATHER’S SLIPPERS! ! ” 
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AGRICULTURAL INTEREST. 

Landlord (to Tenant loho had given Farming at the end oj his Leaser to await better 
times), ‘‘“Well, Jaoksoit, how ho tott like liyiho on your Capital?” 

Farmer, “ Not too well, my Loeh ; but I bind it Cheaper than letting you live 
on it 1 ” 


Lomond— Ben—is not by any means tlie tallest in Scotland, tliere being at least three other 
Bens aboYe him. HoweYer, Ben turns out to be about three thousand two hundred feet, and, 
as I am as pleased with this estimate as I should haYe been had I heard he was twenty 
thousand, the smile returns to my host’s countenance, and he takes another look at Ben 
throimh the glasses with an anxious expression, as if he were making q[uite sure that he had 
not done Ben an injustice by understating his height— perhaps leaYing out one of his 
numerous feet. 

“ No,” he murmurs, more to himself than to me, as he lowers the glass— “that ’s it. Yes ; 
he ’s^ about three thousand two hundred feet.” He says this in a decided tone, as' the result 

^ haYmg just measured him with his eye, and he returns the glasses to their case. 

We go back to the house. On the terrace he points out a spire in the distance, yisible to 
the naked eye— Buerrns’s Monument. We see it too clearly. Sim of rain. 

XttwcAeow.— SeYeral guests. Elderly G-entleman asks me if I’ye been in these parts 
before r No, never. 

We walk out together afterwards,— that is, the Elderly Q-entleman and myself. He takes 


me apart, and, as if he were going to tell 
me a secret. We li^t a cigar, and walk 
up the plantation. He is evidently burst- 
ing to impart some confidence to me. Per- 
haps a scandal about our neighbours. I do 
not notice that we have entered on the path 
that leads to the summer-house. He has 
been asking me all the way along whether 
I know this person and that person. Evi- 
dently a scandalous story coming, which 
will be most amusing. 

We stop at the summer-house. 

He takes my arm. His manner becomes 
most confidential. I didn’t catch his name 
when he was introduced, but I have a vague 
idea that his name was something Hke 
Hearthstone ; hut I do not risk ifc. I 
don’t address him as Hearthstone ; I only 
t hink of him as Hearthstone, Being a 
Scotchman, of course he is The Hearth- 
stone of Hearthstone, and none other 
genuine. 

Hearthstone of Hearthstone takes my 
arm and draws me to the side of the sum- 
mer-house. He’s going to tell me— I feel 
sure of it— of some awful crime committed 
on this spot,— a legend, with a scandal and 
a ghost in it. 

“ Yes,” he begins, slowly, and I am all 
attention — “ where we are standing ” 

“Yes,” I say, encouragingly, catching 
his tone. 

“ Where we are standing,” he continues, 
“you can just see — between those two trees 
right in front of us ” 

“ Yes,” I reply, nodding my head at the 
trees just a few feet from us, which probably 
mark the spot where some dreadful deed 
was committed. 

“ Well— between those trees,” he goes on 
deliberately, and now raising bis right 
hand, slowly, and shading his eyes, and 
once more I am all attention — “ yes— 
between those two trees— straight before 

you ” 

Yes ” 

“ Well— that ’s Ben Lomond 1 ” 

I feel as if I had been avsfully sold. I 
look at him, to see if he is in earnest. He 
is— terribly in earnest. 

Not liking to hurt his feelings, I say, 
Yes, I see it.” Then I add, presently, 
“ I saw it this morning.” 

“ Ah 1 ” he says, not a hit chagrined or 
disappointed. “ Oi course Allison showed 
it you.” 

“Yes, he did.” 

We return. Hearthstone of Hearth- 
stone leads the conversation on to various 
topics, chiefiy sporting, and all interesting 
as novelties. Before reaching the house he 
stops, as though he were a pointer on the 
track, and, after a brief pause, observes in 
rather a subdued tone, as though uncertain 
as to how I am going to take the remark, 

“ You can see Bhrrrns’s Monument from 
here. There it is.” 

I reply, “ Yes, there it is.” 

“ Ah ! ” he returns, q.uite cheerfully, 
“ Allison will have showed it you this 
momittg.” 

Yes; my host did showit me this morning. 

Hearthstone of Hearthstone is satisfied. 
Dinner. We are aU satisfied. 

We stroll out. 

A lovely night when the stars shine 
bright, and the moon sheds her light, &c., 
&c., when, in fact, everything is conducive 
to poetry, specially a good digestion as a 
basis, and I am standiim on. the terrace— as 
we all are— smoking. The others are^ chat- 
ting, and I am silent. I am thinking ra 
the starry firmament,^ of “Is life worth 
living?” of strawberries and cream, and 
other sublime subjects, when a voice 
exclaims, 
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WAEDS rOR THE WEALTHY. 

Thebe are very many persons, who, 
in reply to the question, How do 
you do?^' might too truly reply, 
“ Yery ill,” and yet be also correctly 
describable as “ well-to-do.” With 
reference to this class of people, Sir 
Rutheefobd Alcock, writing on 
“ Hospitals for the Middle Classes,” 
announces that the Treasurer and 
G-OYernors of St. Thomas's Hospital 
contemplate making arrangements to 
set aside certain wards for the recep- 












MAGNANIMITY MAY DEGENERATE INTO WEAKNESS. 

Brown’s Buildog flies at a strapping young FoREiGNEit, who calls for Monet (foe the 
German Band). Brown actually holds his Dog back ! 


in time by Guy’s, Bartholomew’s, and 
ultimately by all other hospitals, 
general and special. Wanted, in the 
meanwhile, hospital accommodation 
for persons doing weU enough to he 
able to pay for itj and Bl enough to 
stand in need of it. At present the 
Hospital does weU only to those that 
do ill as to estate as well as in body ; 
but its benefits yet remain to be ex- 
tended to ill-doers of the better sort 
than those others, as doing ill in 
health alone, but being, in point of 
pecnniary circumstances, better ofE, 


Summer and Autumn. 

“ Summer,” cried, in a splendid 
Brogue, Murphy, “we’d none ; 
And before it has ended 
Here ’s Autumn begun ! ” 

“ ’Tis high time I should go,” 

Said the Swift to the Swallow ; 
Which bird answered, “ I trow 
When you flit I shall follow.” 

Intemperate Weather,— Beery, 
Heavy Wet, and “Muggy.” 


“ By Jove ! I didn’t think it was possible 1 ” 

All are startled. What is it? A gathering of the Clans? A 
descent of the Highlanders on the Lowlanders ? An explosion of a 
cask of whwskey ? 

Yo. The speaker is a Johnstone of Johnstone ; and 1 inquire 
anxiously what may be the matter. 

“ Oh, nothing,” he replies. “ Only— if you stand exactly here 
and I move from my place, and take some pains to place myself 
exactly there— 

“Well?” I ask, expecting dji Aurora borealis, or something 
marvellous. 

“ Well,” he goes on, extending his right arm, “ by this light yon 
can just see— Ben Lomond.” 

“Ah!^ Yes. Thank you. Yery iuteresting.” Only if I look at 
Ben again, I ’m But no matter. 

Carriages. Guests depart. Host sees me up to my room. Everj^- 
thing comfortable. Quite. He goes to the window. The blind is 
up. He shakes his head sadly. 

“ Going to rain to-morrow ? ” I ask, cheerily. 

“ hTo,” he replies, “ I don’t think so.” 

Then why shake his head so despondently ? WeU, he had told 
them to give me another room— not this. 

“ Anything the matter with this ? ” I inquire. 

“ Oh, no, it’s all ri^t,” he returns. “ Only ” — ^he adds, regret- 
fnUy— “ you can’t see Ben Lomond from the window. Good night.” 
And he retires. 

lHappy Thought — Then it ’s a bad look-ont for Ben Lomond.] 

I open Is Life worth Living f Commence reading. Knock at 
door. “Come in!” My host’s head appears. He has quite for- 
gotten to teU me that my window commands a splendid view of 
Burrrns’s Monument. Oh! Much obliged to him. Good night. 
I shaU dream of Ben Lomond and the Monument. 


EFFECT OF A RECENT STORM. 

The tempest blew away tiles off the roofs of houses, and turned 
the tiles into projec-tiles. 


BIOLOGICAL QUERIES. 

Dr. Allman, President of the British Association, delivered to 
that body, at Sheffield, an address on the Basis of Biology, which 
may have been instructive to a philosopher, whilst intelligible to a 
young lady. Many a scientific lecturer ewces lucid intervals only ; 
but Dr. Allman in his discourse maintained an uniform lucidity. 
Some of his interesting statements were suggestive of questions none 
of which were asked hy any of his hearers. 

He said that plants as weU as animals could he narcotised hy 
chloroform and by ether, and that in the state of insensibility thus 
induced on them, their organic functions are mostly snspendea. Has 
alcohol also a characteristic effect upon plants ? Will it intoxicate 
them? Will it make any plant whatever drunk and incapable? 
Drunk and disorderly, perhaps, it can hardly render any mere plant, I 
howsoever a wild one ; or even any zoophyte. 

Dr. Allman explained that irritability is one thing, and con- 
sciousness is another. Ho doubt. But is it possible for an old 
gentleman, for instance, to be irritable without being conscious of 
Bis irritability ? 

Are we quite sure that the irritability of plants is nnaccompanied 
by consciousness ? Have the Drosera and other carnivorous plants 
no appetite for the insects they eat ? Ought cucumbers and cabbages 
to be cut under ansesthetics, and when they are not, is the gardener 
chargeable with cruelty to vegetables ? And should not a Society be 
instituted for the prevention thereof ? 


Waste and Woodland, 

From a Parliamentary report on the forests in Cyprus lately 
published, it appears that, under Turkish mismanagement, there had 
so long been going on such a great and grievous waste of timber in 
that Island, that there are few if any. The Government is expected 
to take immediate action, in order, as soon as possible, to replace the 
Cyprus trees. There is no reason why they shoula not oegin to 
plant away speedily, for the Massacre of the Innocents has by no 
means cleared their Hursery grounds. | 
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A GREAT 


PAROCHIAL 


STORM. 



5r 




!, Me. Editor I 
“WHEiravER 
there comes a 'big 
storm, there are 
two or three gen- 
tlemen ^ who at 
once write off to 
the^ TimeSi just as 
if it had rained, 
hailed, thundered, and lightened for them alone. They always 
seem to think that they nave been on the very spot where the 
storm was at its worst, and yet, after all, they never tell of more 
than an inch or so of rain falling. In our part of the country we do 
not think much of an inch, I can tell you. Why, I have often had 
it knee-deep in the dip in the road by my house, and yet I have 
never written to the Editor of the Times, However, the parish I 
live in is as good as any other parish— for a particular breed of 
Berkshire hogs I would back it against all England — and therefore 
it is high time that it should get into the newspaper, for indeed we 
did have a storm here on Saturday week. Were our good Parson 
living I would get him to write j but hej has been dead these five 
weeks, and they have not had time as yet "to appoint another. I 
suppose they have been too busy getting in their h^ I am, however, 
the next best thing to the Parson, for I was his warden, and have 
lived here, man and boy, fifty years come next grass, iN'ow, Sir, 
what I want you people in London to understand is this. The worst 
part of this storm was in this here parish. In fact it was the most 
parochial storm I have known in my time, and I know as much 
about parish matters as most people. Following the example of the 
good folk who write to the papers, I have kept a kind of diary-like 
of the storm, which may be you will care to print. If so, you are 
welcome to it, for I don’t see that if I kew it, it will he of any good 
to me, and so you may as well have it. Here it is : — 

Diary of ihe Great Parochial Storm of the night of Saturday^ 

August 2nd, 1879. i 

Five ^ clock in the Fvening,-^! had my tea, with a Yarmouth 
bloater for a relish. 

6*30, — ^I smoked a pipe. A jackass began to bray and the Squire’s 
peacocks to scream. “Depend upon it,” said I to my wife, “ we are 
gomg to have a storm to-night ; ” for those animals do not make 
noises for nothing. It is not in reason that they should. 

6'30.— Neighbour Stores came in, and I said to him, “Mark my 
words. We are in for a storm to-night.” He said it was not in the 
forecasts in the newspapers, I said, “Blow the forecasts and the 
newspapers too. My jackass does not bray for nothing, no more does 
the Square’s peacock.” 

8*0. — ^I sat down to supper, and made as hearty a meal as ever I 
have in my life. Heaven be praised for it I 

9'0.— It begun to lighten, and I turned to my wife and to Neigh- 
bour Stores, who had stayed to supper, and said, “ There I I told 
you so, I knew how it would be ! ” 


9-30.— We had a glass of something hot to comfort us, and ] 
smoked another pipe. The storm grew worse. 

IQ,— ]S[eighbour Stores set ofi home through as heavy a rain as 
ever I have seen. However, it served him right for trusting those 
forecasts, , . . 

10*15.— As there was nothing to be got by sitting up, I went tc 
bed, and slept soundly till next morning. 

Sunday, August Zrd, 

8. — Up and out before breakfast to look about me. Met Neighbour 
Stores, and asked him whether I hadn’t been right, after all ? Met 
Mr. loNTES, the curate, and told him as how I had told Neighbour 
Stores and my wife that I knew there was a storm coming. Mr. 
Jones said that in all the years he was in the College of Oxford be 
had never seen such lightning. This will show how bad it was, for 
he is a very great scholar, and knows, they say, double Greek. It 
had thundered so much, he said, that he had not been able to write 
his sermon, and so would have to preach an old one. I told him 
there was nothing wonderful in that, for I knew that all the millr in 
the parish must nave been turned sour, and so it was not to he looked 
for mat anyone could write a sermon on such a night as that. 

11. — ^Neighbonrs coming to cburch told me of a sight of mischief 
that had been done. A litter of pigs had been drowned. Three 
barrels of beer turned sour, not to mention the milk. An old shed 
had had the roof taken clean ofi. An old woman living in a hut 
near the Common had been awakened by the water coming in at the 
back-door, and had passed the night on the table. Another old 
woman coming home late had had the lightning playing about her 
umbrella for a quarter of an hour together. But I have not patience 
to go through balf the things I heard ; besides, the hell left off 
ringing as they were telling me about what had happened to the 
Squire’s new hayrick, and, being "Warden, I had to hurry into the 
vestry, only just in time to march into church behind the Curate. 

There ends my Diary of the Great Parochial Storm so far as it 
goes. 

Perhaps some day, when I have got the com in, I shall have time 
to finish it, when you shall have the rest, should you like it. 

I am, Mr. Editor, your obedient Servant, 

JoUNT WEA.THERAVISE, 

Fieldton, August Sth, 1879. Farmer and Churchwarden, 


A TRIBUTE AND A TROUBLE. 

What will Mr. Tracy^ Turneretlx do with the “ Tribute,” as he 
calls the Wreath, which, instead of encircling the brow it was designed 
to decorate, hangs upon his hands, and whereby he declares himself 
a heavy loser ? He puhlic-spiritedly offers to “ hand it over to one 
of our great national museums, to he preserved in perpetuity as a 
specimen of English goldsmith’s work of the Nineteenth Century,” 
and proposes that, “ to carry out this purpose, a suitable and costly 
case should he procured ; ” at a cost of about £100, at which it would 
he considered, perhaps, a case of cost at least costly enough. This 
cost, however, he seems to imagine might possibly he defrayed by 
subscription ; and he hopes to be reimbursed for the expenses he has 
contracted in getting the Tribute up, “but this” he leaves “ to the 
generosity of the British Public.” He will he happy to receive 
communications on this matter. Very likely. 

Being, as he says, out of pocket by the “Tribute,’’ and that 
“ Tribute,” a Wreath of gold, naving been thrown back in bis face, 
couldn’t Mr. Tracy Turnerelh, by leave of his subscribers, pocket 
the affront ? 

Then he" might still, perhaps, be enabled appropriately to carry 
out the purpose^ of handing the “ Tribute ” over to a great national 
museum, by disposing of it to the representatives of Madame 
TcrssAxrD. Clearly the most suitable place for it in all England 
would he the popular Collection in Baker Street; where, haying 
himself also been added in wax, Mr. Tracy Turnerelli might 
remain in perpetuity — his effigy posed in the act of crowning Lord 
Beaconseibld with the tributary Wreath for ever. 


Cookery and Culture. 


To “ English epicures ” whose ideas of liver as a luxury for the 
table are limited to calf’s liver and bacon, the following extract 
from a column of advertisements in fhe Times, may he somewhat 
interesting : — 

^UISINIHRE FRANCATSE, pas moins de 30 livers. Age thirty-five, 
VJ Bonne r6f4reiice Anglaise. &c., &o. 

This Cuisiniere may he very well worth fuU thirty livres sterling, 
and is perhaps up to more in cookery than so many ways of cooking 
liver, or of cooking so many different livers. Her skill as to livers 
probably exceeds her knowledge of Uvres, although perhaps she may 
carry the contents of no end ot cookery-books in her head. 


To CoiiBSsroxQBsrrs. The Editor does not hold hvnself bound to aeJmowledg^ return, or pay for Condribvtimie, In no ease can these be returned unless accompanied few 

stamped and directed envelope. Copies should be kept. 
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SHOOTING ON THE FIRST. 

{A Suggestion for a Chapter in the next Sporting Novel,) 



F eoTirse whatever may have been 
the weather in other parts of 
the country, we were not 
disappointed in Eainington, 
Stormshire. It wonld have 
,, — . 5 ^"^ been too hard, had all the pre- 

— ^ parations of my dear old host, 

the Sgnire, proved unnecessary. 
But nOj a glance through the 
window in the early morn showed that all was right. It was pelting as it had pelted for 
weeks past. We were in for a regular wet day. Had it cleared up at the last moment it 
would not have mattered, as for miles round I could see nothing but a level sheet of water. 

Thoroughly pleased, I put on my waterproofs, with a jaunty fir, I took the greater care 
with my toilette, as I knew that Lottie was waiting to greet me in the breakfast-ioom. 

“How well you look,” exclaimed the dear girl, as I hurried into her presence. "Why, you 
only want a helmet to be the very image of the diver at the Polytechnic I ” 

Without any loss of modesty, I may admit, that the compliment was^ not undeserved. 
We had scarcely time to exchange any further greeting, when Harold and his father appeared 
at the breakfast table, They, too, were fully prepared to brave, if not the battle, at least 
the storm. 

After a hearty meal, we got into the boat that had been pushed up beneath the window. 
The head keeper was in attendance, with half-a-dozen umbrellas ; and a Newfoundland had 
been added to our dogs. 

“ He ’s so fond of the water ! ” exclaimed the Squire, “ and will be of the greatest assist- 
ance to the retriever.” 

After kissing my hand to Lottie, who watched us as we disappeared through the 
drizzling ram, I seized an oar, and pulled bow to Harold’s stroke. The boat made rapid 
progress. 

“Take care, my lads,” sang out the cheery old Squire, who was steering. “We have 
passed the carriage road, and should be somewnere in the avenue by this time. Can you feel 
any branches ? ” 

We replied in the negative, but had scarcely time to answer, before bump went the 
boat against some masonry. 

“ What’s that ? ” asked the Squire, turning to the keeper. 

“ Well, Sir, I don’t rightly know, but if you give me your glasses, I think I may find out. 
You see all this here water be very confusing. It can’t be the church spire, because I know 

the weathercock ain’t yet covered, and Why, to be sure! What a fool I am! It’s 

the top of Ihe chimney of the West Lodge ! ” 

And so it proved to be. To make a long story a short one, we had about as good sport as 


our neighbours. We once thought we saw 
a rabbit fioating on a hurdle, but did not 
get near enough to verify our supposition. 

“And now, lads, for lunch,” cried the 
Squire. “ Lottie will be waiting for us on 
the barge moored to the top of the haystack. 

I have got a little surprise for you, that 1 
think will please you. We won’t let the 
rain beat us. For years past we have 
lunched under the haystack, and we will 
lunch there to-day.” 

The dear old Squire ! So profuse in his 
hospitality, so luxurious in his arrange- 
ments! I don’t believe it would have 
occurred to any other man. But, certainly, 
it was very pleasant. As we got to the 
barge, we saw the men at the air-pumps, 
and everything in readiness. 

“ Now, ofi we go ! ” was the cry, and the 
Squire, Harold, Lottie, myself, and the 
lunch, in a twinkling, were fifteen feet 
under the water ! 

We could not speak much in the diving- 
bell ; but, you may be sure, Lottie and I 
exchanged a thousand glances. In the 
afternoon, however, we had some excite- 
ment. Lottie had gone home, and we had 
visited every likely spot in search of the 
birds, but, evidently, the weather was too 
bad for even partridges to be out in. 

“Come, my lads,” said the Sq^uire, turn- 
ing to the beaters, who had followed us in 
a punt. “We ought to be near the river. 
Who’s for a swim? You may kick up 
something.” 

In a moment, half a dozen boys and men 
were diving in the water. Suddenly the tail 
of the pointer stiffened. 

“ Mark ! ” cried the keeper. 

A gleam— a loud report— and a splash. 

“ 1 think I hit something,” I said, as I 
removed the empty cartridge from the 
barrel of my still smoking breechloader. 

The retrievers and the Newfoundland 
dashed into the water, and came back to 
the boat burdened with the spoil. 

A few hours later, I was standing in the 
library talking to Lottie. 

“ I am afraid you have had bad sport,” 

; said the fa,ir girl. “I suppose you have 
added nothing to the larder. And yet you 
. might have got something for me, Sir.” 

This was said with a charming pout. I 
hurried from the room, and returned 
triumphantly with the contents of my game 
i bag. 

. “Nothing for you, darling!” I cried. 

; “ Why, you know I would give my life for 
you I But see, I have not forgotten you, 
j Pray accept this trifie as a memento of my 
never-dying devotion.” And I laid at the 
, feet of my loved one — a salmon ! 


A Bull for Spain. 

It is rumoured that on the occasion of 
King Alphonso’s second marriage, Do3N 
Carlos will accept the title of “Infant,” 
with a large pension, and finally relinquish 
all claim to the throne of Spain. If this 
satisfactory conclusion to Civil War beyond 
the Pyrenees is reached, the Ex-Pretender, 
having laid down his sword, will still have 
to pay for his railway ticket. Clothed with 
his new dignity, it will yet be inaccurate to 
describe his Eoyal BEighness as an “ Infant 
—in arms.” 


A MTSTERT EXPLAINED. 

Mr, Punch {after reading a recent Ga- 
zette), Can you teU me, my good British 
Public, the meaning of the letters Q-.C.B. ? 

British Public {protnptly). To be sure — 
Great Cape Blunderer ! 
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SchooUBoard Inquisitor. “ Good Morning, Coachman. Your Name is Prosser, I believe ? 
Have you any Children— Boys or Girls ? ” 

Old Grooni {assumi'iig intense meekness). “Yes, Sir: at tour Service, Sir, Yes, Sir 

TWO Girls, Sir ’ 

School’Board InquisUor. Do they go to School ? 

Old Groom. “ School, Sir ? Not they, Sir ! ” 

SeJwol-Board Inquisitor {fiercely), “ And pray WHY NOT ? 

Old Groom {shaking his head). “ Ah, Sir, they^ve got such Wills o’ their own, Sir 

Sclwol-Board Inquisitor, “Aha !” — {Iroducing Note-Book vnth ardour .) — “ Their Names 
AND Ages ? ” . 


Old Groom {still more meekly). “ Jane and Mart, Sir, 
OTHER’S JUST TURNED O’ TwO-AN’-TweNTY, SiR ! »» 


One’s Nineteen, Sib, and the 
[Exit Inquisitor hastily. 


. ^ A Problem. 

Who will interpret tlie following, from a Western paper ? — 


THE TERRIBLE EXAMPLE; 

OR, THE WAR-OFEICE PLOT. 

{Military Drama— adapted from the 
Souths African.) 

Scene— A t modern lattle-field on the morrow 
of a disaster . In the foreground an 
UnRappy Subaltern tcaiting, in front of 
a file of Soldiers^ hmmdy ready to he 
shot. Enter Distinguished Comraander- 
in-Chief, surrounded hy a brilliant 
Staff. ^ 

Distmguislied Commander-m~Chuf. And 
now, Soldiers, to make a terrible example 
of him, and vindicate the honour of the 
Service. Load your carbines fully to the 
muzzles, and do your duty. 

\,They load. 

Unhappy Subaltern, Nay, hut hear me! 

I repeat that the evidence 

DUUnguished Commander - in - Chief 
[fierce!]/). Silence, Sirrah! There are 
occasions on which evidence is as nothing 
when weighed in the balance against senti- 
ment. This is one of them. You will be 
shot, as a terrible example. Soldiers, to 

your work I Make ready ! Present I 

Unhappy Suhaltern, Hold! I would 
make one last dying observation before I M 
a soldier’s grave. I was not on duty— at 
least, that was my iirm impression. ^ 
Distmguished Commander -m- Chief. In- 
deed! Then that alters the case most 
materially. Soldiers, a firm impression 
must be respected. Remove his bonds, and 
give him an easy- chair. 

Unhappy Suhaltern, Thanks, noble and 
generous Chief. And am I indeed now free 
to receive a deputation ? ^ ^ 

Distinguished C<>mmander-m- Chief , You 
! are. But the privilege leaves your poor 
old Commander in a sorry hobble ! How, 
Sirrah, think you, will he make his 
“ terrible example ” now ? 

Unhappy Subaltern, Believe me, most 
excellent and worthy Chief, I neither know 
nor care. 

Distinguished Comma, nder-in- Chief {with 
suppressed emotion). Will no one help me? 

Enter an Astute Adjutant-General with 
writing inaterials. 

Astute Adjutant -General {throwmg open 
a large blot ting-book). Yes — I ! See, here 
is a piece of official paper, a full inkstand, 
and a pen. With these trifles, rest assured 
I will make it tolerably hot for somebody. 

The illustrious General, for instance ? 

Distinguished Commander -in- Chief. Im- 
possible. He was under the Arm impres- 
sion that it was all right. Besides, he is an 
excellent fellow. No, no, my good Ad- 
jutant, that was not what I meant hy a 
“ terrible example.” Such things are not 

for Pall Mall. Now, is there no one 

Astute Adjutant- General {f)rightly), Ha! 
I have it! There is someone— a distant 
Colonel ; 

Distinmished Commander-in- Chief , A 
distant Colonel, said you, my worthy Ad- 
jutant ?— a distant Colonel ? Good! That’s 
good ! Proceed ! 

Astute Adjutant- General, A distant 
Colonel, who, I think, might perhaps he 

worked, in j udiciously 

Distinguished Comynander-in- Chief, Into 
a manifesto? I see it all, my worthy 
Adjutant. You will clear the Authorities 
at home 

Astute Adjutant- General, Give a slap at 

those at a distance 

Distinguished Commander-in- Chief, Yin- 

dicate the honour of the Service 

Astute Adjutant- General, Write the most 
Jkilling letter of the dull Season 
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Disthiguished Commander^in- Chief, Make a terrible 
example of 

Astute Adjutant- General {getting his horse, and 
bowing). The distinguished Commander-in-Chief 

Distinguished Commander-in- Chief [curvetting to the 
front). And the Astute Adjutant-General! [To Audi- 
ence,) And if our kind friends in front are only satisjded, 
there isn’t a merrier, madder autumn joke going than 

Astute Adjutant- General, “The War -Office Plot; 
or, 

Distinguished Commander-in-Chief, “The Terrible 
Example.” {They retire, bowing, as Curtain falls. 

THE WOMAN^S EIGHTS^ VADE MECUM. 

[Compiled for the use of Males by a Distinguished 
Female Member of the British Association,) 

Q, What is your position as a man ? 

A, I am a unit in a minority. 

Q. As women belong to the majority, what is your 
duty to them ? 

A, To submit myself entirely to their guidance. 

Q, Have you any rights ? 

A, Certainly. I have the right to know how to make 
a pudding, to darn a stocking, and to scrub a floor. 

Q, Are you the head of your own household ? 

A, Yes, theoretically. 

Q, What privUege does this theoretical “headship” 
confer u^on you? 

A, It gives me the privilege of settling all the bills 
and earning the money with which those bills are paid. 

Q, Ought you to be given a vote ? 

A, That is^ a matter that should be referred to my 
wife for decision. 

Q. In what way has your education been neglected ? 

A, I have wasted my time in learning grammar when 
it ought to have been employed in mastering the prin- 
ciples of ironing, clothes- washing, and bonnet-trimming. 

Q, Of whom should the Members of the House of 
Commons consist ? 

A, Of maiden Ladies who admit that they wiU never 
again see flve-and-thirty. 

Q. When should an M.P. be forced to accept the 
Stewardship of the Chiltern Hundreds ? 

A, When she shows her want of wisdom by taking a 
husband, 

Q, Ought such a person to be bullied by her “ Lord 
and Master ? ” 

A, Of course she ought— the silly thing 1 

Q, In spite of this, what is the first duty of every 
man, and why ? 

A, To propose. Because every Lady should have the 
right of choosing between single blessedness and married 

Q, Were a Bill passed to carry out this idea, would it 
increase the number of marriages ? 

A, Of course it would not. 

Q. Why wouldn’t it ? 

A, Because it wouldn’t. 

Q, Then why should such a Bill be passed ? ^ i 

A, For the very best and most conclusive of Ladies’ 
reasons— -because it ought to be I 






^ V 






















MEMOEABLE DEPAETTJEE. 

The Obituary of last week records the exit from Life’s 
stage, in advanced years, of one of the most meritorious 
Actors that ever trod it — Sir Bowlahd Hill ; a performer 
of the first class among those who perform uses. It has 
been well suggested that his earthly relics should rest in 
Westminster Abbey. In the meanwhile, his survivors 
will please themselves in contemplating the Essential Self 
• of one of the greatest benefactors to his country and to 
the civilised world that it ever produced, as now inhabit- 
ing an abode among the band of departed worthies who 
in this life were heroes, and saints, and bards of the 
better sort : — 

“ Inventas aut qui vitam excoluere per artes.” 

An inventor, surely, of this description was the man of 
genius for organisation who invented, and, in spite of all 
opposition, succeeded in getting established, that system 
of cheap postage which has been one of the chiefest addi- 
tions contributed, in these latter times, or perhaps any 
other, to the greatest happiness of the greatest number. 


FRIVOLITY OF OUTWARD SHOW. 

“ I FEEL SURE THIS HaT ’s NOT BROAU ENOUGH IN THE BRUM, AUNT i 
jEailMA ! ” : 

What does it matter, Child ! Look at me ! I put on ANTTBim!^^ 


SEEIOUS DOUBTS OE SCIENCE. 

[A Soliloquy ly a Training-College Tutor,) 

Thebe they go from their Congress, that crew of free-thinking Philosophers 
they 

Whose Cosmogony, naughty as new, and Biology, lead men astray ! 

Poor Apologists feeble, in vain, Faith and Science to reconcile ^y.^ 

Truth’s clear language away they explain when appearances give it the lie. 

Ah, there seem firm foundations, no doubt, for the falsehoods those heretics hold, 
The Geologists, they who make out that this world is tremendously old. 

That the Sun, Moon, and Stars had their birth at no certain time, so long ago ; 
And that Man was in being on Earth ages ere we believe that we know. 

True, the Bnk ’twixt the Ape and Mankind they confide in remains to be found ; 
But ere long they ’ll that evidence find, in the drift or elsewhere, I ’ll be bound. 
The delusion wili then be complete, so that, when it has blinded their eyes. 

They ’ll embrace and hold fast the deceit that Man’s real descent was a rise. 

Ay, and Science has wonders, in sooth, of what sort, if their nature were known ? 
Lo, those fossils, a simular tooth, like enough, or a counterfeit bone. 

Look, e’en skeletons whole and entire, in museums the Sages have got, 

Which their minds with wild errors inspire — Mastodon, Megatherium, what 
not ?— 

Lying wonders and signs were to come. Have they not come, whilst men never 
tnew. 

And deceived them all round, save but some, and almost even those nhosen few ? 
I suspect, and incline to believe, locomotives and steamers a snare. 

And photography feigned to deceive, a device of the Princedom of Air, 

Electricity, too, with its light, and its qnick-as-thought word-flashing I 
Ha, and Science, by flying a kite, has it not from on high drawn down fire r 
The Deceiver, whose wiles to escape will be possible barely for me, 

May be Science in bodily shape ; some Professor, perhaps ; which is he r 
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FRIENDS AT A DISTANCE. j 

(Thtrb Series.— Summer.) | 

CHAPTER III. 

isiTS — Grounds — 
JBen again — The 
Monument — Da 
capo — Fortunes — 
MacmilUonaires — j 
More Ben — Fx- \ 
terior — Interior — j 
Views— Landscape 
gardening — Drive j 
home — Brospects 
- — Grouse — MaL 
holds hook again 
— Morning — Flans 
— Beview — Pro- 
posal— Tam — Sou- 
ter — A chield — 
Ganging awed — 
The Statue, 

Hext morning I 
take the initiatiTe. 

I point out Ben 
Lomond and 
Burns’ s Monument 
to my host. I know 
exactly where to ! 
find thenu and, so 
to speak, 1 can put 
my hand on them 
at a moment’s notice, — ^that is to say, from these grounds ; hut, away 
from here, I am always being introduced to either Ben or the Monu- 
ment, or both, as something q.uite new which I oughtn’t to miss on 
any account. 

We pay visits, and see beautiful grounds and magnificent houses. 
Ko matter where I go, people, perfect strangers, with the kindliest 
possible intentions, take me into various parts of different grounds, 
and, always confidentially, with a sort of implied compliment that 
this is a treat they wouldn’t trouble themselves to give every 
visitor, they say, “ Look ! from here you can see Ben Lomond ! ” And 
a little while after, “ There ! do you see that spire-looking thing in 
the distance ?” “ Yes.” Well, that ’s Burns’s Monument.” 

Hobody thinks much of anyone’s place if it doesn’t command a 
view of Ben Lomond or the Monument, or both. As for the latter, 
it is like the Crystal Palace— there is no getting out of sight of it ; 
and unlike Ben, it almost defies the variations of haziness. 

The Isle of Arran comes next in the list, hut as an object of interest 
it is not, so to speak, within several nules of either Ben or The 
Monument* 

After a week of it, when anyone comes up to me mysteriously, 
and wishes to take mjarm in a confidential manner, and walk me off 
to a distant part 

“ Look here ‘ 

Monument ? 
about ’em.” 

I am becoming callous. I can’t he caught even by an excited 
stranger in a trap— I should say I can’t be caught in a trap by an 
excited stranger (I mean as we are driving in a trap)— callmg out, 
suddenly, “Oh, look!” I never turn my head, I shake it, ATiri 
simply, but firmly, reply, “I know. Ben Lomond, or Burns. 
It won’t do with me.” 

I’m not to be taken in. Catch a weasel asleep, and show him 
Burns’s Monument 1 

More l^olmon and tennis-parties. The hospitality is something 
aeligntial. Everyone lunches and dines with everyone else, and 
myitations are flying about right and left. As a visitor I find myself 
quite at home.^ Better than merely ‘ ‘ at home,” as if I were at 
nome 1 shouldn t be doing this. The conversation is general, and is 
on tbe ton-and-turn-abont principle. Those who are not playing 
tenms diseii^ss timse who are, and so each parly has its innings of 
play and talk. Highly instructive. 

• information I receive ” I gather that no one who hasn’t 

s^w tno^^d a year can live in Scotland— or, at least, in this part 
01 it. At tms present moment the united fortunes of the four sets 
engaged m laym-temus amount to, as far as I can compute, about 
nve muliras. A niontMy account of the residents in this fortunate 
ism mi^nt be called Macmillionaird s Magazine, 

lam mtroduced to a young lady— Miss Eerotson, of Arkiltree. 
I mem that it sounds like ‘‘ Airkiltree though I should be, and am, 

everybody is Somebody of 
Som^here, and that Somebody of Somewhere invariably speaks with 
a sort of contemptuous pity of a Somebody of Somewhere Else who 



happens to possess the same name. You are either The Somebody 
of Somewhere, or A Somebody of Somewhere, or, with a sudden and 
startling drop, The Nobody of Nowhere. Additional that 

most of the names are pronounced either as if the person speaking 
were cracking a nut and talking at the same time, or trying to 
struggle against being choked, or suddenly interrupted by a sneeze. 

“She’s a millionairess,” whispers Captain Macdonalp to me, 
allnding to Miss Ferg-uson of Arkiltree, and accompanying the 
information with a friendly nudge and a wink, evidently implying, 
“ Go in, and win.” Neither of us can go in and win, but 1 thank 
him for the hint, which was well intended. We chat. 

Haye I been here before ? No, I ’ye not. Do I play tennis ? Only 
a little. Don’t I think it very nice having this seat on a bank so as 
to see the games going on below ? I do. It is an excellent position. 
It is beautiful weather for lawn-tennis, isn’t it ? It is : charming. 
I suppose Miss Ferguson plays a great deal ? Oh, yes. _ She often 
comes over here, too. It ’s a nice drive, and such a beautiful place. 
It is. 

“ Yes,” she says^ and suddenly rises.^ I follow her example, being 
under the impression that she is inclined for a tete-d-tete stroll in 
the grounds. No ; she is shading her eyes with herjolded fan, and 
is, I fancy, watching the game. 

“ Yes,” she exclaims, “ you can I ” 

“ What ? ” I ask, looking about. 

“ You can see Ben Lomond from here.” 

Then she resumes her seat. I believe there ’s a conspiracy to show 
me Ben Lomond. I ask her if Burns’s Monument is visible. 
Dangerous ground. She doesn’t like my tone in alluding to 
Burns. If I had been “going in to win,” according to Captain 
Macdonald’s advice, tbis remark would have settled my haggis— so 
to speak with a little local colour. 

Miss Ferguson of Arkiltree takes her turn at lawn-tennis. I 
talk to Captain Macdonald of Monteith — I think it ’s “ Monteith ” — 
at all events, it sounds like some “ teeth ” or other — ^who repudiates 
all connection with the Macdonalds of Drumrick — and I am on a 
wrong ground again. However, we pull together, so to speak, on the 
subject of a gentle tonic composed of one part brandy to three of 
soda, and we enter the house. 

Our hostess, at whose place we are spending the afternoon, in- 
vites me to view the orchids. Charming! splendid colours, and 
fantastic, elf-like forms. They remind me of those fairy pictures of 
Dicky Doyle’s, where the little tiny atomies are riding on petals, 
and playing hide-and-seek in the flowers. Wonderful models for a 
transformation scene by Mr. Beverley. We pass on to another 
house — tropical plants. Am I fond of flowers? very. She supposes 
I often visit the Botanical in London ? Rarely : but I will. The 
hostess learns_ that there is a prize for Landscape Gardening. I 
believe there is. “It is quite an art,” she adds. “ It was a very 
clever landscape-gardener who planned this part of the grounds, 
and chose this spot for the Tropical House.” ^ “ Excellent,” I say, 
and am about to enlarge on the luxury of being able suddenly to 
change, as it were, from Scotland to India without taking more than 
a couple of steps, when she interrupts me with — 

‘‘ Tes, isn’t it ? And so clever, too, to keep Scotland before you 
while you sit under an Indian palm ! ” 

“ I don’t quite see how he has accomplished this,” I say, deferen- 
tially. 

“ No ? ” She rejoins, highly pleased, “ You wouldn’t at first, hut 
if you look between these two large plants which form a sort of 
frame, you ’ll see— there — you see it now— that ’s Ben Lomond ! ” 

Ana she is triumphant. I don’t like to ask anything about the 
Monument — Burrrns’s, I mean. I subside. This Ben is becoming 
to me a sort of pantomime mountain perpetually exclaiming, “ Here 
we are again ! ” 

Allison says he ’ll drive me home by a different route, through 
some lovely scenery. I stipulate that if Ben Lomond or the Monu- 
ment is visible, neither shall be pointed out to me. 

Agreed. I am happy. 

Lovely evening drive. Promising sunset. Mist rising. 

Allison is silent about Ben and the Monument, but tails back on 
the Isle of Arran, which is just visible ia the distance. 

We trot on, enjoying everything in the balmy air and delicions 
silence. 

“ Fine day to-morrow P ” I ask. 

Allison shakes his head. He is nneertain. Why ? 

“Well,” he says, “you can see Ben Lomond so clearly to-night j 
and, if you look ” 

No, no ! I’m haggis’d if I do 1 

I know what’s coming. “If I look, I shall see Burns’s Monu- 
ment.” 

Eo, no I Drive, on, Macduff I 

Captain Macdonald of Monteith disensses with Allison of Dum- 
fraser the grouse prospects. The latter is afraid * ‘ the birds will he 
very wild.” _ This seems nothing hut natural. I should be uncom- 
^only -^d if I were going to be shot at. As a grouse on the twelfth, 
I should quote Mr. Toole, and say, “ It does make me so wild ! ” 
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The Captain wants to know if I am “ going ont on the twelfth.’ 

I reply, that, as at present advised, I have no intention of “ staying 
in” on the twelfth. If I do “ go ont,” I do not think the grouse 
will have much cause for alarm. They certainly need not be wild if 
they only know I am coming. Allison informs us that he has had 
some ezceUent accounts from the moors. 

\_Happy Thought (for Stock Exchange). — Better accoxmts from 
Moors than from Turks. 

Thoughts on Lawn Tennis hy Somelody who ’s “ not so young as he 
and who is no longer a racketty fellow, — ^Forty ’s the deuce. 
Fifty ’s the deuce and all. At forty, if it ’s stOl “ ’vantage to you,” 
you ’re lucky— or forty-nate. At fifty the game ’s over. (Put these 
down on retiring to rest, and call them, instead of Young's Night 
Thoughts^ which were very heavy, Young's NighUlAght Thoughts.) 

Nappy Thought on seeing a Young Lady forcibly return a ball just 
over the net, before it had touched the ground — 

“ "WTien lovely woman stoops to volley ” 

I don’t know the remainder of the quotation, but supplement it 
with— 

■What can her male opponent do ?] 

Before retiring to rest, take up William Hubrell Mallock’s 
book. Is Life worth Living f What would the grouse answer to 
this on the twelfth ? Don’t think much of Huxley, don’t think 
much of Dr. Tyndall .... think less and less of anybody .... 
sleep, gentle sleep . . . , Xe feu ne vaut pas la ehandella .... out, 
out, brief candle .... extinguo ! 

Plan for Next Day^ if fine. — Look at Ben Lomond and Burns’s 
Monument in the morning, immediately after breakfast. Ben and 
Burns rather hazy. Evidently been out all night. We drive over 
to see the Yeomanry shoot the Militia, or vice versa. 

Part of the practice is that the Yeomen are to ride a certain distance 
at fxill gallop, jump off, shoot something or somebody, jump on their 
horses, shoot on their horses, then, in taking a fence, .be perhaps shot 
their horses. 

I see the Yeomanry riding at a tremendous pace. I get hold of a 
military man, and ask him what they’re domg. He is not quite 
certain— in fact, at first he is unable to see if toey are doing any- 
thing until he gets his glass in his eye, when he informs me that the 
enemy are supposed to be advancing from the right, and the cavalry, 
he adds, are manoeuvring. The ** manoeuvring ” appears to me to be 
the simple process of scudding away as fast as they can lay legs to 
the ground, in the direction of the left, when the enemy are only 
supposed to be advancing from the right. I don’t like to express my 
opinion, as a civilian, bol<Uy to the military man by my side, but 
this manoeuvring appears to me to be uncommonly like practising 
how to run away when the enemy ’s coming. It ’s what I should do 
myself, I ’ve no doubt, in actual warfare, but I shouldn’t require 
any practice. Still, it ’s a pretty sight, and I am informed that 
“ the retreat is masterly.” We adjourn to take a tonic. • There is a 
good deal of dust, a great smell of sulphur, and a refreshment-tent, 
to which we make a masterly retreat— treating and retreating every 
half-hour. I believe that the day’s festivities are to finish with a 
grand torchlight procession in honour of Burns’s next centenary. 

There ’s always something going on somewhere in honour of Burns. 
Dinners in commemoration of Burns’s birthday. Breakfasts with 
the same object. A great Cheese Show for the benefit of the Burns 
Statue at hSlbannock. Q-rand Cake Contest given by theMacDougal 
trustees, the proceeds to go towards erecting a statue of Burns on : 
the first vacant spot. 

# lit ^ 

This morning— after one strawberry and no cream (nothing like 
diet) — A llison suddenly says, 

“ Would you like to ” 

“ See Ben Lomond ? ” I at once interrupt him. 

“ ]^o,” he replies, “ it ’s ” 

‘ ‘ Burns’s Monument ? ” I say immediately. L* ‘ I sure it ’s one 
or the other.” 

I ’m right. It ’s the other. 

They are going to unveil a statue to-day, and Tam O^Shanter and 
Souter Jbhnie wdll be in full force. Ne Sutor ultra crepidam. 
Don’t let Souter Johnie take more than he can carry. He can just 
tak’ a wee drappie i’ th’ ee, but he munna be aye drarm drinkin’. 
Yes, by all means let ’s go and unveil a statue. “ A chield ’s amang 
ye,” &c. We start — Souter Johnie. Tam O’ Shanter, and the 
chield. 


PARTRIDGE TO CARTRIDGE. 













^ ou copper-headed 
^ son of a gun! 

^ you grinning 

powder-mon- 
^^'3. key I 

Don’t think your 
spitfire looks 
can make me 
feel the least 
bit funky. 
You’re just 
I blank - cart- 
ridge, I believe 
Ul> —at least I 
^ fondly hope it. 
n I II So pray go off, ; 
1 explode your- 
self — in vul- 
gar language, 

slop® it ^ 

i You make me, as : 

my red-legged ! 
coz, the French- 
\ man says, tres- 


v I’d like to mash 

" yourpaperbody 

into papier- 
mache ! 

Why you should want to riddle me ’s an unfathomable puzzle ! | 

What call have you in my affairs to poke your ugly muzzle ? I 

D’ye thinl?: it’s any fun to be eternally made game of, j 

And peppered in a sneaking way a Kaffir woidd think shame of ? | 

His assegai is assez triste, but your Humber Five is ‘ ‘ trister ; ” | 

And when it lodges in one’s twist, by Jingo 1 it ’s a twister ! i 

A fowl has feelings, and to play with them, whate’er you say, Sir, 

Is nothing less, it seems to me, than what you call foul play. Sir. 

My young ones’ “ cheep,” though dear to me, you hold as something 
cheaper. | 

Your guns should carry widows’ caps, for they make me a weeper, | 
If I had time, I ’d fire away in words a trifle stronger ; 

But you ’re not worth my powder, and I ’m shot if I stay longer ! 


SPEECH BY A DISTIH&UISHED STATESMAN. 

In the course of an address delivered, the other day, in the Biology 
Section of the British Association, Dr. Pye Smith animadverted on 
a species of creatures who, though not themselves quadrupeds, object j 
to and oppose vivisection altogether, even albeit performed for the ' 
advancement of physiology, to the benefit of bipeds. Of course they 
are not exactly dumb animals ; and Dr. Smith particularised one of 
the kiud that was generic enough to make a declaration, which the 
Doctor quoted as below : — 

** So little do they appreciate the difference between formal knowledge and 
real knowledge, that a distinguished statesman once assured me that he would 
as soon have his leg cut off by a man who had gained what he called his 
knowledge from books, as by one who had ‘ walked the hospitals.' " 

An articulate bray from a Dogberry in high place, or a Bottom in 
excelsis. To think that anybody capable of such an asinine utterance 
could have been a distingidshed statesman! Do we still enjoy the 
advantage of his distinguished statesmanship ? His principal dis-. 
tinction, one imagines, has probably been acquired by opposition to 
physiological inquiry more than by anything else, unless, indeed, by 
the observation Dr. Pye Smith adduced from his mouth, which, 
were the name of this distinguished statesman to transpire, would 
assuredly earn him the reputation of a no less distinguished donkey. 


A Definition. 

{Suggested hy a Course of Allman., Schopenhauer, and Mallock.') 

What is Life ? Since Philosophers cannot agree, 

Let a poor puzzled Sciolist hazard a guess ; 

’Tis a thmg that begins in a Cell— with a (7, 

And ends in a Sell— with an S. 


A Crood Word for a Weed. 

As Mr. G-ladstone, the other day, at the Hawarden Agricultural 
Show justly observed, Mr. Badoee, in Ms Cottage Gardening, has 
correctly “ described a weed as a thief and a robber.” Therefore, of 
course, every weed growing on ground where it has no business, and 
plundering useful plants, should, as soon as possible, be taken up. i 


A POLICY OR NEGHTION. j 

What is Nibilism ? NotMng can be plainer. A determination to 
destroy everything, and put Nothing in its place. 
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ONE DAT MORE. 

M. Albert Millatti), of tlie Figaro^ having, in his graphic and 
truthful series of articles entitled Huit Jours d LondresJ dispelled 
nearly every possible “illusion” connected with “perfidious 
IslhionJ Mr.Pmich 
feels that a ninth 
day might ^ have 
dealt, admirably, 
with perhaps the 
greatest illusion of 
all. In fact, so 
strongly does Mr, 

Punch feel this, 
that, for the sake 
of completing an 
accurate picture 
of London for the 
benefit of his Pari- 
sian friends, he 
takes upon himself 
the responsibility of 
finishing ofi the 
aeries appropriately, 
as follows. 

" * * # 

I had missed the 
train, and there was 
nothing left to me 
but to pass one more 
day in this kennel , 
of Jfilth, which 
Frenchmen by 
courtesy style Lon- 
dres. But how to 
spend it? A noble- 
man from Soho 
Square determined 
the question for me. 

“You will,” he 
said, “go and see 
the one great man 
whom your Paris, 
beautiful and par- 
ticular, salutes with 
the kiss of respect. 

I know the Duke 
Cambrige, and 
have infiiience with 
M. le Prince de 
Galies, and Sir 
Henderson. It is 
a difficult matter, 
but I will secure 
you the permit.” O 

It is impossible to 
oppose the English 
nobleman. Though 
he wears evening 
dress with a tall hat 
and white kid gloves 
before the hour of 
breakfast, he is bru- 
tal and dangerous. 

“Come,” he add- 
ed, “ here is one of 
the vehicles of the 
Coaching Man’s 
Club, L^o- 

POLB is driving, and 
there are five sport- ' ‘ 

Dukes on the lane 

aux couteaux^ but UINVITATION 

It has the licence to a- tj j ^ 

carry thirteen in- Fwedewyik. May I— a— have the 

side. Letus mount.” ^ “Wal, I don’t mind 

* * » Knees a bit ! ” 

We are arrived *” — — 

sentinds are passed, ajid so is the Grand Staircase on 
soldiers of the City, are lying about, in twos 
“-thelast stages of frenzied intozi- 
,> V= o’ in tubs that has done this, and 

This it ‘Sh®Se^“^ «"• 

But we are in the presence of the great personage at last. Let me 


describe tbe room. It is of colossal proportions, and is decorated 
with tiger-skins, Chinese lanterns, advertising placards, and barbaric 
emblems. Over the door is a gallery containing the band of the 
orse-guard-hlue^ a hnndred and fifty strong, in full regimentals 
playing a national jig. Opposite are reserved seats. I look upl 
There is a sliding roof. This is to let escape the fumes of continual 

orgy. It is Wri- 

ble, but it is English, 
and convenient. And 
! the surroundings ? 
j Here, in the cor- 
ner, piled in savage 
confusion, are boat- 
' ing oars, 'maces, cric- 
quette-bats, coach- 
man’s whips, and 
official costumes. 
On the rug are a 
“ pacque ” of houle- 
dogues wallowing in 
the remains of a 
huge tureen of 
turtle-soupe. Their 
\ lord and master has 
' , finished his “lunch- 
, iiig,”andhasthro\vn 
' it to them with a 
terrible oath. And 
what of him ? 

My Guide intro- 
I duces ns. He has 
on top-boots with 
j spurs, a military 



breastplate, and is 
covered with paste 
diamonds. On seeing 
him one is reminded 
instinctively of the 
British aristocrat. 
Then one notices that 
he has on white kid 
gloves and a tall hat. 
This tells that he 
springs from the 
people. 

But let us watch 
him. He rises and 
fills a silver goblet 
with grog and por- 
ter. It holds fifteen 
gallons. One sees, 
as he staggers down 
the staircase, spil- 
ling its scalding con- 
j tents, and treading 
' on the faces of his 
Beefeaters as he 
descends, that he 
has emptied it seve- 
ral times already. 
We follow him. 
He has rolled down 
the steps, and is 
lying helplessly in 
the ^ gutter. An 
omnibus goes over 
him, then another. 
A policeman passes 
indifferently. No 
one seems to notice 
him. This_ is^ the 

/i a t* « rt 4* 1* 1 c "f"? o n'F 

LMNVITATION A LA VALSE” EnglMd,thatevery- 

one looks out for 

PLEASURE ? ” himself. Then he 

IP I DO TAKE THE CrEASES OUT OP MT 

ag ainst a lamp-post. 

- — He is not hurt. He 

... . is only melancholy. 

My guide tells me that this is his habit every morning. I survey 
trodden under foot, hustled by everyone, 
msulted, yet feebly crying for more “ grog ; ” but I feel no surprise. 
T piyself . ‘ After eight days’ experience of this terrible people, 
1 Mansion-Ouse, and 

tnat this helpless bundle of gold lace and rags lying in the gutter, 
nke an unclaimed sack of potatoes, is the great Lor Moire ! ” 


PLEASURE ? ” 

IP I DO TAKE THE CeEASES OUT OP MT 
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A CEUMB OP COMFOET. 

{Cordially administered.) 

Inteklocutoes— T/ie Sympathetic Mi\ Fimch and the Sorely-tried 
British Farmer, 

British Farmer, A Crumb of Comfort, eb ? Well, Mr, P., 

The Crumb ’s a precious little one— for me, 

Mr, Bunch. I fear you ’re right, friend. 

British Farmer, Glad you ’re of my mind. 

Your cuts at me sometimes have not been kind. 

Mr. Bunch, But always fair. 

British Farmer, Humph I The wrong way they ’ve rubbed me. 
The public, as a general rule, have dubbed me 
A most inveterate grumbler, cause or none. 

I don’t grudge wags their little bit o’ fun, 

But now I hope they’ll own I ’ve some excuse 
Por grumbling. 

Mr, Bunch. Yes. But grumbling ’s little use ! 

Better look round, take stock of your position. 

With a keen eye to bettering your condition. 

British Farmer. Look round ? I do ; and see a cheerless sight 
Swamped fields, a harvest spoiled by Swithin’s spite. 

There never was such weather. Why, they say, — 

I read it in the Times myself to-day, — 

This year our grain, two-thirds of it at least, 

Must come from foreign countries, west or east. 

Cold comfort there ! They say those blessed Yanks 
Send us this weather that has played such pranks 
With poor old England. 

Mr, Bunch. That ’s a joke, my friend. 

But wheat, and lots of it, they ’re sure to send. 

British Farmer, Well, that U no joke, for 7n€. 

Mr, Bunch, Ko ; but John Bull, 

When his home granaries are less than full. 

May thank Free Trade that he has free command 
Of the lush harvest of another land. 

And howsoe’er we grumble, or poke fim. 

All Britons’ interests at last are one. I 

British Farmer, But what am I to do ? ' 

Mr. Bunch. You’ve read, no doubt. 

The figures and the facts of Zuicke and Peout P 
^ Food for refieotion there. 

British Farmer, I don’t quite see 

Mr. Bunch, I dare say not, just yet, but bide a wee. 

Shrewd brains and sympathetic are at work 
Upon the task we may no longer shirk, 

Of squaring agriculture with the need 
Of a new time. 

British Farmer, I hope they may succeed. ^ ; 

Mr, Bunch. Science and sense must come to labour’s aid. 

We ’ve not seen the last issue of Free Trade. 

You funk it still, I fear, but by-and-by 
Its further application you may try. 

And find the bogey friendly, after aU. 

British Farmer. Meanwhile the pinch is sharp, 

Mr, Bunch, The comfort ’s small 

That friendly words or prospects far can yield 
^ To present trouble. 

British Farmer, Look at yonder field ! 

A slushy swamp that should be ruddy sheaves ! 

It ’s just heart-breaking ! 

Mr. Bunch, Granted ; and it grieves 

The heart of Bull, and of Hs Mentor,— me, 

So sad and ruinous a sight to see. 

We’re all concerned to help you, in a way 
Whose value may extend beyond to-day. 

Your business now is England’s. Let us hope 
That thought and care with your hard case may cope. 
Meanwhile, cheer up ! Even in this climate queer, 

Wet canH be endless, “better luck next year 

[Left making the lest of it* 


A DEAPER’S MYSTERY. 

The following extract from the advertising columns of a certain 
newspaper, presents an obvious parallel to a pretty passage in one of 
the most elegant, graceful, and imaginative of Shakspeaee’s plays— 

D rapers.— E. S , Eastbourne, wishes to EXCHIHGE SOHS 

with another draper. Has been in the business 12 months. 

To similar effect, conversely, with the above advertisement, Celia 
exclaims in As You Like It— 

“ 0 ray poor Eosalind ! whither wilt thou go ? 

"Wilt thou change fathers ? I will give thee mine.” 


The correspondence, in thought, between the two foregoing 
examples of authorship, as it suggests a comparison of E. S. with 
W. S., implies, perhaps, on the part of E. S. a degree of culture and 
ideality considerably exceeding an ordinary draper’s average. At 
the same time his proposal of an exchange of offspiring, addressed to 
the trade, seems to indicate the existence of quite a peculiar and 
hitherto unknown department in a draper’s business. 


HAPPY-THOUGHT GUIDE TO LONDON. 


{Being a Dickens of a Dickshunary for the use of Visitors to the 
Metropolis.) 


CIYIL - SERYICE 
STORES. — Stores 
where the Cus- 
tomer ought to 
he served more 
civilly than any- 
where else in Lon- 
don. Of course 
the Customer 
himself must he 
equally civil, 
otherwise he for- 
feits Ms privi- 
leges. At the 
entrance, the Civil 
Customer meets 
the Civil Service 
Doorkeeper, who 
immediately holds 
the door open, 
observing, ^ as he 
bows with a 
radiant smile, 
“Delighted to see 
you looking so 
well, Sir, or 
the cold. Allow 

me i " (Sc. 

And the Civil Customer will smile and how, and say, “ Thank you 
so much!” or “A million thanks!” or “Oh, you are quite too 
awfully polite.” To which the Doorkeeper will reply, “ Oh, don’t 
mention it ! ” And so you, if you be the Customer, pass in. 

The rest of the business is conducted on the same polite principles 
of Ci'^ Service. 

“ Would you have the goodness to inform me how much a pound 
that bacon is ? ” 

“ Might I trespass on you to know the exact price of half a half- 
penny packet of ordinary pins ? ” 

To which the Civil Servant will reply, 

“ I have the extreme pleasure to inform you that the article in 
qnestion will come to exactly one fartMng. Shall I make you up a 
packet of that size ? With the greatest possible pleasure. Permit 
me to carry it for you to the door.” 

Then the Civil Customers to one another at the pay-desk : 

“ You will excuse my remarking, my dear Madam, that I have 
been waiting here for some time.” 

“I’m sure I beg you a thousand pardons for presenting myself 
before you, but, noticing that you did not seem to have your purse 
ready, I thought it would give you more time to prepare yourself if 
I were to take your place at the desk.” 

To the Clerks in the pay-place : 

“ I should he so exceedingly obliged if, when you have quite 
finished your conversation with one another — ^but not before— oh, not 
i for the world !— you would give me some of your valuable time and 
invaluable attention.” 

Civil Service customers have to be supplied with a ticket, of wMeh 
particular care must be taken in January. The cold weather affects 
them seriously; in fact, it is said that ^\All tickets expire in Feb- 
ruary — ^therefore use extra caution, take it to a doctor’s, wrap it up, 
protect it, and, if it only survive February, it is safe for another year. 

CLEOPATRA’S HEJEDLE,— Erected on the Thames Embankment 



Ma’am, or Miss. Pray don’t stop out in 


by Professor Erasmus Wilson, of the Skinners’ Company. The 
ISeedle is not an advertisement for Wheeler and Wilson’s Sewing 
Machdaes. Perhaps tMs statement is needless. The hieroglyphics 
on the Obelisk, when translated, mean “ A friend in Heed ’ll be a 
friend in Deed.” This was an old Egyptian proverb {vide Colney 
JEiatcheMs Foreign Library). The other Heedles are still to be seen 
near to the Isle of Wight, but this completes the set. For further 
particulars see Threads of my Discourses, by Mr. Alderman 
Cotton, M.P. ^ 

COACHIHG CLUBS.— Associations of Tutors for seeing pupils 
though various exams. Apply at Crammer’s, Regent Street, ^ere 
are Army Coaches, Havy Coaches, Indian Civil Service Coaches, Uni- 



PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEI. [Septemb^ 6, is ? 



JUPITER PLUYIUS. 

{A Jovial Old Gentleman gushes.) 

Now, my Girls, come get on your goloshes, 
And your waterproof trusty array ; 

You Boys, too, in your spruce mackintoshes : 

And away to the meadow, away ! 

Never mind, though the turf all a s(iuash is, 
Spite of rain, at Lawn Tennis go play ! 

Hop off ; I ’ll hohble on, and my leisure 
Awhile, under shelter, employ 
In watching your game ; I take jjleasure 
In Youth’s laughter, high spirits, and joy ; 
■Which enliven me, too, in a measure, 

I forget not I once was a boy. 


SAINT PARTRIDGE AND SAINT SWITHIN. 

The celebration of the Feast of St. Partridge, which 
fell due on the 1st instant, had this year to be gene- 
rally, if not universally, postponed owing to the lateness 
of the harvest yet to come, if, indeed, the weather will 
allow of. any. This unseasonable and uncanonical put- 
off has been necessitated by the continual rain, of which 
the downpour, now of so long duration, is popularly 
ascribed to the animosity of St. S within. But is that 
imputation sustainable? Can it be possible that St. 
Swithin owes St. Partridge a grudge, which he is paying 
him off, being actuated towards him with such spite ana 
ill-will as to be capable of causing the postponement of 
his Festival by deferring his day, apparently sine die ? 


his Festival by deferring his day, apparently sine die ? 
Is that the way in which one Saint can be imagined 
behaving to another ? Can sweet St. Partridge be con- 
ceived to have soured St. Swithin, offended him, made 
him angry ? Do Saints in the present circumstances and 
situation of St, Swithin stiU remain subject to vindic- 
tive and violent wrath? Tantisne ammis ccelestibus 
iras f No, no. The Saint who could demean himself 
to the petty malice of .hindering the observance of his 
fellow Saint’s anniversary, would be altogether unworthy 
of the name he is invoked by, and the nimbus he wears. 
** VIVISECTION ’ truly be said that St. 

Swithin, for our sins perhaps, has been giving us too 
MelamTioly Barber [with a soul above his business). don’t get much or A much of his nimbus. 

Livin’ by it, Sir ! ” 

Customer {through the lather). “Then— you ottght—for totj scrape— hard 
i ENOUGH— EOR IT ! ! ” A TRULY Rural Dean.— T he Dean of Ferns, 




versify Coaches, and Slow Coaches. They are generally “ full inside,” 

I and mostly “ all right.” Motto of Club, “ Pwpilla ocuKsJ^ 

COAL EXCHANGE. — A most useful establishment when any- 
thing can be exchanged for coals. Some years ago “ the Coal Hole ” 
was a Cave of Harmony in the Strand, like the Cider Cellars in 
Maiden Lane. Information on the subject can be obtained at the 
Coal Exchange from the damsel at the bar, whose attachment to a 
handsome com-heaver has been celebrated in the well-known song, 
which she herself used to sing with much taste and pathos : — 

JSemer ! of thee I ’m sadly thinking ! 

Thy gentle voice my spirits shall cheer. 

Thine was the eye at me always winking 
Over the pint pot containing the beer. 

It is weR worth visiting the Coal Exchange merely to hear this 
beautiful baUad. 

THE COCOA TREE.— In St. James’s Street. 'WeR worth a 
visit. Entrance free as far as the Hall Porter’s desk. Be always 
poRte to this othcial, remembering that any one who is “ JTaZZ 
Porter can’t be a half-and-Aialf sort of a chap, 'WRen there, 
apply to him, and, for a smaR fee, he wiR give you a fuR and inte- 
restiug account of the milk in the Cocoa-nut, though as yet modem 
science has not been able to explain the raison d'etre of the hair out- 
side. Here aR games are played for Cocoa-nuts, and the Members 
travel J^put to the various races with a large supply of this nntri- 
lious fruit, as prizes for successful competitors at Aunt SaRy and 

Cocoa Tree Club is a most thriving estabRshment. 
COLDBATH-FIELDS.— The name speaks for itself. Here the 
tired Londoner can plunge and be invigorated. The fresh sparkling 
stream is suppRed the Bagnlgge-weRs. The Cockneys say that 
** strenfthen yon for going up the HllsJ' 

COILiEGE OF ARMS. — Ask to see the Head. 
C0MMISSI0NNAIRE8. — ^AJl non-commissioned o£S.cers, who, on 
retirement, receive their oommissions ixom the pnbRc. Their head- 1 
quarters used to be Sergeants* Ttiti. 


THE CHEEP OE THE PAETRIDGE. 

Perdix Cinerea loquitur. 

’Tis the voice of the Sportsman. I hear him complain, ^ 

“ All my hopes of big Dags have been damped by the rain. 

With birds shy and scarce, flooded furze and no stubble, 

To beat dripping covers is scarce worth the trouble,” 

Aha ! The wind ’s iR that blows nobody good. 

True the wet has proved fatal to many a brood, 

Parent birds have made moan over eggs swamped and addled, 
"When our covers were lakes in which ducks might have paddled, 
But partridges drowned when they’d scarce chipped the shell, 
Yet,— yes, on the whole, ’tis perhaps just as well. 

Water I Better than fire ; and a cold in the head 
Is not quite so bad as a dose of cold lead. 

Prime time for sweR vassals of powder and shot ! 

What’s September to them, without plenty to pot ? 

Oh! won’t they fume, as they look out this morn 

On these damp furzy swamps, and yon drenched standing corn ? 

Poor grumbling gun-xnaniacs ! Isn’t it fun ? 

In the game Birds v. Barrels ” we birds wiR score one 
Just for once, I should hope. In this heantifnl hog 
I am safe, I should fancy, from man, gun, and dog. 

They may bag a few birds on the skirts of the wheat, 

But I don’t think this cover wiR pay ’em to heat. 

St. Partridge he bothered I St. Swithin ’s my Saint, 

May his rainy rain last, I shaR make no complaint. 

No I Farmers and Sportsmen may grumble together — 

Fox my part, I rather approve of the weather, 

{Left chuckling.) 


Case in iBffl Long Vacation. — Fkrin v. Half crown. 
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COUNTRY SPORTS AND PASTIMES. 

Pipe. 

Groing (with ximbrellas, cloaks, shawls, ulsters, connaTights, and 
waterproofs) to a Ploral and Horticultural Show— dowers, fruits, 
vegetables, table 
decorations, poul- 
try, pigeons, rab- 
bits, guinea - pigs, 
cats, canaries, silk- 
worms, bees, and 
domestic pets — six 
miles in a wag- 
gonette drawn by 
a horse which has 
grown obese and 
lazy through want 
of work ; frequent 
hills, long and steep, 
up which the male 
occupants of the 
carriage, one of 
whom has lost the 
slimness of figure 
which once adorned 
his youth, are ex- 
pected to toil on 
foot ; weath er 
showery, ending in 
a thunderstorm 
which lasts the 
whole of the return 
journey ; detention 
at a "blacksmith’s, 
caused by the horse 
casting a shoe. 

Walking on a hot 
morning with the 
children up a narrow 
lane, rugged, rutty, 
hilly, abounding in 
large and loose 
stones, soil calca- 
reous, and sticky 
from recent rain, to 
see and enjoy the 
extensive view of 
town and country 
from the summit, to 
rest on the grass, 
and gather speci- 
mens of the wild 
flora of the district. 

View blurred and 
obscured by sudden 
shower, grass too 
wet to sit down 
upon, collection of 
harebells, ox-eyed 
daisies, ladies’ fin- 
gers, ragged robin, 
pimpernel, speed- 
well, and other bo- 
tanical rarities ; an 
impossibility: chil- 
dren disappointed 
and fractious^ sup- 
ply of buns inade- 
quate to demand, 
youthful tumbles in 
efforts to gather the 
wild clematis fes- 
tooning the hedges, 
downward journey 
stickier than ever, 
great relief on reach- 
ing “Southfield 
Farin” again. 

Being weighed in 
company with a party of friends and relations. Hesult many 
pounds heavier than you expected, and more than is consistent 
with ease, comfort, and graceful proportions. Jokes, banter, and 
recommendations of “ Anti-Fat.” * 

* The exact weight of our Contributor has been deposited in a sealed 
envelope, bearing an appropriate and identifying motto, at the oflSce for 
future reference.— Ed. 


Escorting the children, in the afternoon, to see the cows milked. 
Freqnent stoppages en route to inspect and admire the pigs, puppies, 
poultry, calves, and other denizens of the somewhat moist and miry 
farmyard, and to take a look of blended fascination and terror at 
that formidable monster the hull, fast bound in his secure and soli- 
tary stall. 

Going over the 
farm, mostly under 
an umbrella, getting 
very damp and dirty, 
and betraying to 
our kind and 
shrewd conductor a 
deep-seated igno- 
rance of crops, ^ soils, 
averages, animals, 
implements, drain- 
ing processes, and 
field operations. 

Between the 
showers, pacing up 
and down in front 
of the farmhiouse, 
attended by 
“Maggie” and 
“Tearem,” Walk- 
ing round and 
round the garden, 
examining the rain- 
gguge and barome- 
ter, watching the 
clouds, sauntering 
into the farm-yard, 
looking into the 
cow-sheds and 
stables, gleaning 
valuable informa- 
tion from the ob- 
liging bailiff, stroll- 
ing by the turbid 
and swollen stream, 
and wishing it was 
in a fit state for 
fishing ; ultimately 
retreating into the 
dining-room when 
the rain again 
comes drifting and 
scudding over the 
hills, and there, in 
a pleasant recess, 
sitting in the win- 
dow-seat, and for- 
getting the weather 
in the pages of Guy 
Manner ing or 
Kenilworth. 

Lounging on the 
hay in the rick-yard 
— when it is fine. 

Lying on the 
straw in the barn 
— when it is wet. 

The chase — a 
rat-hunt ! 

Feeding the 
poultry. 

Ordering dinner— 
to be ready half-an- 
hour earlier than 
usual, as it may clear 
up in the afternoon 
in time to go and see 
the fiood. 

Q^uestioning all 
the oldest and most 
experienced autho- 
rities in the parish 
on the subject of 
the weather, and recording in a large note-hook local proverbs and 
superstitions about rain, wind, clouds, storms, rainbows, and sunsets. 

Writing letters, one especially to the old and faithful retainer in 
charge of your house, to acquaint her that you may return home a 
week sooner than you intended, in consequence of the weather. 
Making up your meteorological diary. Making your Will. 

Bed, 9*30 p,m. 



^'MAKE THE BEST OF IT.^^ 

“ Never mdtd the RAlIx, mt Dears. This is what tott can do with a Sou’ -Wester 
AND Fisherman’s Jersey. And not so bad, after all ! ” 
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VOICE FROM THE WEST. 

Measter Punch, 

ZuMTiMES I ha’ thowt, as I 
zot i’ th’ earner, a-zmokin’ me 

WhS: th’ yarmer t’ goo droo ’s a-got 
m* his crops ayore ar’n’ o’ ’em 
be ripe ; 

Yet mid he but reap what ’s a-zown, 
an’ gather an’ kip what’s a-got, 
Yree-treade an’ bad seasons mid 
vrown, he ’d mb droo ’t all con- 
tent wi’ his lot ; 

But th’ yoke ’at there he vor to 
kip— pon-me-song, ’tis a puzzle 
t’ me — 

Upon zoo many yacres o’ land, that 
we aU be zo fess as we be ! 

Jest zo fur dtheasum lines I’d 
a-pen’d, Medster Punchy when 
there cum t’ me back, 

“Wi’ a grin on his yeace, neighbour 
Cox but I ’E write down th’ 
words we did crack : — 

, Cox, Why jes-zo Lord Bea- 
COKSFIELD zays; top o’ peaper 
I ’ ve zeen it i’ prent — 

Dree rents must he paid hy th* 
landP (Noolwonder our money ’s 
a-spent !) 

' 2%’ laVrer his wages must hen ; an* th* landlord his rent^ twice a year ; 

An* th* varmer hev soHkin* t* live on ; ” tho’ markets an’ seasons he queer. 

Jere, About gurt men, I b’lieye, it ’s a-zaid, th’ zeame thowts ’ill creep into 
th’r 3read, 

But tidden jest what I da mean, what th’ gurt man in Lon’ on ’s a-zaid. 

1 be n’t goin’ t’ zay — no not I ! that I yind any fau’t wi’ lan’lord. 

He ’s a-born to high steation, an’ zoo he ’s a right to all we can afiord ; 

But when I ’m a little bit push’d, I do dthink how th’ load do increase, — 

Th’ schoolmeasters, sojers, an’ saEors, jails, paupers, highways, an’ ponce, 

Th’ kippers, th’ y§.gents, th’ lawyers, aE a teakn a puE at oone cup, 

Whatsoever th’ laud may brmg forth, noo wonder ’t is all zwoller’d up ! 

Cox. Bravo, Jerb ! thee’st come a bit roun’ ; hut dtheiis lan’lords dost worship 
zo muon, 

Tidden they that do prey on th’ land, hut th’ laws ’at do meake ’em as such ; 
Wold faggots o’ ship-skins, an’ wax, ink, an’ dry-dust, wi’ red teape a-tied, 

Wi’ entails an’ dowries zo loaded they cou’dn’ he free ef they tried ! 

WeE I Th’ land, we he twold, must he juggl’d — ^hocus-pocus— its dree rents to 
yield. 

But there ’s oone ’at ye both ha’ vorgotten, — seest yonder fat rook i’ th’ yield ? 
Jere. Th’ parson ! 

Cox. ^ Th’ tithe-rew^ be zure ! ’at both thee an’ Lord B. ha’ vorgat ! 

How, yarming can’t carry vower rents /—hut I ’ll tell ’e a tale ’ats ’ zo pat : 

A wheeler hy trade was John Jukes, like a brave ’un he ’d work a long day, 

An’ th’ harder he work’d the moore jolly, wi’ a light purse he’d just pay 
his way; 

But oone night he did hit on a plan o’ me'aken o’ mouse-traps hy steam, 

An’ straightway sioh work did come to un, an’ money Eke gold in a dream; 

Zix yoremen John paid t’ look a’ ter a parcel o’ journeymen chaps, 

An’ he furnished hisself wi’ a carriage, an’ all th’ wide world wi’ his traps ; 

But hime-hy a slackness come roun’, whEe his spending run on aE the same, 

An’ John, to his horror, f’un’ out Yankee mouse-traps, dirt-chip, were to 
blame ,* — 

Gone day in his carriage I met uu, a-wasted t’ poor skin-an’-grief, 

Zays he, “ Win, do’e gi’e me advice, I ’m a- broke if I don’t get relief.” 

Zays I, “ J OHN, do’e zm dtheiis vine carriage, get rid o’ th’ fools ye’ve a-made ; 
If stiE ye can do a day’s work ye may stiE drive a good wholesome trade. 

But as for dtheiis fal-lals and folEes, ye mid stau’ vor a time such expense, 

But th’ iudeaken o’ mouse-trajps oon’t car’ itT’—Zo there now, ’at’s 


Christian Ministers of all denominations would find that 
district an eligible sphere of missionary usefulness. The 
Bishop of Manchester might as weU perhaps look to it. 
If he doesn’t, Stiggins^ or the local Anti-Bishop may. 

But what is the desiderated Christian lo understand 
by “ Ho chEdren ” ? That he mustn’t bring any, or that 
there are none in the house, and that he is presumed 
to entertain, in virtue of his religion, some peculiar 
objection to children ? In that case, the party adver- 
tising for a Christian lodger apparently professes, and 
contemplates him as professing, some very recently 
developed form of Christianity. 


common sense ! 


good 
Jebe Smaelbone, 


A DISTRICT IH DAEKHESS, 


Eei^, extracted from a Manchester paper, is an enigma in the form of an 
advertisement, of 


r^LEAH 
yj child: 


comfortable LODGIHOS, for a Young Man. Christian preferred. Ho 
coildren. Address, &c., Ardwick. ^ 



^ ^ nobody. 

The relative proportion of Chris- 


PLAY VERSUS WORK, 

Ho WAD ATS half-a-score of weekly papers indulge their 
readers with glimpses of scenes from the “ private life ” 
of public men. Some of these sketches are innocent 
enough, whEe others are not so blameless. The latest 
edition of the Est is a series of papers called Workers 
at Play. 

Always ready to improve a good idea, 3fr. Punch would 
suggest a companion volume, to be entitled Players at 
Work. To put the matter in a practical form, he pub- 
Eshes a sam^e “ first number,” which is heartEy at the 
service of the professional “ biograiihers ” : — 

MR. HURRY SKURRY LOUHGE IH MUSCLEDOM. 

Some miles from London exists an old house buried in 
a forest of trees. A few paces from the principal en- 
trance is a racecourse, in the back garden there are 
excellent preserves, and at the end of the lawn appears 
a lake weE stocked with all sorts of fish. In the 
county of Loamshire there is not a more convenient 
country residence. 

It is night as we enter Mr. Hurrt Skurrt Lounge’s 
sanctum. He is dressed in full evening costume, and 
nods as we approach him, 

“ Glad to see you,” he says with a yawn. And we can 
hut admire the muscular development of his finely- 
shaped throat. 

We hint that we should like to know how he has 
been pending the last eighteen hours. 

“Well, I came here,” he says, taking up a bedroom 
candlestick, “for perfect guiet. After a long London 
season, one requires rest, don’t you know ? ” 

We agree with him cordiaEy. 

“ WeE, I was up at a guarter to five this morning,” he 
continues. “ I wanted to try a mare I have in training, 
and didn’t wish, to he overlooked by the touts from the 
sporting papers. So I walked five mEes out and five 
nules in, and got up a very good appetite for breakfast.” 
Ag^ we encourage him with our approval. 

“Then some of the girls came to see me, so I had to 
take part in twenty or thirty games of Lawn Tennis. 
You know that cousins (especially when they belong to 
the fair sex) will have their way. We were interrupted 
by the gong for luncheon.” 

“Yes?” 

“WeE, the afternoon passed in the usual manner. 
The Horth of our county is playing the South at cricket. 
Our side was in, and_ at about three o’clock I found it 
was my turn to^ go iu for a second innings. Knocked 
about the baE in fine style, Sir, and was not out for 
seventy- two ! It was now too late to do anything very 
athletic, so I fiEed up the pause before dressing for 
dinner with a run of a dozen miles or so on a bicycle.” 
Again we nodded, 

“ Well, dinner over, of course we had dancing 
know what a country-house is when it’s fiEl of 
If I waltzed once, I waltzed a dozen times, am 
precious glad that the hour has arrived for bed.” 

“You seem to have had a great deal to do,” we hint. 
“ I guestion whether I could get through the same amount 
of work.” 

course you couldn’t, because you are such a busy 
fellow'. But, you see, Jhave nothing on earth to do, so 
I have plenty of time to be lazy ! ” 

And mth a gigantic yawn, Mr. Hurry Skurrt 
Lounge lights his candle, and retires to rest. 


You 
leople. 
I am 


lodging-house keeper IS clearly not bigoted, me relative propoi 
t^s to the rest of the population in and about Ardwiok would seem, from the 
above mtunation, to he of questionable magnitude ; so much so as to suggest that 


The Best Tourist’s Compajston for 1879,— An Um- 

breEa, 


To CosAssPO^DBiTTS. Tkt SdUoT does not hold no’case can these dc retur/ied unless accompa/iied a 
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fellers, j est oae of the latter too 

OTir lot, and they always counts 
^ ’Abet as two / 

I tell yon, old man, ’twas my day. I was never in lovelier form ; 

And as for the pettionts, Chaelie, I regidar took them by storm. 

Two was told on to me— Liz and Caeet— but, bless yer, I fetched ’em all round. 
I shonld make a ’ot Hottoman, Chaelie, Turk style suits me down to the 
ground. 

We wos off by the earliest train, and ’ad breakfast, a buster, oncf root; 

Cold tea, ’ard biled heggs, and green happles, — ^you know gurls is nuts upon 
fruit, — 

Wound up with a nip and a Pickwick. I tell yer it wasn’t arf bad. 

There is nothing like starting a spree with a good bottom layer, my lad. 

We ’adn’t much time by the briny, the weather, as usual, was rummy ; 

But the fun on the road made up that, and our progs was peculiar lummy. 

Tuck in ? ’Tain’t the word. If you ’d spotted the tea as we nine put away, 
You ’d ’a said that, at ninepence a nut, ’twas a spec as looked ’ardly like pay, 

Srimps ? Scissors ! ’Ow Caeet did crunch ’em I Ho finnicking peeling, — no 
fear ! 

Heads off, and then bolt, holus-bolus, — that ’s bizness ! And as for the beer, — 
Hot to name other labels of lotion— well, nines into thirty won’t go ; 

But put it in pots, my dear boy, and you’ll not be far from it, Yknow. 

Cornin’ ’ome was the barney, my bloater ! We got in together, us nine ; 

Caeet sat on my knee in one corner, there bein’ a rush on the line. 

Young Geeen’s concertina was ’andy, Tom Blogo’s a rare dab at the bones, 

If we didn’t raise thunder and tommy, old chap, it ’s a caution to Jones. 

We did give it tongue I can teU yer, I didn’t choke off, not a minnit, 

And when I bring out my top notes, railway whistles is simply not in it. 

We chorus’d and clump’d it to rights ; for a row-de-dow toe-and-heel treat 
The ffoor of a long railway carriage, third class, isn’t easy to beat. 

Then the chaff at the Stations ! ’Twas spiffing ! We put some old guys on 
the wax. 

Do they think when a gent rides by rail he' must pass all his time reading tracks ? 
A fig for sech mumchance old mivvies ! I ’ates the ’ole bullion-mouthed brood. 
When a feller is out on the bristle a joUy good ’owl does ’im good. 

As for languidge I Them TeUgraff twaddlers may trot out their Catos and such ; 
Is a chap on the scoop to be burked f or a “ bio wed ” or a “ blooming ” too much ? 
Yah I Talk is like tea ; it wants “ lacing ” with something a little hit strong, 
And if it do run to a now and then, why I don’t fox the wrong. 

It ’s all G-ospel-shop gruel, dear boy. We ’ll look after our own parts of speech, 
And rap out a hoath now and then without asking a prig on the preach. 

Wot limp ’uns there is in the world ! Why, a gurl in our carriage that night 
Booty nigh did a faint at our fun, and I Imow it was all nastj spite. 


A chalky-faced creature she were, and she sat by ’erself 
and looked sad, 

And when Tom cheeked her up she complained that our 
bacco-smoke made ’er feel bad. 

And we just sing a lit softer? Oh, snakes! we’d 
the highest old game, 

TOl a big chap stood up from behind, and declared ’twas 
a thxmdering shame. 

He ’d a fist like a sledge, so we stashed it. But wasn’t 
it like her dashed cheek ? 

’Owsomever we made up in shindy ; they can’t guod a 
chap for a squeak, 

I never did ’ear sech a rouser ; and as for that impident 
Caeet, 

She swears if there is a gay dasher, it ’s 

Yours as per usual, 

’Abet. 


IMPENDING EXCHANGES. 

The Baltic for the Baltic Coffee House. 

Bulgaria for Belgravia. 

The Black Forest for Wood Green. 

Broadstairs for the Broadway (Hammersmith). 
Brussels for the Waterloo Road. 

Burlington Bay for the Burlington Arcade. 

The Grand Canal for the Paddington Canal. 

Chamouni for the Savoy. 

La Grande Chartreuse for the Charter House. 

China for the Potteries. 

Copenhagen for Denmark Bill. 

The Caledonian Canal for the Caledonian Road. 

Deal for the Royal Oak. 

The Forest of Dean for Bishop’s Road. 

Edinburgh for Scotland Yard. 

Filey for Sheffield. 

The Hew Forest for the Old Bailey, 

The Lake of Geneva for Ball’s Pond. 

Giant’s Causeway for Westminster HaU. 

Inverness for Inverness Terrace, 

Jerusalem for the Old Jewry. 

Lausanne for the Swiss Cottage. 

Loch Katrine for Catherine Street, Strand. 

Lombardy for Lombard Street* 

Lowater for Bayswater. 

Madrid for the “ Spaniards ” (Hampstead). 

Majorca for the Minories. 

Milan for Mile End, 

The Mer de Glace for the Crystal Palace. 

The Meeting of the Waters for Clapham Junction. 
Mont Blanc for Snow Hill. 

Mont Cenis for the Holborn Viaduct. 

Hiagara for the Chelsea Waterworks, 

The Hile for Egyptian Hall. 

Horth Devon for South Molton Street, 

Orme’s Head for Orme’s Square, 

Oporto for Cork Street. 

Patterdale for Paddington. 

Poste Restante for the G, P. 0. 

St, Petersburg for Moscow Road. 

The Pontine Marshes for the Essex Marshes. 

Ramsgate for Lambeth. 

Scarborough for the Borough. 

The Seashore for the Strand. 

The Isle of Skye for the Sky of London. 

South Africa for South Kensington. 

Stockholm for StockweU. 

The Tiber for Tybumia. 

St. Mark’s, Venice, for Mark Lane. 

The Great Wall of China for the Charing Cross radius. 
W (h)itstable for Whitefriars. 


"Wonderful Alteration. 

Feom the City, and in attendance at the Conference 
xmdermentioned, the Times Correspondent reports that— 

“The quaint and quiet old city of Basle is very lively | 
to-day, Tne Evangelical Alliance is holding its seventh confer- 
ence here.’* , 

This is remarkable. The times are changed. How an 
Evangelical Assembly imparts liveliness to the place it is 
held in ; whereas in other days it would rather have 
rendered it “ serious.” 


VOL<. Lxxvir. 


L 




110 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. fSKPimBBR 13, 1879. 



A CONSIDERATION. 


Sir Charles, “ I shottli) like of all things to see you in Parliament, 
Charley.” 

Son and JSeir, 

SORT of place ; 


“ Well, Sir, I don’t mind ; I believe it ’s a vepvY good 

AND THEN IT ’S SO HANDY TO THE AQUARITTM.” 


EXAMINATION PAPERS FOR SCHOOLMASTERS. 

(To he set hy the Boy of the Future,) 

1. What do youimderstand by the term “ breakfast” ? 
Do you consider a breakfast complete ■witbout tea, coffee, 
kidneys, chops, cold meat, potted shrimps, honey, jani| 
and hot rolls and butter ? 

2. Point out the defects of Mrs. Squeers^s domestic 
management at Dotheboys Hall, Yorkshire. 

3. Define “lunch,” and give your opinion as to the 
advisability of using once-cooked meat for a hash. 

4. Give the fuR meaning of “swipes,” “ stick- jaw 
pudding,” and “ resurrection pie.” 

5. At what hours of Ithe day and night may a glass of 
sherry-and-bitters be taken with advantage ? 

6. What wines do you give your boarders at lunch, 
dinner, and supper ? 

7. Given the kitchen garden in May, and the run 
of the cruet-stand— make a salad. 

8. What do you know about entrees 9 

9. Write a short biography of either Soyee or Eran- 

CATELir. 

10. Explain^ the uses of Harvey’s Sauce, truffles, 
garlic, chilli vinegar, and capers. 

11. Write a short essay upon “A little dinner for 
four.” 

12. Do you believe in bread-sauce, currant-jelly, and 
mint-sauce ? If you do, give as fully as possible your 
reasons for this belief. 

13. How should coffee be made ? 

14. Give the menus of the dinners with which you have 
entertained your boarders every day for the last six 
weeks. 

15. Give your opinion upon the following much- 
mooted points — (1) Wine at breakfast ; (2) Ice after 
dinner ; (3) Sweets at lunch ; (4) and Champagne at 
dessert. 

16. And lastly, supposing you supply your pupils 
with food that would amply coutent a gourmet and a 
gourmand^ do you really expect them to bo satisfied ? 


Xiegislation and Iiung-W’ork. 

How much can “ ParKament out of Session” 
Help “ Agricultural Depressiou ” ? 

As much, by talk, mere talk, no doubt, 

As when ’twas in, so now ’tis out. 


MUSIC HALLS FOE THE mLLlON. 


accompaiuea oy mr. ana Mrs. (Jowper-Temple, the Earl and 
Countess Cowper, Sir Charles Trevelyan, and the Rev. Canon 
Duckworth. What would Mrs. Grundy say ? Of course, “ How 
shocking I” And’ARRT? “What a lark I” For ’A rrt no doubt 
has mtormation enough to apprehend that gentlemen and ladies of 
rai^ and repute, such as those above-named, would be ridiculously 
unfit to be seen in a haunt of low dissipation, associating with him- 
seli, and aUowmg their ears to be disgusted if not defiled by the 
strms of ms favourite vocalists, singing the songs which he loves. 

People, however, not above holding shares in a Music HaU Com- 
mny are surely quite capable of visiting, if not frequenting, a Music 
±laU. And all the foregoing names, and those of no less than 
eigfi^and-forty other more or less distinguished personages, appear, 
in a Prospectus, as the members of a “ Provisional Council,” at the 
fisbrnenUf ^sfe formed to promote the estab- 

Biit now for wiat perhaps, will term a “ sell!” The 

Musio Halls whioh those “ SweUs” and “ Hohs” (as he would call 
tuem propose to supp^k wiR not be establishments in which ’ Abry 
could obtam B. anfi S., for. example. At least he could only get 
J^fhout the B. They will he Temperance Music 
PrS: tvT • mcorporated by the name of “The 

COPPW. Limited.” This Association professes 
working and lower 

midffle classes, freed fiom the elements of intoxicating drink, and 

• ^^ 4 .^ statement, it would he another “ sell ” for 

■amax to be apprised that, regaidu^ mnno as a recreation peculiarly 


suitable, after a hard day’s work, for persons in the condition of the 
masses : — 

“ This Company vrill provide for such persons an entertainment to which 
any man may take his wife and daughters, or even aUow his wife and 
daughters to go by themselves.” 

No such entertainment, of course, would ’Aery patronise with his 
presence— not if he knew it. The recreation would perhaps be even 
more out of his way than the refreshment. Amongst the names on 
the Council of the “ Coffee Music HaU Company ’’appear those of 
Sir Julius Benedict, and Mr. and Mrs. German Reed. These are 
obviously guarantees for the music of the contemplated Coffee Music 
Halls, in addition to the other names ; aU so many securities also 
for the words that will he sung to it. 

The Promoters of the Coffee Music HaU Company, having every 
reason to believe that Coffee Musio HaUs will prove a good commer- 
cial speculation, accordingly iavite appUcation for shares to be made 
to the Directors through their Bankers, Messrs. Hoabe. Here, 
therefore, is an opportunity for a good work, and also a chance of an 
equally good investment ; of ^ reaping a reward by beneficence, in- 
stead of, as too commonly, incurring the unpleasant drawback of 
self-sacrifice, in being money out of pocket. 


A FRENCH TRANSLATION. 


In the department of the Hautes Alpes there is a place which 
hears the more remarkable than generaUy weU-known local name of 
Gap, This Gw in the High Alps is a diocese, and not a crevasse, 
Lhe Journal Officii the other day annouiLced the appointment of 
Bishop of Gap, to the vacant see of Amiens. 

Not to suggest a comparison wMch may he deemed irreverent, if 
not omous, and mthout intending any disrespect to a doubtless 
venerable Prelate, it may nevertheless he said — ^fet us hope without 
offence that Mgr. Gdilbert, now that he has been iransmrred from 



Qti-p to Amiens, occupies a position in wMch. lie cannot "but a little 
remind one of Bottom the Weaver with, the donkey’s head on, to 
whom Beter Quince, in the Midsummer Nights Dream, exclaims, 
** Bless thee, Bottom ! bless thee thou art translated ! ” Only, if 
anybody has pronounced a benediction on Bishop Gtjilbeet, it is 
Leo the Thieteenth, and no such personage as Peter Quince.^ 

The Journal Officiel further states that the Abb^ Roche is to 
succeed Monsignor G^eilbeet in the see of Gap. In that case it is 
to be hoped that M. Roche will proye a credit^le stop-gap. 


HAPPT-THOUGHT GUmE TO LONDON. 

(Being a Dickens of a Dickshunary for the use of Visitors to the 
Metropohs.) 

COYENT GARDEN MARKET.— -The sweetest, nastiest, pret- 
tiest, dirtiest, brightest, dullest, beautifullest, beastliest place in all 
London. The road round the Market being generally almost im- 
passible, is invariably chosen by cabmen whose fares are in a hurry, 
as the shortest route from East to West, or vice versa. The smeR of 
the refuse on a fine summer’s morning must be most exhilwating to 
the residents and the extreme vegetarian. The pavement is, for the 
most part, tastefully strewn with oranee-peel, cabbage-stalks, and 
flower-stems, insuring the pedestrian all the excitement of ice on 
the path in the middle of summer. Here the Clowns^ and Pan- 
taloons study the effect of butter-slides for the forthcoming Panto- 
mimes. The Language of Flowers, as heard among the carts, is not 
the most lovely in the world. Thanks to the exertions of the em- 
ployee at the Tavistock and Bedford hotels, under the piazza, the 
roadway on their side is kept tolerably clear. The latter house, 
sweetly, neatly, and comfortably kept in a good old-fashioned way 
by Mistres A. Wabitee, is “ A. Wunner ” ; and while most reason- 
able to everyone, is dear to aU its patrons, who clin^ to it as a home 
in London. Mr, Punch speaks of it as a very old friend, for ’twas 
here that the ‘ ‘ Men of Mark ” — of “ dear old Maek ” — ^with S htb i e y 
in his brilliant white waistcoat, at their* head, were wont to congre- 


gate and discuss the affairs of the nation. Floreat Bedford ! And 
oh if the Duke would but have the Market, or a part of it, moved 
elsewhere, or make some improvements there, then would we bless 
the Duke of Bebeoeb, as we do his Grace of Aegyxl ! 

CRICKET.— Chiefly associated in London with “ on the hearth.” 
But if the CLuestion be asked ** Where on dearth shall we go for 
cricket ? ” the answer will be “ Lords,” as preferable to “ Commons,” 
which are generally such a distance from town. The great games 
are at Lord’s, but there is also the Oval, Kennington, where they 
carry on their little games just as well. At the Oval neither the 
TJniversity nor Public School Matches have been played i when this 
happens, it wRl be aw oval proceeding— which, as a pun, is qvite too 
ovally shocking ! Admission, as a member, to Lord’s is by ballot- 
cricket ballot, of course ; and a certain age being an essential quali- 
fication, the candidate must not be past mark of mouth, which is 
certified by the dentist in attendance, who draws your stumps, if 
necessary. 

THE CRITERION. — FamiHarly abbreviated as “The Cri.” 
Usually the Full Cri. The refreshment dep^tment is Messrs. 
Spiees aitd Pond’s, which suggests an excellent idea of co-operative 
qualities— the sharpness of Spears and the depth of Pond. The 
former’s advice to the barmaids is, “ Look after the Pence, and the 
Ponds ’ll look after themselves.” 

CRYSTAL PALACE. — One of the finest sites about London. 
Latterly the Show has not been equal to the Site. The visitor to 
London wishing to see the Crystal Palace, can do so with advantage 
to his pocket 5om Piccadilly, opposite the Green Park. If it is a 
fine day, he wili enjoy this view, and can easily imagine the rest. 
The Directors of the C. P. Co. must have felt at times inclined to 
label it “ Glass— with care.” 

i CUSTOMS. — ^AH sorts of peculiar customs in London. Yisitors 
from the country and foreigners have only to call at the Customs 
House, where, on jpayment of a small fee, they wiU be duly in- 
structed. Lessons from ten to four. 

The Peopee Place eoe the Cutlees’ Feast.— The Edgeware Road. 









THE AGE OE MUETt ; 

OE, yrSAT IT OUGHT TO COME TO. 

His Majesty met the Czab, to-day at the little Russian border town of 
Alexandrawo.’^ — 2Hmes JBerlin Correspondent. 

Ah' event like the above naturally fills tbe European atmosphere 
yrith many mmonrs, ^ These, however, Mr, Funch has never been 
in the habit of regarding either with very much interest or satisfac- 
tion. What august personages, when they meet, do say, or are sup- 
posed to say, strikes him as far less gratifying than what they ought 
to say. He, therefore, supplies the deficiency on the present occa- 
sion, in the shape of the following dramatic sketch, a couple of 
copies of which he has already despatched to AJexandrawo, in the 
hope that it may be found useful and suggestive on the next. 

ScsEira — A 'Railway Platform at a small border Town, An August 
Hephew, surrounded hy a hrilUant Suite, discovered waiting the 
arrival of a Train, jEnter, from a saloon carriage, an August 
Uncle, followed hy a distinguished Staff, 

August Tlnck, Well met, my Hephew. {They embrace,) And 
thanks, in the name of the great Ea'fcherland, for this cordial recep- 
Uon. I see the heroic Popingingerkintsky Begiment, of which, I 
believe, I am the honorary Coiporal, Hnes the ticket-ojOdce. ’Tis 

thus, -’tis thus (Refers to his Notes,) — ^Ah, yes, of course : ’tis 

thus^ the Kaiser of one army is the Corporal of another, and vice 
versa. Thus, that the mighty military brotherhood effected in Ihe 
union of 'the HohenzoILem and the Bomanoff, guarantees, at the 
cannon s mouth, the .perpetuity of those principles of the barrack- 
room, which 

A^mt Nephew, Quite so. But if you wouldn’t mind stepping 
behind the refreshment counter, — rather — ^wanted to ask you — 
if 

August Uncle, Of co'urse j — ^if I am going to make you a Drum- 
Major of the 89th Dragoons of the line. I n.T] n- See, here is 'the fuH- 


^ess uniform, drum and all, in the luggage- van ; and I mean to add, 
if I can find room for them on your breast, the Star of the Order of i 
the Blue Hysena (third class), and the Grand Cross of the Iron Side- 
board of Prussia. You seem f uU ; but,— ah ! the very thing. Here 
is a vacant spot on the side of your neck, [Fins them on, 

August Nephew Rowing), Thanks. But if you would have the 
goodness to step this way ? (They retire to the Refreshment Counter,) 
And, now that we can talk freely, I must tell you, worthy TJnole, 
franldy and at once, that I have had enough of all this foolery. 

August Uncle, Foolery ? But you surprise me I What — doesn’t 
it fit comfortably in the back ? 

August Nephew, Hay, do not misunderstand me. I am not 
attacking the tailor, hut the system. Why should you, a hoary and i 
respected veteran, and I, an elderly gentleman, — ^for I ’m getting on, 
—deck ourselves out, on every possible occasion, in trappings which, ! 
if Ihey are anything more than a bit of Tulgar and idiotic display, 
imply distinctly that we are both of us, belted, spurred, and armed, , 
as the representatives of two mighty military hosts, ready to rush 
headlong to carnage on the fiLrst battle-field that offers. 

August Uncle {interested). Dear me, there is something in that. 
Eh?— Well, as far as I am personally concerned, you know, I would 
go about in an Ulster to-morrow. But my people ? I must, you 
see, think of them. Believe me, my August Boy, it is the military 
vapouring of the nation that forces the ruler on to the horse’s back. 

August Nephew, Worthy, bnt misguided Uncle, I, would put it 
rather thus : It is the military tailoring of the ruler that crushes the 
nation under the horse’s hoofs. 

August Uncle, And you are not, then, of opinion that cutting off 
the flower of the nation from productive labour, inducing the stag- 
nation of trade, and exciting revolution at home and revenge abroad, 
is, on the whole, worth the privilege of belonging to a- higbly re- 
spectable military family and sleeping in epaulettes ? 

August Nephew, Well, no, dear Uncle ; to be frank with you, I 
am not. 
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“the flesh-pots.” 

The Parson, ** I vekt sobet to heae, IIrs. Brown, that yott were 

PRESENT, LAST KiGHT, AT A * PLYMOUTH BRETHREN’S ’ TeA-MeETING. I HAVE 
OFTEN TOLD YOU THAT THESE DOCTRINES ARE HIGHLY ERRONEOUS 1 ” 

Mrs, Brown. Erroneous, Sir, their Doctrines may re ; but their Cake, 

WITH SULTANY RaISINS, IS EXCELLENT ! ” 


August Uncle. "Well, well, boy,— you. shall have your little whim. Eh? A 
general disarmament ? There — ^there— say no more about it, I will tell Bis- 
marck to wire at once to Paris and Yienna, and the thing ’s done. 

August Mephew (moved). Thanks, prompt and worthy Tkicle — a thousand 
thanks! Ah I you know not what it is to wear three breast-plates night 
and day, and have your soup, tepid, through a spongy iron filter ! 

August Uncle (confidentially). My boy, I do! (They both laugh heartily.) 
And now to promulgate the new era. (Leaving the Refreshment Counter.) 
Grentlemen, you may all return to 'your ploughshares, your bureaux, your 
counters, your coal-mines, and your children ! 

All (with enthusiasm). Impossible! It is scarce seventeen years that we 
have parted from these trifi.es, and we are all as yet a little on the right side of 
seven-and-f orty ! We repeat, once more, respectfully, “Impossible!” 

August Nephew. 1^0, my friends— not so. Henceforth the Eomanofi and 
the HohenzoUern will each cultivate not the military but the social traditions 
of his house. Prepare for a surprise ! We have each ordered our first evening 
suit. To-morrow Europe becomes a vast ‘ ‘ At home,” 

August Uncle {fahing his hand). Yes, my boy, — ^millions cannot conveniently 
cross frontiers in dancing boots and evening dress. Cheer, Gentlemen, for 
the age of Mufti has commenced. 

{They gradually remove each other^s decorations as the Curtain descends. 


Hard Lines in Hives. 

Feed your Bees. If you don’t, they won’t survive the winter. They have 
not made honey enough to last them through it. The little busy Bee tnat is 
when it can be, has, owing to bad weather, been obliged to remain idle, and 
was unable to improve the shining hour for the want of sunshine. So, in effect, 
says a Bee-keeper instructmg, in the Times, other keepers of Bees; which 
insects he informs them that— 

“ Some prefer loaf-sugar for feeding, but the best refined moist will answer eqnaUy 
as well.” 

StiU it may be imagined that, as food for Bees, your loaf-sugar would be 
the nearest thing to your bread. 


WOEDS WITHOUT SONGS. 

Mr DEAR Mr. Punch, 

I HAVE been very much struck by a correspond- 
ence that has recently appeared in the columns of one 
of your contemporaries about the scarcity of good English 
songs. I do not think that the matter has received fair 
treatment. It has been assumed hy some of the writers 
that we have no good composers, when, as a matter of 
fact, the poets and not the musicians are in fault. Some 
one has said (or if he has not said it, he ought to say it 
immediately), “ Let me make the words of a nation’s 
songs, and anyone else may compose the music.” If we 
had better poetry, we should have better ballads. Under 
these circumstances, I have no hesitation in rushing 
myself to the assistance of our song-makers. They want 
novelty, and I think I can supply the article in great 
profusion. 

As an earnest of my powers, I give a few specimens. 
The first I select is quite a new idea. Why should we 
not have songs about village pumps, new brass door- 
knockers, or old street-lamps ? In the foILowiag I have 
taken as a theme a well-known article in constant 
domestic use. I have called it — 

THE SOUND SIGNAL. 

The Babe is startled on the nursery floor ; 

The Schoolboy pauses in his game ; 

The Lover lingers at his darling’s door, 

And half forgets to breathe her name. 

The six weeks’ Bride with blushing pleasure leads ; 

The Justice follows with his dame. 

With hurried steps march Men of Thoughts and Deeds. 

The Grandsire strives to march the same. 

“ Come the short and the long to the boom of nw dong,” 
Are the words to the song of the loud Dinner-Gong. 

Then again, why should not foreign fairy tales suggest 
occasionally an idea ? The story of the lAttle Tin Soldier 
has often appeared to me to contain the germ of a notion. 
I have knocked off a quaint little something (of which 
below I give the first verse), which I frankly admit is 
founded upon this fable. I call it 

THE IMPECUNIOUS WAREIOR. 

Came a penniless hero dancing 
To the place where Love was lancing 

A number of darts very bold, dear I 
“ My belle I feign would be ringing.” 

My beau must list while I’m singing.” 

And this was the song, I am told, dear. 

** Din a din, din a Sin I 
What is love without tin. 

My poor little light-hearted soldier ? ” 

But perhaps the most touching swig in my portfolio 
is one which deals with the life of a well-known type 
of London Society. The mother with a daughter to 
marry is a character that might move the sternest heart 
to pity. I call the little poem I have written about 
this unhappy lady 

THE MIDDLE-AGED MATCH-GIEL. 

It was terribly dreary 
In the well-lighted haU, 

She was fearfully weary 
At the very late ball. 

For oh! she had been sitting 
Yery close to the wall 
For hours, yes, unremitting, 

Smiling to one and all. 

She was the middle-aged Match-Girl ; 

Matchmaking, yes, was her care ; 

Her child was the no-^eat-catch girl, 

And he the much-chivied heir ! 

There 1 I think this last idea simply charming ; and 
if some of our clever Composers would only come to 
me, there would be no further complaint about the dearth 
of native talent. In conclusion, I particularly pride my- 
self on the fact that the above songs are entirely original. 
We have had nothing like them before. 

Believe me, dear Mr. Punch, yours sincerely, 

Apollo Junior, 

Butterfly Gardens (late Grub Street). 


The Death Stroke to Art in the East.— A knock- 
down blow on the Temple. 




BETWEEN THE ACTS. 

PioiT-PLO^r loquitur : — 

Hah ! “ One man in Ms time plays many parts/’ 
So saith the English Shakspease, doth he not ? 
Meaning— no matter ! Preachers stretch their text 
Ofttimes beyond its first si^ficance, 

Eor special anplication,— -why not I ? 

Jhave played many parts, nor played them ill, 
Though mostly minor ones, alas ! But now, 

"What i£ poor Pnoir-PLOir, much derided “Pro.”, 
Mere General Utility Man, sometimes 
Esteemed the yeriest Super, should at last, 

Though late yet not too late, possess a chance ? 
jpia ! It likes me well, right well, i’ faith. 
Methinks that I could star it with the best, 

PTould they but let me. B-r-r-r ! I bear a chest, 
And boast a calf ! Yon swaggerer on the wall 
Had port and front no better than mine own. 

So bravely mounted, booted, spurred, and draped, 
y th rampant charger, and with flying cloak. 

He shows pure demi-god. Set Mm afoot 
^side me, and I ’d match him brow for brow, 

Jme cMsdled lip for lip, forelock for forelock. 

The Ladies swear I ’m like him, line for Hue. 


He might have ’scaped had he not scorned my hints. 

The piece is old, the role is not the rage. 

But there have been revivals that eclipsed 
The original performance. Is ’t so sure 
The present play will run much longer ? Ah ! 

A change were now my chance ! Where could they look 
For one to fill his part, save here 9 ’Tis true 
I have pooh-poohed it times and oft, have sworn 


The Stage were well if once well swept of it. 
But what said shrewd Navaese, gay huckst 
“ Paris is worth a mass ! ” And, after all, 


Welcomed by a full house. Ah. I shall it he? 

part indeed ’s a little out of fasMou, 

Less popMar, perchance, than when he played it z 
■Danmed hy its last performer, who at length 
Was Mssed from off the Stage, a denoument 


The part, as I should play it, would appear 
A new creation, and entrance the house 
From gods to groundlings. All the Talma swells 
Within this hreast ! I ’d pose as Hercules ! 

God Mars Mmself ! though that might rouse rude mirth 
Amidst mine enemies. I must dissemble 
A little longer— but— a time maf/ come ! ! ! 

ILeft dissemhling. 

Country Talk ‘‘by the Card.’’ 

“Hebe’s a tolerablish cbaainge o’ weather fur the better,” said 
CoBTDoE’, “ come at last. Hotwi’standun the wet zummer, I 
expects we be gwiun to ha’ zummut like a bit of a harvust aater all.’’ 

“ Doan’t tbee holler,” answered Thvesis, “ afoor thee bist out o’ 
the ’ood.” 

“Out of the ’ood, dost thee say?” retorted the other husband- 
man, “ Haa, mate. Thee mane’st ont o’ the waater.” 


I Weikd Sistees. — Phylloxera Vastatrix, Potato Blight, and 
Colorado Beetle. 
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FRIENDS AT A DISTANCE. 

(TmiED Series.— S imEEE.) 

Chapter IY. 

A Ceremony — Untimely Jest — Commencement — Cake and Wine — 
Struggles — Honour of Burns — Bell — Funereal — Apologies — 
Spirit — The Trades — Genius — Private Character — The Proces- 
sionists — Outlaivs — Costume^ — Souter — Tam — Ceremonial— 
Beading — Speeches — Masonic — Band — Interruptions — The 
Me^nher — Oration— Ceremony concluded* 

W’e are full of 
BuEifS. Buehs’s 
Monument is in 
the distance, and 
inside it is 
Burk’S’ s Statue, 
wrapped up as 
though they 
were afraid of his 
catching cold. 
He is to be un- 
veiled to-day. 
Of course some- 1 
body says that 
“he hopes the| 
covering will 
come off at the 
first pull, so that 
there may be no 
un - a - vailing 
efforts.” But 
somebody is 
frowned down as 
this is no joMng ’ 
matter. 

Everyone talks 
of Burhs. As 
we drive along 
to the town we 

pass waggon-loads of festive people, bonnie lassies, and their chields 
—all, so to speak, going on about Burns. 

The town is crowded. There is to be a monster procession of 
the trades, and crafts, and guilds, and societies— from Ereemasons to 
Eoresters, all represented. Eefreshments have already begun at the 
hotels, public-houses, eating and drinking houses, in honour of 
Burns. 

"With difficulty we enter the Town-Hall. It is crowded. There 
is open house^ for everybodjr, and everybody appears to be taking 
advantage of it, in honour of Burns. 

On the tables are cakes of all sorts and sizes, principally of the 
sponge kind, quite new, canary yellow inside, and light brown with- 
out. Fresh and filling. Everyone is talkiog energetically, every- 
body is explaining everything to everybody else, and all mouths are 
full of Burns and hunches of cake. So much cake, and such huge 
cahes, I never saw. When a cake appears, which happens every 
five minutes, there is an immediate rush for it by every one in its 
immediate vicinity. At first I withdraw in order to allow the elders 
to “ cut in ; ” finding, however, that I am losing by this politeness, 
and that there is no chance of any sustenance for another three or 
four hours, I make a gallant and dashing descent on a waiter with a 
cake, I am a foraging party, and I intercept^ the supplies that are 

f oing into the front room. Waiter makes a faint show of resistance, 
ut yields, and I retire with the spoil, of T^hich I have only time to 
take a modest slice, before it has been demolished by rapacious cake- 
eaters. One cake, two feet high, made in a jeUy-mould pattern, is 
placed on a table by a struggling waiter, and disappears in less than 
no time. It has been pounced upon by Town Councillors in black 
coats and white ties, and visitors. Everyone has a glass of something 
in one hand and a slice of cake in the other. The “ something is 
either whiskey, sherry, brandy, or port— the spirits, of course, with 
water ; if it weren’t for the water, there would be Burns on every 
tongue with a vengeance. 

The white ties and the black coats, and the cake and sherry, at 
first suggest the notion of a funeral, without tbe gloves and weepers. 
There is something funereal, too, in the idea that all this festive 
cake-eating is “ to the memory of Burns.” We seem to have 

“ Come to bury Cjesar, not to praise Mm.” 

Suddenly, a deep-toned beU takes to toUmg at regular intervals. 
Whether this is an accident, or a sign^ I don’t know, but the effect 
is solemn, and more than ever suggestive of a funeral, or an execu- 
tion. Perhaps it means that the artist has just executed the statue. 

What I specially notice in all remarks about the great Robin 
Burns is that everyone apologises for him. His genius is taken for 


granted, and scarcely alluded to, but the shortcomings of his private 
life seem to demand perpetual excuses. Burns undoubtedly repre- 
sented the spirit of the people, and the spirit of the people is 
whwskey. 

But that was in his jovial moods, when his genius was making a 
night of it among the drinkers of the Hew Lights, which Robin had 
exchanged for tne Auld Lights of other days that had not yet 
faded. Because other folks were virtuous, were there to be no more 
cakes and whuskey for Robin ? 

The popular view of Robin Burns is inscribed, as a motto, on the 
car of the Carpenters, or Butchers, or one of tne trades. 1 don’t 
distinctly make out which it is— perhaps the Top Sawyers : “ Bolin 
was a Bantin^ Bovin^ Boariif Boy ! ” When the Rantin’ Royin’ 
Roarin’ Boy was suffering from the effects of to-morrow’s headache, 
then his genius inspired him with the Cotter^ Saturday Nighty and 
so balanced the acconnfc. He had a sober genius, and a drunken 
genius, and was perpetually between the two, like G-aerice: in 
the well-known picture, between Tragedy and Comedy. But by 
whichever inspired, the sober or drunken, the works are iuspirations, 
powerfully good or powerfully bad, as it might chance. 

Tam O^Shanter and Souter Johnie were a couple of drunken 
blackguards, for whom every Scotchman has more than a sneaking 
kindness. Their faults are to be pardoned because they drank 
much. 

To-day the Statue of Burns is erected in honour of his genius, 
and not ia honour of his private character, to which any allusion, 
in connection with this celebration, seems to me entirely out of 
place. 

Thirty thousand, and more, are here to honour Burns, the excise- 
man, in whose memory thousands of pounds have been spont and to 
whom, living, an appreciative country barely afforded a subsistence. 
The dead lion of Scotland is in far better condition than was the 
living dog. 

Here are the Freemasons in all their glory of aprons,' and signs, 
and tokens, and squares, and sashes, and hammers, and mallets, and 
ribands, and jewels, and other insignia. They walk along in pro- 
cession, trying to look very mysterious, as though not a gallon of 
whuskey sho-uld force their secrets from them. Here are WorsMp- 
fuls, and Deputy Worshipful s, a ad Masters, and Past Masters, and 
Junior Wardens, and Senior Wardens, and Deacons with trowels, 
and Tilers with their tiles on, and a band in full blow— all in 
honour of Burns, who was himself a conviyial craftsman. 
Then there are the Carpenters, with a triumphal car, in wMch 
is one of the trade at work, in honour of Burns, who wasn’t 
a carpenter. Then come the Butchers, mounted on saddles of 
mutton, with drawn hills in their hands— though these ought to be 
carried by the Bankers ; then the Firemen, with their hose ready to 
extiag;!!^}! the fire of genius, in honour of Burns, or, should the 
necessity arise, to put out the speaker in the middle of his address ,* 
then the G-ardeners, in honour of Burns, with hunches of the 
flowers of poetry, and the Printers^ with a car representing a press, 
and attended by a Printer’s Devil correcting a clerical error, in 
honour of Burns and the Hew Lights ; then the Foresters, in russet 
hoots, large hats, and feathers, green velvet tunics, and tie regular 
“ penny plain, and twopence coloured ” costume of the merry days 
of “ BoidL Bolin ’’—not Burns, but JSboc?— poets both, by the way. 
FrwLT Tuck is out of it, but here is Maid Marian in a sort of fancy 
Eilmarnook bonnet and a gorgeous riding-habit of pink and scarlet ; 
and here, too, is Little John, whom I can’t distinguish from Bohin 
Hood; and the popular outlaws are all doing their best to keep up 
a gay and gallant appearance while bestriding unpleasantly restiye 
steeds, whose sudden movements cause au expression of brief but 
sharp agony on the countenances of the hold outlaws, who for the 
first time seem to he doubtful as to whether theatrical pink “flesh- 
ings ” are (juite the most comfortable, or most durable, costume for 
au equestrian. If they have ridden from Sherwood Forest, I pity 
them. 

Here are two low comedians, from some theatrical company, 
dressed as Tam O' Shanter and Souter Johnie, from whom great 
things are expected, but who do nothing at all, and look very much 
as if they were wishing they had confined their make-up to their 
own stage, and had not come out as a sort of advertisement which 
won’t have much effect on anyone. 

'W'e all gather ahont the Statue, from which the vast crowd is 
separated by ropes and rails. 

The Ceremonial commences. 

Somebody reads something to the Provost, who, in return, reads 
something to him. These proceedings are of so strictly a private 
and confidential character, as far as the general public is concerned, 
that the theory generally prevailing outside the mystic circle of 
six feet in diameter, is, that the officials are reading Burns’s 
poems to one another— perhaps for a prize. Th^ somebody else 
reads something else— another poem, perhaps— which is replied to. 
Official-looking papers are handed about to flurried people, who 
appear astoiiished to get them, and who, having got them, don’t 
know where to put them. The questions, ‘ ‘ Who ’s that ? ” “ What ’s 
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he doing?” “What’s going on now?” are general. The Ladies 
up ahoye, near the Statue, smile on eyerybody, and try to interest 
themselyes in the proceedings by guessing at what it all means. To 
the majority of the spectators the entertainment is a sort of open-air 
Dnmb-Crambo played at by the Proyost, the Town Councillors, and 
somebody on a chair. 

The mysterious personage who has taken the chair, not as a formal 
proceeding, but because he really wanted to sit down, is the Member 
of Parliament, whom the ofdoials on the steps are doing their best to 
keep hidden until the proper moment, when ne is to be produced as a 
sort of cot6p de theatre^ which is intended to take the people as 
much by surprise as does the ring which the conjuror finds m the 
centre of an orange. He is the trump-card of tne Pestiyal pack : 
his eloquence is to be like the brilliant bouquet of fireworks wiiich 
brings to a splendid climax tifete at the Crystal Palace. He is kept 
back not to be caught sight of by anyone but the exceptionally pri’n- 
leged, who, on being introduced, shake hands with him, as though he 
were going on a long and dangerous voyage, and not likely to return. 
This shaking hands with an orator who is about to address a crowd, 
seems to suggest the idea that we are taking leave of him because 
he may ramble in his discourse, and wander to such an extent that 
we may never see him again. 

At the right moment the sitting M.P. rises, and is shown to the 
peopk, when an energetic fugleman gives the signal for a cheer, 
wMch signal other fuglemen below obey and reply to. The result is 
a hearty cheer from at least five hundred out of the thirty thousand, 
of whom the remainder, being stiU in a state of uncertainty as to 


Sta^e is still covered up, as if the family were out of town. 

I Then ccmes a cry in the vernacular, “Up wi’ the Hippen ! ” — 
meaning, “Buise the Curtain! ” and equivalent to Hdmlefs impa- 


ana tes^w to the growing impatience of the assembly. Taking 
the hmt, mgr proceed to busmess, cutting short several other 
persons with documents all ready, who thereupon pocket them with 
an air of deeply ofiended impor^ce. 

^How silence is demanded for a prayer by the Masonic Chaplain. 
±he aemand is at once complied with by the Freemason’s jBand 


mistaking the signal, and striking up a tune closely resembling 
“ Jle ’a a Jolly Good Fellow J ” wmchj in any circumstances, can 
scarcely be considered an entirely devotional air. 

The band, having their eyes firmly fixed on their music, and their 
lungs hard at work, are with difidcuLty silenced, excepting, however, 
the big drum and cymbals, who, having got into a meltered corner 
under the steps, where ignorance of the whole proceedings is their 
bliss, keep it up between them in fine style, until they are absolutely 
collared by the infuriated conductor, and the tune shaken out of 
them, when they subside sulkily. 

And now we are ready for the Masonic Chaplain. 

He raises his hand and delivers a Masonic Prayer, in which there 
are a few sly hits at Bunirs’s private life, with an apology for 
his weaknesses, which, considering the occasion, strikes me as coming 
a little late, and being rather more than usually out of place. 

However, only about twenty people, of whom I happen to be one, 
quite close to the Chaplain, hear what he is saying, and the other 
twenty-nine thousand) nine hundred and eighty people, about and 
below, are perhaps under the impression that the gentleman with his 
hand up is trying to puU the covering off the Statue. 

Then the band is called upon again, and reluctantly re-commences 
where it left off. Once more they’re wrong. They were asked for 
the “ Old F^undredthf” and they nave resumed “ Me a Jolly Good 
Fellow /” or whatever the “ Masonic Anthem,” of a very rollicking 
description, might have been. But I suppose the Masons know best, 
and doubtless they possess some authoritative tradition for “ He ’s a 
Jolly Good Fellow I ” having been played on the opening of Solomon’s 
Temple, with HIieam of Tyre as conductor of the orchestra. 

Then the Member of Parliament, not yet entirely visible to the 
crowd, pulls a string, and down comes the drapery, discovering not 
only the Statue, but somebody who had been hiding behind the 
Statue, and who now slips down hurriedly and hurts himself. 
Immense cheering. 

Then the Provost and the officials crush themselves into as small a 
space as possible, in order to show the Member of Parliament to the 


s oratorical energy. More cheering, led by the fugleman. 

Then the Member of Parliament, holding on tightly with the grip 
of a drowning man to the stone parapet in front of him, waves his 
right arm aloft^ sways himself to and fro, and with exhausting 
effort, pitches his voice so as to be distinctly heard— well, say within 
a semicircle of twenty yards to the farthest point. If he has any 
voice left to-morrow, I ’m a Dutchman, He hterally vibrates imder 
the exertion, and seems actually to perspire through his black frock 
coat. From those straight iu front of him, and from the fugleman’s 
immediate followers, he receives the profoundest attention, hut the 
outsiders have already begun “ all the fun of the fair,’' and the 

f uilds and trades want to be home again, and out of these festive 
resses as soon as possible. Actuated by this sentiment, one body of 
processionists^ — I rather fancy it’s the bold, outlaw, Itohin Hood^ 
and party, still painfully anxious as to the durability of their pink 


just as the Member of Parliament is making one of nis best points. 
This disconcerts him only for a second or two, but the exodus has 
commenced, and, as no set of processionists can move off^ except 
accompanied by their hand, the harmony of the proceedings is some- 
what interfered with. 

The oration goes on, interesting to those who, being close at hand 
and so jammed up that they can’t get away, have nothing left for 
it but to cheer loudly at every point which they think is likely 
to be the finish of the i^eech, while those not personally known to the 
excellent Member, or who are not directly under his eye, are looking 
about to discover the shortest, easiest, and quietest way of escape, 
comforting themselves for what they may lose, by remembering that 
they ’ll see it all in the papers to-morrow. 

So we return to the hotel and fetch the trap. 

Only just in time, for already the whiskey has begun to tell on a 
great number of those, who, in drinking to Btjuns’s memory, have 
considerably impaired their own. 

Tam o’ Shanter and Souter Johnie I see before me,— -two genuine 
successors of Tam and Johnie, with more than a wee drappie m 
their ee— “fou,” helplessly “lou,” but iasisting on driving them- 
selves home iu a gig, but which, to begin with, they can’t even 
climb. The landlord and his ostlers are equal to the occasion, md 
on their third attempt to mount, which ends in their both sprawling 
m the yard, they carry them off, swearing, protesting, Tdcldng, 
and struggling to fight everybody, and finally lock them npin an 
empty old two-stalled stable, where they can lie like pigs, as they 
are, in the dirty straw, till they recover their senses, mxirmuiing to 
themselves, “ A mon ’s a mon for a’ that.” 

The festivities will he kept up, I am informed, until a late hour m 
honour of the Bantin’ Roaring Rovin’ Boy RoBnr Burns, One of 
these celebrations is enough. Never agam wi’ you, RoBnsr.” 

Back to Almsoit’s and thus ends not a Nioht wi’ Bubjsts, but a 
Day wi’ him. And, in the words of the modern songster, “ What a 
day we’ve been having.” 
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THE ABLUTION OB SMOKE ? 

Hope has a bad character for being addicted to telling flattering 
tales. Is one of them the recently published promise that there is 
about to be an end of aU those execrable nuisances, the ugly, black 
smoke-belching, sky-begriming tail chimneys ? 

Is it really true that a Mr. JoHNSOir, Manager of Mr. Beaumont’s 
Lead Works in Northumberland, has invented flues and machinery, 
bv means of which smoke can actually be washed clear of soot and 

“ ? ‘j. • j 


clean? I 

Can it be that this invention has not only been patented but put 
I to the proof ; tried, and found to answer^ in several “ plants,” and, 
particmarly, on a large scale, at the Engineering Works of Messrs. 
Goodeellow, Hjrde ? If successful experimenters pro hono publico, 
as well as for their own boot, Messrs, G-ooueeleow are indeed to be 
accounted among the best of fellows. 

Has fact demonstrated the truth of the statement that the various 
products said to be wadied out of the smoke can be collected and 
utilised, so as to become remunerative? In that case, what an 
improvement, for manufacturers, on any contrivance for enabling 
them to consume their own smoke are arrangements of which the 
operation may be described as ex furno dare lucrum ! 

Doubtless every British Manufacturer in Ms senses would rather 
wash Ms smoke clean than let it poison the air, if he was quite stue 
its puriflcation would be less expensive than its waste. Otherwise, 
heVould be unworthy of the name of a British Manufacturer. 

What a blessing both for aU who benefit, and for everybody that 
is aggrieved, by smoke and soot, will the devices alleged to have 
been accomplished for the ablution of the latter from the former, 
and therewith the abatement of stench also, prove, should they be 
found to be not only practicable but also profitable, and, notwith- 
standing that hoaxes are now in season, should the announcement 
of effectual appliances for the process of smoke-washing not itself 
turn out to be all smoke ! 


ROUGHING IT ON THE RIGI. 

[Extra, ^age for the Tourisms Companion^) 

Conversation on a Kuim. 

There is scarcely comfortable accommodation in tMs room for 
thirteen. 

We would rather sleep inside the hotel than in the lake. 

Are you the proprietor,^ or the coalheaver ? 

Why do you Mt me with a ruler on the cheek, the eye, the neck, 
the calves, the cuffs, and the breast bone ? 

Is that the hair of my friends that you ha ve^ in both your hands ? 

Do not throw those gentlemen over a precipice. ^ ^ ^ j 

Could you oblige me with a bandage, a yard of sticking-plaister, a | 
warm bath and a doctor ? 

Are these assailants m white neckties brigands in evening dress ? 

Why does the M.P. cry ** Murder ! ” ? 

Is that an Oxford Celebrity or a portmanteau leaving the hotel 
hurriedly by the window ? 

I have not seen the new direct route to Arth, over head-and-heels 
down the mountain side, wMch you undertake to show me, alluded 
to in Murray, 

Ah, here is the litter, the medical man, materials for making my 
win, a firm of solicitors, and a return ticket. 


Specialty of a Public School. 

Oe whatever description may he the sorts of Eood wont to be pro- 
vided for the body, as also for the mind, of Youth in the generaUty 
of Public Schools, there is one, at least, of those seats of learning — 
and teaching— at wMch the very best of meals must, if there is any- 
thing at all in a name, be supposed to he supplied to the scholars j 
namely, of course, Eton College. 

1 “Not beeore the Boy” [for £150 a year ), — ^Mutton he can’t eat. 
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Lady, primly fair, appeared to me ; 

Moon-eyed, and mild, andpxilpy- 
montned was she ; 

Sloping shoulders, slim exceed- 
ingly. 

A studied negligence, a mannered 
grace, 

In every turn of form and trait 
of face, . 

The calmly critical regard might 
trhee. 

Her tresses hung in tendril- 
tangles down, 

Long, spirally-disposed — a drooii- 
ing crown 

Like poor Ophelia’s, when about 
to <£rown. 

Yet there was that about this 
torrent hair 

Suggestive of the comb and 
nightly care ; 

Perchance curl-papers even, here 
and there. 

Unguents those twisted tresses 
dSd anoint ; 

Each slender finger, innocent of 
joint, 

Tenderly tapered to a trim-nailed 
point. 

One arm, its elbow resting on a 
book, 

Curved downward with a soft 
and supple crook. 

Like pendant willow - branch 
above a brook. 


The other, its attenuate fingers spread 
With careful symmetry, uj^ore her head, 

Which drooped like that of one with woe nigh 
dead. 

Her waist, strait- cinctured, was of sylph-like | 
size; 

The curved lashes of her almond eyes 
Were of a length that filled me with surprise. 

It seemed one might have hung his hat thereon. 
In all that dainty frame of aught like hone 
Or solid sinew outward sign w’^as none. 

She seemed a thing composed of pulp and pap, 
Prom her small head, with its coquettish cap, 

To the limp digits drooping o’er her lap. 

Meseemed that I before had somewhere seen 
This moon-eyed maid of melancholic mien, 

But knew not when or where it mote have 
been. 

“ Who art thou, languorous lady?” I inquired, 
“ And art thou moribund, or merely tired ? ” 
Said she, “ I once was very much admired. 

But men—ah, me ! the false andfi.ekle race ! — 
Have lapsed to utter coarseness, lost all trace 
Of love for genuine Delia Cruscan grace. 

“Albums and Books of Beauty once enshrined 
My pictured loveliness, genteel, refined ; 

Bards sang sweet praise of me to every wind. 

“ Alas ! the limners limn, the lyrists sing 
A new Ideal now, and throng to bring 
Gifts to its shrine. Behold the Hideous Thing ! ’ ’ 

Instant I turned, and lo ! another Dame, 

Attired in wreathed robe of -ruddy flame, 
Through the mysterious shadows slowly came. 


Enlvous she was, with frizzed, flamboyant hair, 
As of a rufous Jewess in a scare ; 

Her cheeks were cavernous, her form was spare, 

Hot boneless, like that other’s. One might see 
Its osseous framework, fashioned curiously, 

And study its scarce-veiled anatomy. 

She stood as one from whom each garment slips, 
Limp, with a hinge-hke flexure at the hips. 
Drooping and pendulous of lids and lips. 

Her eyes were hollow, dusk, lilce fires outburned, 
And to .the earth in hopeless languor turned, 

As they for restful death and darkness yearned. 

Forlorn, and faint, and fatefully foredone, 
Satiate of all delight beneath the sun, 

As sick of passion, as unfit for fun. 

Only some hint of fierceness subtly stole 
From eyes that spake the tigress in her soul, 
Hands weak of all hut will, for blade and howl. 

“ Who art thouj sombre shape ? ” low queried I. 
Whereto she answered with a windy sigh, 

“ I am the last Ideal set on high ! 

“ In the sesthetio cult there is not space, 

More than one Idol at one time to place, 

How Mediaeval Gloom, now Modish Grace. 

“ Yon figment of factitious fancy led 
Fools of the Finden era. She is sped. 
jEsthetic Beauty — reign in her stead.” 

Then broke a shaft of sunshine soft and warm. 
And lit the twihght that lent strongest arm 
To Morbid Passion, Meretricious Charm. 

Seen in whose honest light those twain did show- 
To-day’s Pard-Prineess, Hymph of long ago — 
Twin Shadows, void alike of life-blood’s fiow. 


BIGOTHY AHD BEGGIHG. 

At a special meeting reported, 
says the Post, to have been lately 
held, in the prospect of a bad 
harvest, at Hewington Free 
Church, Edinburgh— 

‘‘ The Rev. Dr. Begg, in addressing 
the meeting, expressed his conviction 
that the unseasonable weather was a 
judgment on account of national sins, 
among which he enumerated infide- 
lity, the encouragement of Roman 
Catholicism by Government, the re- 
lations which this country maintained 
with foreign countries. Sabbath- 
breaking, and profane swearing.’* 

Dr. Begg, then, if the foregoing 
are really his words, is convinced 
that the late rains were owing to 
the agency of supernatural power, 
and not that of natural causes. 
He regards them as miraculous, 
and believes that a succession of 
miracles, consisting in the phe- 
nomena of storms of rain, and 
wind, and thunder and lightning, 
has been in course of performance 
for several months past on ac- 
count, among other national sins, 
of the encouragement afforded by 
Government to Homan Catho- 
licism. In the same way, Ultra- 
montane Beggs, or analogues to 
Begg as to intelligence, have 
ascribed sundry calamities to the 
destruction of the Temporal Pope- 
dom. Of course, the diverse 
Beggs are equally certain of the 
truth of their respective asser- 
tions, and alike know nothing 
whatever about it. The Beggs 
on both sides beg the question 
they afiSirm by a tremendous as- 
sumption for which the only ex- 
cuse that can conceivably he 
pleaded is intellectual beggary. 


Smaxe Go by a Geeciak* — Pesurr£ctio ; aj/d(r7aa‘js. Resurrection pie ; a-nasty-sis pie. 


MR. PUHCH’S BAG FOR 
SEPTEMBER. 

One Sea Serpent. 

Forty-seven gigantic Goose- 
berries. 

Half a dozen showers of living 
Frogs. 

Seventy-nine changes of the 
weather. 

Sixty-one cases of Wife-beating 
in low life. 

Sixty-two cases of Husband- 
deserting in high life. 

Twelve reports of Cholera in 
Belgium. 

One hundred and fifty-four 
indignant denials of the same. 

Three silly Pieces. 

Four hundred and seventy-six 
stupid Hovels. 

Two hundred thousand nine 
hundred and eighty-four point- 
less Jokes. 

Twelve tons and a half of snpex- 
finous Correspondence. 

One hundred and five “ Shunt- 
ing” accidents. 

Ten complaints about the Post 
Office. 

One hundred complaints about 
the Temple. 

A thousand complaints about 
Hotel charges. 

A million complaints about 
everything else. 

And — a Partridge ! 


•S^ To CoEKEsroxDBXis.— r/ifi Editor dots not hold hinself bouo,d to acknowledge, return, or -pay for Contribtdions, In no case can these be returned unless accompanied hff 

stamped and directed envelop^ Copies shou Id be kept. 
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SUNDAY SWEETNESS AND LIGHT. 














Y friends, one onnee of 
example, we all know, 
is worth a pound of pre- 
cept. The Rector of St. 
Mary’s, Southampton — 
heir of a large name — 

; has set not only his pa- 

- rishioners hut his pro- 

- fession a pattern with | 
respect to the observance 
of Sunday out of Church 

. hours. Witness the fol- 
■' lowing short and sweet 
extract from the Times : 

“ Sunday Bands. —C a- 
non Basil ‘Wilberforce 
has allowed the use of St. 
Mary’s Rectory grounds, 
Southampton, next Sun- 
^ day, for the performance 
of the Sunday afternoon 
banL” 


1 \ n - better the music. Peopl^ 

who go to hear it must not be disappointed with it if they find it exclusive of selections from 
comic operas, of dance music, of Music-Hall music, and of all music especially adapted to 
the taste of ’Ashy, and congenial to frivolity and foolish minds. It will, perhaps, even be 
limited to that particular description of noble and lovely music specifically called sacred. 
Nevertheless, bravo, Reverend Basil I 

Truly, the better observance of Sunday is progressing. The Town Council of Belfast have 
at last, after long contention, decided on opening public baths and wash-houses for three hours 
on Sunday mornings. Some persons req^uire to be told that cleanliness is next to godliness, 
and ablution a suitable preparative for divine service. For the proposal to allow people in 
Belfast to wash and be clean before going to church, was stoutly opposed. And there was 
something to be said against it. Audi alteram partenu Hear, for instance, a reverend 
gentleman of a name at least singularly suitable to the subject of debate, the Rev. Dr. Watts 
—and would not his namesake. Dr. Watts the Greater, a native, by the bye, of Southampton, 
and a logician as well as a bard and a divine, have very much applauded what Canon Wxc.- 
BEEPOECE has done there in the matter of Sunday bands ? Hear Kr, Watts the Less, before 


the Belfast Town Council. In introducing an 
anti-Sunday-baths-and-wash-houses depu- 
tation, Dr. Watts argued at length against 
the necessity of bathing on the Sabbath, and 
in particular — according to the ITorthern 
Whig-'imAQ the following avowal : 

Now, he did not see why it was necessary to 
open public baths on the Sabbath morning ; it 
was not necessary for a man to bath himself every 
morning. There were other days of the week 
than the Sabbath on which baths could be had. 
A man who got a bath twice a week was not badly 
off. He would not occupy the time of the Corpo- 
ration any longer.** 

In like manner reasoned other speakers 
in the suhsegnent discussion. In particular 
a Mr. MacGeam averred that 

“ He held, if they went on in this way, they 
would have the Contiuental system before they 
knew what they were about. He himself had a 
bath in his own house, hot and cold, and since he 
was bom he never took a bath on the Sabbath 
Day. {Laughter*) To take a bath on the Sab- 
bath morning he would look upon as a very wrong 
and improper thing, and he did not sympathise 
with those gentlemen that did. {Laughter.^ and 
cries of ‘ VoteP) He was sorry also that the 
parks were open on the Sabbath Day.** 

Does the religion of Mr. MacGeagh 
aUow him to wash his hands on a Sunday ? 
"What is the utmost extent to which it 
compels him to abjure cleanliness? Of 
course he and Dr. Watts, and the rest 
of the Sunday unwashed Sabbatarians, 
have the consistency of their opinions. Not 
one of them cooks, or has cooked for him 
any food whatsoever on Sunday ; they each 
and aR eat their meals cold, and, since 
carving is work, they limit themselves to 
meat that requires none, and to dry bread, 
because it is quite suffilcient to sustain life 
without butter, which necessitates the 
labour of spreading. If any one of those 
objectors to Sunday washing does not like- 
wise go the whole nog in respect" of eating 
and drinking, what a hypocrite and a 
humbug he must he ! 


LIFE WOETH LIVING 

Wheit you are changed at yonr birth by your foster-mother, and 
have to he contented with the status of a costermonger when in 
reality you are the son'of a Peer ? 

When you are the “ good hoy ” of the family, and yet by a cruel 
arrangement of your brothers and sisters, get all the blame for their 
mischief and none of the credit for your own virtuous deeds ? 

When you are sent to a public school where you are fagged and 
neglected, or to a private establishment where you are starved and 
bnUied? 

When you go to the University, join a third-rate College, belong 
to a slow set, allow yourself to he called a “ Squill,” and yet are 
ploughed for Smalls ? 

When, loving from yonr childhood up the profession of arms with 
all your heart and soul, you find yourself forced by circumstances to 
accept a family living somewhere or other in Cumberland ? 

When, naturally fond of retirement and much addicted to writing 
^ions tracts for children, you are compelled by the desires of your 
father to^ accept a commission in a crack Cavalry regiment, where 
hear-haiting is the rule and a quiet five minutes the exception ? 

When, loving one young Lady with everlasting devotion, you find 
that by some bungling you have married her not too amiable nor 
too beautiful sister ? 

When, having taken a house in town, you discover that it lies too 
low, is too small for you, and that your wife insists upon living in 
the country ? 

When, having taken a house in the country, you discover that it 
stands too high, is too large for yon, and that your wife insists upon 
living in town ? 

When, as a lawyer, yon can’t get clients, as a doctor lose all your 
patients, or as an author see your novels “ slated,” and hear your 
pieces hissed ? 

When (most melancholy fate of all), finding yourself on a desert 
island or on the top of the North Pole, you suddenly realise the fact 
that in such a locality it wiR he next to impossible to secure the 
current number of Tunch f 


SKELETONS IN THE CITY. 

The Standard^ iu a paragraph under the heading of “ Human 
Remains in the City,” records the discovery made the other day by 
some excavators while digging a hole in Cannon Street, of a number 
of human skeletons entire, overlying a quantity of loose bones, and 
states, in addition, that — 

Portions of au old pump, bearing date 1638, have also been found near 
the same spot.** 

An old Pump I The remains of an old Pump — ^whose were they ? 
The poor old Pump might have been a Common Councilman, might 
he not ? or a Macebearer ; or a Swordbearer ; or a Remembrancer ; 
or a Sheriff ; or an Alderman ; or even a Lord Mayor ? Where be 
your feasts now ? your turtle, your venison ? your dishes of every- 
tl^g that anybody could wish to sit before ? Now get you to the 
City Chamherlam, and teR Mm that let him be never such a joRy 
■old brick, to tMs favour he must come; make him laugh at Miat! 
The remains of a Pump I An old Pump ! A poor old Pump that 
shaR never more raise water. Ah, weR ! 


The Sole Reason. I 

It has been noticed that executioners in England are invariably 
volunteers from the craft of shoemakers. TMs is not so very asto- 
nishing when it is remembered that cobblers would naturaRy have 
a professional partiality for people who decided “to die in their 
hoots ! ” 

A CKAEITY POE QUIETISTS. 

Tpffi 9peration of the Charity Organisation Society may be excel- 
lent in its way ; but is there not also room for the agency of a Charity 
Disorganisation Society, to he established for the purpose of dis- 
organising the barrel organ-grinders ? 

SuEGEET IN Season.— CoucMng the skies for Cataract. 


TOE. Lxxvn. 
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A MODERN SAGA. 

( With aeJcnowledgments io Professor Longfellow.) 

Named like some Yiking old ! 

Thy deeds, braye Norden-seiold, 

No Scald in song hath told, 

No Saga tanght ns ! 

Telegram brief and terse 
Did the strange tale rehearse. 

Worthy of deathless yerse 
The news it brought ns ! 

Far in the Northern land 
Gathered a gallant band, 

Under thy guiding hand, 

Swede sturdy as sage ; 

And, with unshrinking heart. 

For the sixth time made start, 

To ope to mind and mart 
The North-East Passage. 

On, past that Kara Sea, 

Erst ice-bound mystery. 

Now to its stout keel free, 

Slowly yet surely, 

Eastward the Vega bore, 

Till round that headland hoar,''^ 

Neyer yet turned before, 

Sailed she securely. 

Then, spreading wing, she flew 
Where, whilst the white whale blew. 
Laboured her learned crew. 

Dredging and sounding. 

True modern Yikinga they, 

Bom of our better day. 

Finding in bloodless fray 
Pleasure abounding. . 

Fighting a dauntless fight 
’Gainst Nature’s Titan might. 

Winning from Arctic night 
Light for their fellows. 

Fearless and scorning ease. 

Sure stouter souls than these 
Ne’er of those northern seas 
Brayed the chill billows. 

On tin with ice-pack close 
Compassed, and endless snows. 

They, midst the frozen floes. 

Fixed winter quarters. 

Nigh thrice a hundred days, 

’Neath half a sun’s scant rays, 

Locked in those icy ways’ 

White waste of waters ! 

Many a hunting bout 
Helped the long winter out, 

Whilst the Norse savants stout 
Searched, watched, and noted. 

Then, that grim season past, 

Scattered the floes, and fast 
Through Behring’s Straits at last 
Safely they floated. 



THE GENTLE CRAFTSMAN. (?) 


So Courage wins the game ! i 

Braye Swede, thy Yiking name ' 

Ranks on the roll of fame, 

Northern De Gama ! 

Who shall applause refuse 
To that long Arctic cruise. 

Told in that brief, swift news 
From Yokohama ? 

Three hundred years or more, 

On that far Arctic shore, 

For way that eastward bore, 

Man hath contended. 

Now thou hast reached the goal, 

Swede, sage and stout of soul, 

Skoal! to thee, Norseman, Skoal! 

Thus the fight ’s ended I 

* Cape Chelyuskin, or Seyero, the northernmost 
promontory of Asia. 


Ircisdlle Angler [loTw JiamCt Tmd a rise all day), “ There !” — {Throwing his Hy-hook into the 
stream, with a maledieiio'fC ) — “ Take tour Choice ! ’’ 


POOR NEEDLEMEN ! 

A TERT serious discovery has been made public within the last few days, to which we lose 
no time in drawing general attention. A letter in the Times ascribes ignorance to Inspectors 
of Elementary Scnools—not of dates or decimals, nor of parsing or physical geography, but 
of an accomplishment which it may surprise a great many well-informed people to hear that 
distingnished Graduates of our tJniyersities, high wranglerSj first-class men, FeUows of 
Colleges, are expected to possess — ^Needlework! not embroidery or crewels, but plain, 
nnadomed, homely, useful needlework ! 

These hardly-used gentlemen (the Inspectors of Schools), whether married or single, 
whether engaged or disengaged, are required to examine the needlework done by the children 
in our elementary schools, the “hemming,” the “ backstitching,” the “button-holing,” the 
“ seaming,” the “whipping,” the “ herring-honing,” the darning and patching, the cutting- 
ont and making of shirts and frocks and pinafores ; and we are told, as might be expected, 
that they are hardly equal to the obligation ; in fact, to briag forth once more a fine old 
crusted joke, that their performance of this part of their duty is but so-and-so. 
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Great is tlie commotioa in the Education Office. The telegraph 
has been working night and day, Commtmications, in cipher, have 
been continually passing between the Chiefs who are out of town 
and the officers who are left in Whitehall, and the outcome of it all 
is a set of stringent regulations, drawn up mainly with an eye to 
future appointments, which will come into operation as soon as 
Inspectors and Candidates for Inspectorships have had sufficient 
time to ac(iuaint themselves with their full force and meaning. 
Alterations may l3e made in the new Code, but substantially it wul 
probably stand as follows 

JVb. 81,617, September, 1879. 

IiTSPECTioir OP ■N’eedlewob.p: m Elemeittaet Schools. 

At aU future examinations of Needlework by JBC.M. Inspectors, a 
Committee of Ladies (three to be a quarum) will be invited to attend, 
under whose eyes the inspection will be conducted. The Education 
Office is confident that any Lady who may not be satisfied with the 
proceedings of the Inspector, will at once communicate with the 


L^artment. 

In future the eyesight of all Candidates for Inspectorships must 
be certified by the Government oculist. 

Henceforth all Candidates for Inspectorships will be required to 
produce, in addition to the usual certificates of baptism, vaccination, 
manners, respectability, &c., a certificate signed by three matrons 
(not being relations or friends), testifying that the holder has satis- 
fied them as to his knowledge of the theory and practice of Plain 
Needlework. 

Candidates not fumshed with such a certificate must be prepared 
to pass an exanmation in Plain Needlework, both cutting-out and 
making, extending over three days, and conducted by examineresses 
nominated by the Committee of Council on Education, the Society 
of Arts, and the Commissioners of Sewers. (The Directors of the 
Bank of England have kindly offered the use of roomy apartments 
in Threadneedle Street, where the examinations will be held.) 


Candidates applying for a nomination will be expected to satisfy 
the Education Department that they know who was the inventor of 
Needles, that they are acoLuainted with the places where they are 
made and the mode of their manufacture, and that they have sailed 
(at least once) round them. 

Any Candidate possessing a patchwork counterpane or g[uilt, or a 
family sampler, will be required to deposit a drawing of its pattern 
and a specimen of its stitch, certified by a Justice of the Peace to be 
done by the candidate’s own hand, at the Education Office, fourteen 
days before his nomination. 

Any Candidate who can prove that he has ability sufficient to darn 
his own socks and sew on his own buttons, will be entitled to extra 
marks. 

Candidates wiU have the option of writing an Essay either upon— - 
(1) “The Advantages and Miseries of Button-Holes,” or (2) “The 
History and Development of the Modern Wristband.” 

A preliminary examination will be held in London, Dublin, and 
Edinburgh, and any Candidate failing to satisfy the Examineresses 
that he is competent to hem a duster, to distinguish long cloth from 
calico, to discriminate between cotton and thread, and to difierentiate 
“ seamj and' gusset, and band,” will be disqualified for further 
competition. 

I The Education Office intend, as soon as the Long Yacation has 
terminated, to communicate with the authorities at our Universities, 
and to impress upon them the necessity of founding Professorships ' 
of Plain Needlework. They; also have in contemplation a scheme for 
the establishment of Training Needlework Colleges, where Candi- 
dates for Inspectorships could pass at least six months of their time 
before offering themselves for examination. 

These regulations will remain in force until a Eemale Branch is 
added to the Education Department, when the Inspection of Needle- 
work, as well as of Cookery, Cleaning, Domestic Economy, and other 
cognate Arts and Sciences, wiU be transferred to duly qualified 
Inspectoresses. By Order. 


AUTUMN SUITS. 

3 The World’s fixed fashion, amidst 
many mutable. 

Is the pursuit of pleasures that 
seem suitable ; 

But, like the suits Snips advertise 
in Autumn, 

They do not always suit us when 
we ’ve bought ’em. 

Paterfamilias, of peace in quest, 
Einds that small bills and Brighton 
suit him best ; 

Mamma, whose marriageable flock 
her care is, 

Were better suited with the Rhine 
and Paris. I 

Tom’s suited with a Moor and 
much to shoot, 

Fa.h finds the sands and spooning 
better suit ; 

Jaoj^s suited with an easy-going 

And J^E— at last— is suited with 

Lmy declares Lawn-Tennis suits 
her well; 

Wmi ’s suited wheresoe’er he 
meets with Nell. 

Monaco suits the impecunious Bob, 
And Scarborough the swell uplifted snob ; 

WMst Margate, where the toothsome shrimp is found. 

Suits ’Annr, so he swears, down to the ground.” 

Pair weather suits the Cockney pseudo-S^or, 

Paid bills— when he can get ’em— suit his tailor. 

Perks suit the sea-side harpy, apt at dodgings, 

YThose victims are not suited with their lodgings. 

Long holidays and tips just suit “ our hoys,” 

WMe we ’re best suited when they make least noise, 

^ early rising suits the wearied House, 

Bm scarcely suits the partridges and grouse. 

WEat sweetly suits the stumpmg minor Member • 

Is iifil reports— he gets it in September. 
i^Sv^gJidering Savant finds he’s snited well 
With Science, plm the charms of Miss Blue Belle, 


The mass of men, — sad it should so befall, — 

Are suited — like a Zulu— not at all. 

Punch of all outward things, power, pleasure, pelf. 
Is independent, for he suits— himself ! 


ARCADES AMBO; OR, WHO’S THE PATRIOT? 


n / . ^ 


Scene — The shady solitude of an 
old Park, Acknowledged Or- 
nament of Government plat- 
form discovered on his hack in 
a swinging hammock, with a 
pile of uncut Blue Books under 
his head, gazing peacefully at 
the calm heaven cihove him. 
Acknowledged Ornament [re- 
flecting) . Yes, not a douht of it— 
the party horizon is as promising 
— as clear, as yonder still and 
smiling summer sky ! No vestige 
I of a cloud. Berlin a triumph ; 
Cyprus almost forgotten ; no 
question asked about the Balkans ; 
the Zulu business ending really 
economically ; and, last not least, 
due to the splendid foresight of 
our illustrious Chief in all that 
Afghan business, the prestige of 
the country at its zenith ! Capital ! 
The party is safe for years. Time 
enough next Session to write to 
the Lokd Chancellor ^ about 

that [JEnter domestic with 

evening paper,) Halloa 1 What’s 
this? Another row? {Jumps 
from his hammock,) What ! the 
“Scientific” bubble burst? A 
possible entanglement with 
Russia 1 Collapse 1 Disaster ! 
The country ruined ! Why, where 
shall we be P Oh, this will never 
do! Hang it! — I’ll wire to 
Cairns at once I [Does it. 


. . Uixc V/Juuuiua Ui JXJULOB JDXiUJBi X>J!iJLiJjJ], 

gea-^rpents and big gooseberries— for good reason — 
Smt Editois ; Autenn 's the Silly Season. 

s snited -with sneeess and Champagne jelly, 

W TT.T.T A TW ■Wl'fl* _ t i7. 


Scene — The margin of a muddy 
trout stream. Distinguished 
Supporter of Opposition tactics 
discovered huddled yp, rod in 
hand, upon a rain-drenched 
gate staring irritably at the 
water, and catching nothing. 

Distinguished Supporter {cogi- 
tating), Disgusting prospect! 
And yet we ’ve had so much to 
make it hot for them ! Stagna- 
tion all the whiter; — weather 
rottiag crops (I hope this ram 
intends to keep it uj^ ; and then 
they ’ve made no^ end of slips. 
But, there {lashing the water 
angrily), what’s the use of any- 
thing! I’m sure we’ve done 
our best, when they ’ve pnlled 
one way, to pull hard the other. 
But wnat’s the use of states- 
manship ? We can’t get in ; and 
if this kind of thing goes on, we 
shan’t be in— for years ! There ’s 
that tea business, — I ’ve had to 
take it for the Boy at last. {JEnter 
domestic with evening paper,) 
No! never! Yes! Here it is 
in black and white ! {Flings 
rod wildly into river and dances,) 
Glorious ! Who could have 
thought of such a stroke of luck 
as this ? Another war ! Re- 
pulse, perhaps ! The mischief 
spreading! A mutiny! Eresh 
taxes ! Sublime ! We shall be 
in within six months ! By Jove ! 
the Boy shall wait! I’^U wire 
to stop the tea ! IDoes it. 


Wmi^ with work and some new casus belli, 
bo badly hap things grown, blown, rooted, fnated* 
± armers with the swamped season are not suited* 


Problem eor Proeessor Hbxlev.- 
the egg contain an Fgo ? 


-Omne vivum ab ovo. Does 
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lloMaii!) fill. 

Originator op Cheap Postage. 

Born at Kidderminster^ Dec. 3, 1795. Died at Kampstead^ Aug. 27, 1879. 
Buried in Westminster Abbeg, by the side of James Wattj 
Thursday^ September 4. 

i 

'No question tMs of wortliy’s rigtt to lie 
■With England’s worthiest, hy the grave of him 
Whose brooding brain brought under mastery 
The wasted strength of the Steam-giant grim. 

Like labours— his who tamed by sea and land 
Power, Space, and Time, to needs of human kind, 

That bodies might be stronger, nearer hand, 

And his who multiplied mind’s links with mind, 

Breaking the barriers that, of different height 
For rich and poor, were barriers still for all, 

Till “ out of mind ” was one with “out of sight,” 

And parted souls oft parted past recall ; 

Freeing from tax unwise the interchange 
Of distant mind with mind and mart with mart ; 
Beleasing thought from bars that clipped its range ; 
Lightening a load felt most i’ the weakest part. 

What if the wings he made so strong and wide 
Bear burdens with their blessings r Own that all 
For which his bold thought we oft hear decried. 

Of laden bag, too frequent postman’s call, 

Is nothing to the threads of love and light 
Shot, thanks to him, through life’s web dark and wide, 
Nor only where he first unsealed men’s sight, 

But far as pulse of time and ffow of tide ! 

Was it a little thing to think this out P 
Yet none tiU he had hit upon the thought ; 

And, the thought brought to birth, came sneer and ffout 
Of all his insight saw, his wisdom taught ; 

AU office-doors were closed against him— hard ; 

All office heads were closed against him too. 

“ He had but worked, like others, for reward.” 

‘ ‘ The thing was all a dream.” ‘ ‘ It would not do.” 

But this was not a vaguely dreaming man, 

A wind-bag of the known Utopian kind ; 

He had thought out, wrought out, in full, his plan; 

’Twas the far-seeing fighting with the blind : 

And the far-seeing won his way, at last, 

Though pig-headed Obstruction’s force died hard ; 

Denied his due, official bitters cast 
Into the cup wrung slowly from their guard. 

But not untn the Country, wiser far 
Than those that ruled it, with an angry cry, 

Seeing its soldiers ’gainst it waging war, 

At last said resolutely, “ Stand you by ! 

“ And let Mm in to do what he has said. 

And you do not, and will not let him do.” 

And so at last the fight he fought was sped. 

Thought at less cost freer and farther flew. 

And all the world was kindlier closer knit. 

Ari d all man’s written word can bring to man 
Had easier ways of transit made for it, 

And none sat silent under poortith’s ban 

■When severed from Ms own, as in old days. 

And tMs we owe to one sagacious brain, 

By one kind heart weU-guided, that in ways 
Of life laborious sturdy strength had ta’en. 

And his reward came, late, but sweeter so. 

In the wide sway that Ms wise thought had won : 

He was as one whose seed to tree should grow, 

■Who hears him blest that sowed it ’gainst the sun. 

So love and honour made Ms grey hairs bright. 

And while most things he hoped to fulness came, 

And many ills he warred with were set right, 

G-ood work and good life joined to crown Ms name. 

And now that he is dead, we see how ^eat 
The good work done, the good life lived how brave, 

And through all crosses hold Mm blest of fate, 

Placing tMs wreath upon Ms honoured grave I 


FRIENDS AT A DISTANCE- 

(Thied Series.— Summee.) 

CHAPTEB y. 

Grouse— Summary — Consolation — Preference — Driving— Pule— 
Exceptions— Zulu— A Point — Bogs — Birds — Aim— Thoughts 
—Sighs — Dogs — Bogs — Laugh — Sadness — Shooting — Sitting — 
Diary — Tennis — Out of it — Arrival., 

V August l^th. — Bravo, 

W ^ ^ grouse ! A day wi’ Moor 

-V 3,fter a nicht wi’ Btjkns. 

j how I can. 

no birds. Next two hours 
birds saw me. Lun- 
cheon. Pigeon and steak 
' pie: the “Consolation 

/fWw/i I Ste^s.” End of Act I. 

r ' After luncheon. W alk- 

'hWlAll' i^ig, hopping over, and 




fIS'i 


IV li II To MW \ re-peating the process, on 

^111 wH l If 

^ ' /| I Seotcli is not encotnaging. 

The birds have a knack 
of getting up just when a bird is the very last thing I ’m thinking 
about. 

I fancy I should prefer “ driving,” when, I am informed that you 
are put into a pit— like Joseph by his brethren, only that wasn’t on 
a grouse moor— and the birds are driven towards ypu. To enjoy 
tMs entertainment I fancy 1 should prefer a seat in the pit, to 
remaining in the hogses. You sit, q.uietly and happily^ for half-an- 
hour or so, then, as you see them flying towards you (so it was vividly 
described to me), you go “ bang, bang ! ” and down they come. 

All this I feel is an exact description of what I should do, were I 
in the pit, from the very commencement of “ sitting^ quietly and 
smoking a pipe for half-an-hour ; ” in fact, I foUow it with all a 
sportsman’s keenness up to the “ bang, bang ! ’’—the go-bang— in 
which, as far as letting off the gun goes, I yield to no man B^g 
— ^but at tMs point the description ceases to apply to me. The 
denoument of “down they come!” is not my climax. When I 
“ let off” the gun, I generally “ let off ” the birds at the same time. 
I say generally, because there' is no rule without one, or two, bril- 
liant exceptions. The grouse may think they are safe with me, but 
they are not. I am not to be depended upon, I may kill them when 
they least expect it. I have sometimes wept over the untimely fate 
of confiding rabbits innocently sitting up in a field, and, often, 
absolutely staring me full in the face, up to within a second of their 
decease. They dudn’t think I was in earnest, poor t^gs ! But I 
was; and I’ve eaten them afterwards— in pies. Perhaps they 
thought I ’d only got a hare-trigger, and wasn’t going in for rabbits. 
But when I ’ve once tasted blood, so to speak, I could shoot any- 
thing — even a landlord from behind a hedge, I believe, just for 


every blessed shot, I feel as ’^d as the birds are, and am ready for 
anything. I am vindictive ; I rage against the birds ; I could put 
torpedoes in the peat bogs, and make a bag of some thousands in 
a minute. Are fiiese the peaceful sentiments of a Christian r Yes 
— ^when he ’s given himself up to the Moors. 

[Sappy Thought.— Ajiihoyr “driving” must be better than 
wMking.] , 

Pointer points. Keeper makes mysterious signs to me, as u he md 
caught sight of a Zulu, or other black game, in a bush. ^ I am stiU 
stesding towards the mysterious spot, and am arrangmg in my own 
TnTn<l exactly what I shall do should a covey suddenly get up, 




A GROUP OF carries: 

In the Centre oe which mjlt be seen the plain but captivating Mr. Belleville, who explains to the lovely Miss Eliza 
Larkins that it ’s of no consequence whether a Man be handsome or not, **so Lom as ee looks like a Gentleuan- / 


when, Before I have quite settled my plans, there is a chuckle, a ' 
flapping of wings, and away flies a bird. Bang !— -with one harrei— 
and away he still flies. 

And as lie flies 
The Keeper sighs. 

"Wonder, to myself, why I didn’t fire the other harrei immediately. 
The other Barrel doesn’t seem to come so readily. If this is so, next 
time I will begin with the other barrel. If my mind had only been 
mite made up before that grouse appeared, he would never have 
left this moor alive. But as it is— * 

The Grronse that flies 
And gets away, 

Surely dies 
Another day. 

I feel that if I were to meet that bird again, it would be the worse 
for him. 

I tramp o’er the moors, breathing slaughter against the grouse. 
It is a long time before I see another. I fancy they are hiding, and 
looking at me as I pass. 

A 3roimg dog is told off to ns. He is a gay young dog, and fond of 
practical joking. All his points are sly jokes, as there is never any- 
thing to be seen. He is chastised for playing the fool, and dismissed 
to the care of a hoy,^ who brings ns snob an old hand at the game 
t^t he scores two points straight off. I bang both barrels, as a sort 


h&^B it is an illnstration of “ The little dog laughed to see such 
sport ! ^ On we tramp again. 

^terminable bogs 1 To paraphrase what a trespassing Scotchman 
when he was asked where he was going to— “ Bock again I ” so 
again P’ I’m again np to my knees, or 


W^en a^ed, rahseqnently, if I Ve hadgood shooting, with the 
stnetest reg^d for trath I can reply. first-rate shooting-— 

with an emphasis on the “ shooting ; ’’ but as to the AiYitngr— that 
were to inquire too cnnously. 

Chuckle, chuckle, flap-flap, from a bird. The Keeper, who has 


given me up as hopeless, takes no notice of either the bird or me, 
except to sigh to himself and to plod on. But my blood is up. ^ This 
time he shall not escape me. Bang ! Missed ! Bang ! Winged 
him ! “ I ’ve done the deed I Did you not hear a noise r ” Bather. 

How, more birds — quick ! The cry is still, they don’t come. But 
I have finished with a grand blaze of triumph, and the Keeper who 
had been with me, and whom my splendid failures have plunged 
into the deepest melancholy, is radiant once again. “Sigh no more, 
Keeper ! ” 

End of Second Act. Milk and whiskey. End of The Gamester* 
Beturn of Shooter Johnie. 

It suddenly occurs to me that no one has pointed out to me all 
day either Ben Lomond, Bttrns’s Monument, or the Isle of Arran in 
the distance. A most remarkable day. 

In the paper next day I see with pride, in the accounts from the 
moors, “ Afr. Allison of Dumdoddie and party tagged eighty brace, 
three plovers, and four hares*'* It is gratifying to know that I was 
one of the “ party.” Also gratifying that details are not given. In 


We spend our evenings in reading Bttrns’s Poems and toasting 
Btjhns’s memory. I don’t wonder at Burns’ s memory being kept so 
warm in Scotland, as it ’s so frequently being toasted. 

Then, later on, with the wMskey we become philosophical, and 
discuss Mallock’s Is Life worth Living f A Hicht wi’ Mallock, 
Huxley, Tyndall, and Heoege Eliot, who, with Ophelia, might 
ask — 

“ What means this, my Lord ? ” 


Night-Light Thoughts on Lawn-Tennis * — ^A perfect specimen of 
Lawn-tennis would be “ A Love game, and no Deuce.” Scoring at 
Lawn-tennis contains the headings of Chapters in a Bomantic 
History: — Chapter I. Pifteen, Love.— Chapter II. Thirty, Love. 
—Chapter III. Porty, Love.— Chapter lY. Eorty, Pifteen (Love’s 
out of it). — Chapter Y, Porty, Thirty (Better Match).— Chapter YI. 
Porty all! Deuce ! — Chapter Yll. Coquetting. Wantage to 
one, Wantage to t’other. The Deuce, like the Q,ueen’s Proctor 
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intervening.— Chapter Till. Triumph,— Chap- 
ter IX. A Love Match, Retirement. 

Xo more strawberries and cream. As Eip 
Van Winkle used to say, “ I Ve swore ofi.” 
Feel lighter-hearted in consec[uence. 

Charming place. Weather unsettled. We 
all hope it will make up its mind to “fine.” 

Lovely afternoon. Three courts ready. Visi- 
tors arriving. On reaching the lawn, I hear 
an energetic lady arguing with her opponent, 
across the net, as to the state of the score. 

“I’m forty ! ” she announces, at the top of j 
her voice. 

Her opponent, who is waiting for her service, 
replies, “ Yes, forty and one fault I ” i 

She admits the one fault cheerfully, , 

There’s a moral! “Forty, and only one 
fault!” 

Well, well,— in vain is the net set in the 
sight of the tennis-player ! 

\_Happt/ Thought {here), — Excellent Scotch 
name for a Tennis Professor — TheMcRACKET.] 

They are making up their sets. Our hostess 
is, as it were, easting the parts for three 
comediettas of four dramatis persons each. 

Becoming wary hy experience, and aspiring 
to improve, I prefer playing in company with 
my fellow-men. As, out of politeness to the 
fair guests (of various ages), I cannot utter this 
sentiment aloud, I adopt much the same plan 
of tactics as one does in a ball-room when the 
smiling hostess attempts to surprise you into 
dancing with some neglected faded fair one, 
for whom she has charitably undertaken to 
find partners. 

The formula then is, “ Thank you so much, 
but I ’ve been dancing everything, and 1 
really must,” &c. ; or, plainly and defiantly, 
“Thanks, but I’m engaged — just waiting 
for my partner to return;” or, “Thanks, 
but I don’t dance a galop, or a waltz,” &c., 
nr any other excuse ready at the moment. 
Or one retires into a remote corner of a con- 
servatory, followed by the hostess with her 
protegee^ or down to the refreshment-room, 
or, in fact, “ anywhere, everywhere, out ol 
the world!” 

I see a gallant set (male) in fiannels and 
colours. I should like to make^ one of theii 
partv. They were enthusiastic till I came up 
difddentlv. The hostess suggests my joining 
them. They pretend to be in doubt as to 
whether Maclaren isn’t coming. The hostess 
says I can play till he comes. There is no 
avidity on the part of the fiannels and colours 
to close with this proposition. 

It suddenly occurs to me that / am in the 
position of the “ Xeglected Faded Flower” for 
whom the hostess is so charitably anxious to 
obtain a partner. 1 say, apologetically, “ Per- 
haps you ’ve made up your set ? ” . They reply, 

awkwardly, “ that they have, but ” Then 

they regard one another in a furtive way, and 
appear considerably embarrassed. Maciakent 
comes to their relief, and they hail him with 
such a shout of joy as might come from a crew 
on a shoal at the sight of the lifeboat. I fancy 
I detect a wink passing roimd among them- 
selves as they retire to their ground. 

In the meantime the other sets have been 
made up, and, for the nonce, I am out in the 
cold. 

At this moment a trap is driven up carrying 
two young ladies and a small boy. 

He is in that neatest of all boys’ suits, an 
Eton suit ; so white about the collar, and so 
trim about the legs, so generally natty and 
tidy, and, when topped up, on a Sunday, with 
a glossy hat, so thoroughly “gentlemanly”— 
the type of an English home Institution. The 
boy, I ft el instinctively, is an Etonian.; I 
shall interview him. 
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ET SEASON. 

)jeral tunihlers. tapping the Clock-case). “ Glassh 
quan’ty ’f "Wet we’ve had { hic )/^^ 


Civilisation in Central Africa. 

IFrom an advertisement in the Daily Telegraph it appears that hy some person or 
persons there is 

W ANTED, a MAN ROASTING COOX, thoroughly capable, and up to the work.— 
Apply, &c. 

"We are informed?3y recent travellers that there exist in the Interior of Africa 
certain races of natives,’ who, whilst endowed with considerable intelligence, and some 
good oualities, are yet addicted to anthropophagy. Can it he that they are in a measure 
so civilised as to combine the cultivation of cnlinary art with the practice of cannibalism ; 
and are those, any of them, the parties who advertise in an English newspaper for a Man 
Roasting Cook ?, 


Music at the Sea-side.— Of course you ^ * A Doubtful Deeivatioh.— Academy, from “alpha privative” and “ cad.”— A school 
find C in a space of the Base Clific. in which there are no cads. 
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A FILIAL REBUKE. 

Squire Quiverful (who hrsa large family^ to his eldest Son). “These Aee hn- 
OOMMONLT GOOD CiGABS OF YOITRS, FrBD \ "WHAT DO THEY COST YOU ? 

Fred. “Sixty Shillings a Hundred,” 

Squire Quiverful. “Good Hbatens ! what extravagance ! Do you know. 
Sir, that I never give more than Tmrjeepbnce fob a Cigar ? 

Fred. “And A very good price, too J By George, Governor, if I had as 
MANY Children to provide for as roir have, I wouldn’t Smoke at all !” 


HAPPY-THOUGHT GUIDE TO LONDON. 

(Being a Dickens of a Dickshunary for the use of Visitors to the Metropolis.) 

DEYONSHIEE CLUB. — Thememljexs are all of tlie Devonsliire creme de la 
creme. They go out “ juubettmg ” every summer. Cider Cup, known as “ The 
Cider C,” is their favourite beverage. 

Singing, “ 0 that a Devon Draught should he 
As deep as our jovial * Cider CM” 

Devonshire titles are given to all the rooms, Eor instance, the Conversation 
Salon is the “ Talkee Boom,” the Lavatory is the “ llfraeomb'and-Bmsh Room.” 
The osccwsewr comes up in the “ LiEton ” portion. The Hall-Porter is invariably 
chosen from his appearance as a/ron^-Datc-lish man. 

DOCKS. — Situated in Bow Street, Middlesex Sessions House, the Old Bailey, 
and other parts of the Metropolis. The best way of seeing them thoroughly is 
to trip UD a policeman, and sit on his head, until he agrees to take you to the 
nearest dock. Sometimes a great deal of force is necessary to induce Mm to 
comply with your request; hut as a policeman has, legally, “power to add to I 
his number,” he will call a few others, and you will soon he bonded, and in 1 
dock. The London children are instructed at an early a^e to make the acquaint- 
ance of the dock, in the nursery rhyme — 

“Dickory, dickory, dock!” 
and in Dock-tor Watts’s celebrated 

“ Let docks delight.” 

It is thus our youth are iadocktrinafed. A sure way to obtain admission to 
any dock is to stay sufficiently long at the bar — any bar in the neighbourhood 
will do — and refuse to leave until turned out by the landlord. 


DRAINAGE.— Advice to visitors : Never take lodgings 
in London until you are ^uite safe as to the drains. If 
anything unpleasant arises in consequence of your 
neglect to make “ assurance doubly setoer,” you will 
probably he compelled to bring an action against the 
lodging-house keeper, sue for damages, and so he your- 
self the suitor or chief suer. 

DRESS. — Reversible suits are the bost—morning dress 
one side, evening the other. Always be in the fasMon. 
White hat with black hand, yellow coat with brass 
buttons, blue velvet waistcoat and plaid trousers, with 
patent leather boots, white gloves, high collars, and red 
tie, are never out of place. Always wear cheque trousers 
on a Bank holiday. 

DRURY LANE THEATRE.— The home of our Na- 
tional Drama when in town. Though quite close to 
Covent Garden, and has been, until quite recently, “in 
the market.” TMs splendid building is, generally, open 
aU the year round— to an oiler. It has lately been re- 
ported as leased to a party of the name of Harris, 
Whether the names of Betsy Prig and Gamp axe asso- 
ciated with the management, has not yet leaked out. 
The former of these two can hardly he in it, as “ Betsy ” 
has just now quite enough to do elsewhere. 

DUST.— The police have strict orders to take up any- 
one kicking up a dust in the streets. The ratepayers 
who are regular in their dues are entitled to the services 
of a man who does the dust. When you ask in the 
morning if he has come as usual, you will receive the 
answer, Bin and done it.” Eor much information on 
this subject see a work called Dustward Ho ! translated 
from the Hindostanee of Dost Mohammed. If the dust 
is not attended to regularly, they make a nice ’ash of it. 
EALING. — (Vide Medical Men.) 

ECCLESIASTICAL COMMISSIONERS.-A separate 
department of Commissionnaires, being composed of 
Clerks who are ready to take Orders. They belong to the 
surplice population. They bring home the ecclesiastical 
linen for the Ritualistic clergy, any one of whom will 
explain to you the gist of the poem known as Bach from 
the Wash ; or^ The Cotta's Saturday Night, 
EDGEWARE ROAD.— The road by which, as indi- 
cated by the name, you go to Edgeware, just as a cul de 
sac might be called a Noware Road, 

EGYPTIAN HALL. — ^Dedicated to the mysteries of 
the ancient Egyptians, and paying more than the modern 
Egyptians. Here live the Magician Cooke and the 
Neck-romancer Maskblyne, who cuts of£ Mr. Cooke’s 
head. At first, people used to thiuk that the Cook in the 
firm was a female, and wanted to caU it Maskelyne and 
Feminine, but, on inquiry, our nervous reporter found 
them both out— a very rare occurrence ; in fact, they 
said they ’d never been found out before ; and, in answer 
to his questioning as to either of them being at home 
the page-hoy (lately from School Board tutors) replied, 

ELECTRIC LIGHT.— This Elec-trick has not yet 
thoroughly racceeded. Mr. Hollingshead was the first 
to give a light entertainment of this kind in London. | 
“ There ’s a good deal yet to he done with it,” said 
someone to an American: “in the meantime there’s 
the gas.” “ Gas theTe is!” said the Yankee. For 
further information see The Gazette. 

EPPING FOREST,— When any Londoner has a holi- 
day chance of an innings, here’s the place for one of 
Ms outings. There is a new rural hotel at Chingford 
— ^whioh name has a sort of Chinese twang about it. 
ButCMng-a-ring-a-ring-ford is atooral mralplace where 
one— and more than one — can “ spend a happy day.” 

FLATS. — Flats have increased enormonsl^r of late years 
in London. Houses are now built for “ taking in Flats.” 
Of course, if the flats allow themselves tohe “ taken in” 
after reading tMs public advertisement, they cannot 
afterwards complain. A little way out of London the 
Essex Flats are weU. known, bnt, strange to say, have 
never yet been let out as apartments. 

FLEET STREET.— Formerly, as the name implies, 
part of the river where the Fleet used to he. The only 
remnant of the ancient shipping interest is a smm 
“ model dockyard shop ” and a few dancing sailors in 
the toy-shop windows. The site of the bar which used 
to he the entrance to the harbour, as at Boulogne and 
Di^pe, may stiR he seen. It was called Temple Bar. 
FOGS.— (iS'ee Hayes, Cornhill.) 

FOLLOWERS.— (Ow this suijecf, see Servants.) 
FRIENDLY SOCIETIES.— Zulus.) 


iW To CosBZSf oin>Bin ».^ — The Editor does not hold him^ bound to aehnowUdffo^ return, or pay for CowtribnUon*. In no ease eon these be returned unless accompanied by a 

stamped and directed enrelo^ &pUs iftovZd he kept. 
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A PIG IN A POKE! 


made a descent upon the seized a large num- 

ber of ho7's d'muvres^ and, after an bourns desperate 
fighting, secured a large room on the top fioor, -where we 
are now safely barricaded for the night ! Hurrah ! 










PIG 'I 






PI& in a poke ! 7 Ohjliow can 
you poke, 

Dear old Punchy such hard 
fun at the sweetest of 
bonnets ? 

'Which instead of your lash, 
ought to bring down a 
clash 

Drom the bells in your cap, 
in the sweetest of, son- 
. netsl 


Say “ a duck in a poke,” or, “a dove in a poke,” 

Or “ a dear in a poke,” or “ a pet,” or “ a poppet.” 

But “ a pig in a poke ” — ’tis the ugliest joke 
On the prettiest fashion— please, Mr. Punchy drop it ! 


IN PE THE EIOI. 

Fnoai a recent letter in the Times it would seem that tourists -visiting the 
hotels on the Eigi have to secure entertainment at the point (or rather the 
knuckle) of the fist. If the fashion is permitted to become chronic (by the 
patient endurance of the British public), every diary kept by a visitor to -the 
Eigi is likely to appear in the foEowing form : — 

Tuesday y 4 A.M.— Jnst seen the sun rise. Eather cloudy in the valley, hut 
on the whole magnificent. WiE stay until to-morrow, as I am sure the air is 
excellent. 

5 A.M.— Going hack to the hotel. The night porter is shouting at me. 

8 A.M. — Just finished a three hours’ fight with the night porter. He scored 
“ first blood ” to my “ first knock-down blow. ” I was able to poEsh bim off 
in forty-seven rounds, and consequently bave an exceEent appetite for breakfast. 

9 A.M. — After some desperate struggling with haJi-a-dozen waiters, have 
I secured a cup of coffee and a small plate of cold meat. 

12 A.M.— Have been asleep on a bench outside the hotel for the last two hours 
and a half, recovering from my recent exertions. 

1 p.M. — Have fraternised with five EngEsh tourists armed -with alpenstocks. 
One of OUT party has opened negotiations with the hotel-keeper as to the 
possibiEty of obtaining some lunch. 

2 P.M.— Our ambassador has returned -with his coat tom into tatters, and 
one of his eyes severely bruised. 

3 p.M. — By a coup de main we have seized the salle-d-mangery and now are 
feasting merrEy on bread and honey. 

4 P.M.— Just driven from our vantage-ground by eight boots, ten waiters, the 
landlord and auxiliaries from the kitchen. 

6 p.M. — Have spent the last two hours in consultation. 

7 P.M. — A. spy Horn our party (assuming the character of an English duke) is 
just lea-ving us for the front. 

8 P.M. — Our spy has just returned, and reports that when he asked for a room 
"the enemy attacked him with brooms and candlesticks. 

9 p.M. — ^Have just matured our plan of attack. 

10 P.M. — Glorious news ! A triumphant victory ! Onr party, in single file, 


A SILLY SEASON, 

‘ ‘ A SILLY Season ? ” Sure the phrase, 
With limitation, sounds ironic, 

For in these delirious days 
Suliness seems growing chronic. 

Ere one bubble vanisheth 
Folly bath another blown ; 

SiEiness, Eke despot Death, 

Claims all Seasons for its own. 

Shower of frogs, and toad in granite, 

Giant gooseberry, huge sea kraken, 

All that on our much plagued planet 
Quidnunc nerves hath stirred or shaken, — 
What are ye but passing types 
Of a folly that ’s enduring ? 

Wit, with donkeydom at gripes, 

Sometimes fears the ill’s past curing. 
Patriot howl, peaeeraonger’s plaint, 

Priestly feud, and party schism, 

Fussy fear in wild war-paint, 

Brummagem Imperialism, 

Legion lunes that haunt the age, 

Point to Mallocx’s question giving, 
When he asks, sardonic Sage, 

“ Whether life is worth the Eving.” 
Hardly, when once sober Bull 
Like a blatant moon-calf bellows, 
Glorying in corn-measure full 
When with o’erheaped chaff it yeEows. 
Scarcely, while our glittering Earl 
Poses as a pinchbeck Jove, 

Storing ’neath his frontal curl 
BudS. finesse as Zanies love. 

See he stands, the cunning Cook, 

His imperial omelette making ! 

While but few of those who look 
Care to count the eggs he’s breaking. 
Prudence though it cost and peace 
And prosperity, what matter ? 

Cackle, ye gregarious geese, 

Though ’tis an expensive batter ! 

Many eggs, yet not enough ; 

John wEl find it, when he ’s tasted, 

Poor as stodgiest plum-duff, „ 

And the eggs entirely wasted. 

They who change of Chef advise 
Are abused and charged with treason. 
John, when once yon ope your eyes, 

You ’E repent your SiEy Season I 
Bluster over barren gain, 

Shouting over tarnished glory, — 

These inspire not pride, but pain, 

Thinliing o’er the year’s sad story. 

Fine to smite a little foe I 
Grand to triumph in his thrashing I 
Big on dunghEls small to crow, 
Self-dnbhed heroes, dauntless, dashing ! 
John, we know your heart is sound, 

But you ’ve sadly lost your head. 
Shifting from Eight’s solid ground. 

Quicksands of Intrigue you tread. 

Fool of fears and dupe of dreams, 
Phantom-lured and bogey-frighted, 
From extremes tost to extremes, 
Firework-dazzled, fog-henighted ; 

Is it yon, John ? Oh, take tnough-fc t 
Heed the voice pf Eight and Eeason ! 
Dear is the experience bought 
In this too-long SiEy Season ! 


A CAGED BLACKBIBD. 

The battle of TJlundi, putting Cetewato to flight, 
is truly said to have driven him into the bush. How 
having been canght, he may he regarded as a bird in 
the hand worth many more than two birds in the 
bush. 
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miENDS AT A DISTANCE. 


(Thied Sebies.— S inioiER.) 

CHAPTER YI. 

The 'Etonian — Modern Boy — Interview — Contrast — Temporis acti— 
Style — Old — New — Question — Answer — Long Ago — JOead 
Water— 'More Tennis— Something New— A Match— Fagged— 
A Boy ^ again — Gallery — Chaff — Betirement Vantage — 
Jtesolution. 1 

Hating been at Eton myself, I am enabled to ask him certain 
questions -wi^ an aic of an old band. Hot baying talked to modern 
young Etonians for some time, I am a little at a loss 'wbat to say 
to Mm. 

My host says tome, “Here’s Tedet Mackenzie— be ’s at Eton. 
You ” (to me) “were at Eton, -weTen’t you ? ” 

I say “ Yes,” and look at tne small boy, wbo smiles incrednlously. 
His smile implies “Gammon! (meaning me) ““weren’t at 

Eton.” 


I see that tbe boy’s manner is not without its effect on my bost. 
He begins to belieye I wasn’t at Eton. In another second, if this 
small boy goes on smiling incredulously, be ’ll begin to belieye I ’m 
a humbug— a Mac Humbug — altogether. 

Must put Etonian questions to Eton boy, and show I ’ye been 
there. 

I say, at haphazard, with a yague memory of the form the question 
ought to assume, “ Where are you at ? ” 

On thinking it oyer subsequently, I discover that what was in my 
mind was, “Where do you keepf^^—z. Cambridge Undergraduate 
expression for “Where do you lodge 1”’ confused with “Whose 
house are you in ? ” 

“ Where am I f ” repeats the little’’ Etonian, carelessly cutting 


at an imagiaary ball with his racket. “ What do you mean F—I/ia 
at Eton.” And again he snules, more incredulously and supercili- 
ously than before, and makes another careless cut at an inyisible ball. 

How, did I reply in tMs manner when I was a little Etonian ? 
Wasn’t I far more respectful to my elders ? I’m afraid there ’s a 
falling off in this respect— literally in this “ respect 
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SEASONED! 

Lady Tourist Aee the Sheets well Aiebd 

Jrisih Cliamlermaid. “Troth, and they aee, Ma’am; foe the Sayson is three Months begun, and they’ve been well 

USED SINCE ! ” 


“I know you ’re at Eton,” I reply, blandly, while my host watches 
ns as though it were a fine contest of intellects between me and the 
little boy, in which the odds were greatly in favour of the latter. 
“ But at what house ? ” 

“ Oh ! ” he says, explaining to me what I do mean, and looking up 
at me from under his wide-brimmed hat. “You mean who’s my 
tutor ? ” 

Yes !— I did mean that. The memory of my boyhood’s days comes 
back again in a flash ! Yes, I did mean “ Who ’s your tutor ? ” 

“ Toby Bunfoed ’s my tutor,” he says. 

What? is it possible I Bunfoed— -without the Toby— was my 
tutor, and we used to call him Punch Bunfoed. Evidently they 
call this Bunfoed Toby because he comes after Punch ; Toby being 
supposed to follow his master. Grood. I give the young Etonian my 
information about Punch, and my theory about Toby, It has no 
effect upon his manner, however. He still preserves his smile of 
supercilious incredulity, and my host, I firmly believe, thinks I am 
inventing my experience, but listens with as impartial an air as he can 
assume. The contest of intellects is stiB going on, only it has 
assumed the appearance of a serious counsel being suddenly examined 
by a flippant witness, before a judge who is rather pleased at the turn 
things are taking. 

The hoy looks at me as though he didn’t believe for one moment 
that Punch Bunfoed had ever been a tutor, and says curtly, 

“ Punch Bunfoed ’s a Fellow.” 

Indeed ! Oh, then, I suppose they make Fellows of superannuated 
tutors. Then the Fellows in my day had been ^tutors m somebody 
else’s day. I never knew this before. Would it have made any 
j difference in my conduct in years gone by had I known it ? I don’t 
I think so. 

[JSflgpy Thought. — ^Every tutor has his day. Like a saiut, — and a 
dog. Toby is now having his day, Toby Bunfoed, I mean. And 
his day is a “ day out ” in the vacation. Poor Toby !] 

I turn to my host and explain to him that, in my time. Punch Bun- 
foed was my tutor, whereat he doesn’t appear theleast bit interested. 
I feel convinced that if he talks me over with this small Etonian, 


alone, he will come to the conclusion that I never was at Eton at all, 
and am an impostor, a sort of Claimant. I am determined to prove I 
was at Eton, and to compel the Etonian’s respect— not for my age, but 
for my honesty. I wish him to recognise me as a Boy and a Brother. 
I should be .happier if he would shake hands with me heartily, and 
teU me all about everything, of how the old place has changed, and 
how it remains the same, and how they do much the same now as I 
did then, and in fact, clearly prove to me that I only left Eton the 
day before yesterday, that I am only this little hoy’s senior by a 
fortnight or so at most, and that when the holidays are over, I shall 
go hack again, and we shall both meet in the school yard and talk 
about “ knowing him at home.” But no— he is a determined boy. He 
only smiles incredulously, and remains peculiarly uncommunicative. 

I My host is still waiting, j udicially, to hear the issue of the examina- 
tion. It almost seems that I had been invited here on the strength 
of my having been an Etonian, and that if, from this boy’s evidence, 
it is shown that I have not been at Eton, my things will he packed 
up on the spot, and I shall be politely req.uested to leave, as having 
obtained an introduction here under false pretences. 

I can’t think of old Etonian terms which could efieotuaJly confirm 
my position. 

Suddenly the expressions “wet hob,” “dry bob,” oecnr to me. 
I feel my face lighting up with the radiant smile of victory. I can 
never forget that “ wet hob ” means a boy who goes in for boating, 
and “ dry boh ” one who goes in for cricket. 

“ Are you a wet bob or a dry bob ? ” I ask, with an air that im- 
plies, “ Sow, then, my lad, am I not a Boy and a Brother ? ” 

“ I ’ve got a locK-up,” he replies. 

Deuce take him ! What ’s a “ lock-up ” ? I ought to know. Let 
me see! Oh, I remember! A “lock-up” was a boat to oneself, 
and “ a chance boat ” meant one’s paying so much and taking one’s 
chance of whatever happened to be in. G-ood ! How I ’ll show him 
I know all about it. 

“ Ah ! ” I say, with a smack of satisfaction, recalling happy 
memories of idle times, “ I suppose you get your sherry cobler and 
pipe, and go up Dead Water, Eh ? ’’ 
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HOLIDAY MAKING. 

To WATCH A YACHT-KaCE, DURING A DEAD CALM, WHEN YOU DON’t KNOW 
WHO THE Yachts belong to (and don^t care), and are so little versed 
IN the iTAUTIOAL CrAET THAT YOU CANNOT TELL THE DIEFEEINOB BETWEEN A 

Schooner, a Cutter, and a Yawl, is not a lively way of getting 

1 THROUGH A WeT AFTERNOON AT THE SeA-SIDE. 

I ratlier emphasise the “pipe,” implying that Zknow what these young dogs 
do, and that they can’t get over me. 

He stares at me. What do 1 mean ? 

My host stares at me, too. “That’s a nice way of being at Eton,” he 
remarks, with a dry, caustic laugh. 

“Dead Water!” repots the hoy, staking his head sharply, and nearly 
laughing outright. Where ’s that ? ” 

“ ^ it-not know Dead Water ? Why, when I was 

there — - ’ Ah, hut it suddenly occurs to me that this was longer ago than 
the day before yesterday ; ^d as the Young Etonian, all of the Modern Time 
has never heard of Dead Water which was an aquatic lounge in my day— 
the water which was dead then, must have been buried, long since, in a watery 
grave. He could tell me more about the Dead Sea, I dare say, if I were to ask 
him ; hut I shan’t, I 

The Etonian goes on to tell me that he occupies himself chiefly in volun- 
teering, shooting, and drillmg. This is all new to me. 

“ Yolunteering and shooting ” I Dear me ! 

“ And,” I ask,^“ is old Webber still there ? ” 

I prefix “ 01d”_to tke name of Webber (who was a confectioner) hecanse it 
pocnrstomethat Pmcn Botfoed is a superannuated tutor, Webber must 
he a superannuated pastry-cook. 

The Etonian s^es his h^d, and smiles suspiciously. Am I chnfflnp 
him? He doesn’t know auy“WEBBBE.” j. uuuiimK 

*’ my memory fails me)— “ on Dear, bless 

me, what ’s the name of the bridge ? ” wj,odd 

“ Windsor Bridge? ’> sug^ts the boy, maliciously. 

• ■ homds,” I say, with a side-look at my host, to see if he 

IS not favourably impressed by my knowledge of localities. He istft that’s 

“>. to W stffl a oSntest of wits betwen myUlf ^ 

the Etonian, with SIX to four in the latter’s favour “'"weeu myseu ana 


“ Barnes Bridge,” says the boy. 

“ Yes ! ” I CAclaim, exultingly— “ on Barnes Bridge, 
and Barnes, too, and the Pool ! ” 

And I nearly shout with joy at remembering so much. 

The little Etonian only shakes his head pityingly. All 
gone— except the bridge. 

I (iUestion him about the position of certain houses. 
No. He doesn’t know them. He has never even heard 
of them. “Joe’s?” Pooli! Who’s Joe? “Brian? 
Spankib ? ” The Etonian smiles upon me sadly. I feel 
that were he to put his thoughts into words, he would 
say, “ Poor old chap ! What is he maundering about ? ” 

I am inclined to ask if Eton exists at all, as /knew it ? 

My host tires of the conversation— perhaps of me. I 
remark to him, for the sake of my character for vera- 
city, “ The place must have changed considerably,” 

He nods. 

The boy, cutting at the hundredth invisible ball with 
a racket, and smiling, knowingly, up at me, from under 
his broad brim, Observes, 

‘ ‘ I s’pose you haven’t been there for a very long time ? ” 

It occurs to me, as something that had never struck 
me before, that I have not beenUiere for a very long time. 
I begin to call to mind when I left, and when I went,— 
dates for the boy’s information, and my own. 

My host suggests that Teddy, the Etonian, should play 
a game of lawn-tennis with me ; whereat the hoy seems 
to measure me from head to foot (not a very lengthy 
calculation— though I would not hear my enemy say so), 
and his smile becomes more supercilious and more 
decided than ever. 

“ Do you play lawn-tennis at Eton ? ” I ask diffi- 
dently, and am almost inclined to add “ Sir,” and raise 
my hat to him, respectfully. 

“A little— not much,” he answers, carelessly, switching 
the racket about. 

“ I suppose,” I say to him, still diffidently, and with 
a^ trembling sort of fear that he will, by some sort of 
right, fag me to fetch the balls, or order me to run and 
get something for him that he has left in the house, “I 
suppose you are a great swell at tennis ?” 

1 put this to him in a flattering tone, so as to conciliate 
him, and induce him not to be severe, or unkind, with 
me, 

“ No,” he says, “not much of a swell,” and he begins 
driving the balls into the corner of the court where he is 
going to play. 

By this time the other players in the other court— 
first-raters— are taking a rest, and have formed a gallery 
on the terrace. 

I am in full lawn-tennis flannel costume, evidently 
intending to work hard. My antagonist, the little 
Etonian, doesn’t even condescend to remove his coat, 
but saunters into the right-hand corner, and in another 
second, without saying “ Play ! ” he has whizzed a ball 
right oyer the net, I have missed it, and he has taken the 
other side ready for next service. 

The halls come whizzling over the net one after the 
other. He keeps me running from side to side without 
hitting one once, and in less than a minute the game is 
over. 

Boars of laughter (at me), and ironical applause from 
the gallery. 

1 I have to serve. Ripples of laughter from gallery, 

. and facetious remarks on the match, aU the worse for not 
1 being spoken out loud, hut whispered half au^bly. 

I serve. Fault. Mea culpa J 

I serve again; and again. Mea culpa! Ironical 
: cheers. Somebody shouts out something to me. I smile, 
and say ‘‘ What ? ” 

Boy cries out, “Now then— that ’s your court!” and 
points to me to change sides. I had forgotten. I bow 
to him humbly, and wish I had never been at Eton. 

Serve agam. G-ood. He returns a whizzler. I make 
3 for it. Hit it. Where it goes I can’t see. Nor anybody 
t else.^ I have sent it flying over the tops of the trees. 
Ironical applause. 

^ “Don’t use so much force I ’ ’ shouts my host, anxiously, 

who foresees the loss of the balls. 

3 “ AH right I ” I reply, as cheerfuHy as I can. 

“The other side!” cries out the boy, iu a tone that 
implies “Now then, stoopid I ” and again I bowmentaHy 
5 in the deepest humility, and feel that I am getting 
s fagged just ^ as much as though I were a boy again 
i waiting to pick np the ball behind the flves-couxts ih the 
school-yard. Do they exist still ? I don’t know. I don’t 
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care. I won’t ask any more about Eton. It is no longer “tke old 
place ”~but quite a new one. And the boys are all new too. I ’m 
sure we were more respectful. 

Another serve. Fault. ^ Applause. Hang the fault ! 

Another serve for the right. E-eturned into the centre. It comes 
slowly. I see it coming. I know exactly the place where it must 
bound. I slip forward, make my hit at it, but the ball passes on I 
underneath. 

Applause from gallery. 

The Etonian calls out, “ There ’s a hole in your racket.” 

I examme my bat. Eoars of laughter, specially from boy. As I i 
ani examining it, and see no hole, it suddemy occurs to me that this 
IS ms chaff, I am perfectly sure I was more respectful to my elders 
--for I now admit I am his elder — ^when I was a boy at Eton. On a 
change tout cela, 

\_IIappy Thought, — To continue my inspection of bat as if this was 
part of my chaff. Everybody, however, 1 am sure, sees through this 
very shallow performance.] 

M(ne games. After the third I fall back, so to speak, on my 
weight of years and gravity of character, and protest I don’t see the 
fun of running about — not, of course, that I caw’i, but simply that I 
don t care about doing it. 

_ Boy becomes careless, as despising his foe. He wins all the games 
in something less than a quarter of an hour. I ’ye only scored twice, 
when he was veet careless. 

I say to him, patronisingly, “ THiy, you ’re a capital player ! ” 

He has become rather grumpy— I think he has been bored— by 
being sent to play with me, as if I were so many years younger, and 
^0 po^P^Jiion for him. At all events, he replies, candi^y, 

You don’t practise much, do you ? ” 

I admit that 1 do not “ practise” much, by way of answering his 
question, which implies that 1 “ don’t practise much, and can’t play 
at all. 

‘*lirow, then,” cries my host, apparently in exuberant spirits at 
the conclusion of my performance, “ we ’ll have a real good match ! ” 
And forthwith, while I retire into the shade, the Etonian is mixed 
four, is obliged to take off his coat, and, to my great 
delight, is tackled by his elder sisters, who work him hard and chaff 
him mercilessly : he then finds himself pitted against an elderly, but 
cool, and agile gentleman, an exi)ert at the game, who, on every occa- 
sion (having no fear of Eton before his eyes), treats him as though 
he were a inere child ; and I, as one of the gallery, following the 
fortunes of the game, come out of my shell, applaud ironically, 
make facetious remarks, call out Butter-fingers ! ” when the 
Little Etonian misses the ball, and congratulate myself generally on 
taking the change out of him; 

\_B.appy Thought {as one of the spectator ’Vantage to me.” 


I confess^ I am rather afraid of a reprisal ; but he hasn’t time for 
ity as he is taken away by his family, who have to return to dinner 
after this exciting contest is finished. 

Sappy Thought, — Shall run down to Eton and stay a few days at 
the Christopher — is there a Christopher? — do they ‘‘keep up the 
Christopher ? ’’—just to see what the place is like. I will. Yet — 
won’t it be melancholy ? Shall I not be returning to my former 
haunts, like a Spirit from The Shades ? I shall have no one to talk 
to ; and if I address one of the boys, he will run away as though he 
had seen a ghost. I might get another ghost to accompany me. 
I ’ll try.] 

A HAPPY RELEASE! 

Dear Me. Punch, 

Of course, I congratulate Lord Beaconsfielb and his 
Cabinet, and Lord Chelmsford, and Sir Baetle, and Sir Caenet, 
and Major Maeter, and the King’s Dragoon G-uards, and the Local 
Parliament, and the Managers of Madame Tussaud’s Exhibition, 
and myself, and every other despairing tax-payer, on the latest 
brilliant “ addition ” to English History — on Cetewato being 
“ketched” at last. But, more than all these, I congratulate you, 
dear Sir, because I hope you will now be rescued from the brisk fi.re 
of jokes and jocularities on the Zulu King and his name, which, I 
suspect, you have had to face from the very hegiuning of the out- 
break. May your daily pile of letters now be lessened 1 May your 
W.P. baskets be immensely relieved I 

Yours loyally, Afeicajstus, 

P.S. — We brought away an nmbrella from Ashantee ; we have 
I now received an elephant’s tusk from Zululand, another trophy for 
the South Kensington Museum — ^what are we to look for from 
Af ghanistan ? 

[“ A Happy Release ” our correspondent calls it. He little knows 
the fioodgates that the event opens on TuncNs devoted head. Let 
him read what follows : — 

TO ALL WHOM IT MAT CONCERN. 

The tide of obvious puns on Ketchwato just ketch’d, and Major 
I Maetee his ketoher, having set in, with even exceptional severity, 
Punch eeeebx hives notice that no play of words on either name 
I can be admitted to his columns. “ Play,” as such things may seem 
to their perpetrators, they are death to Bunchy to say nothing of his 
readers.] 

Doctrinal Desideeatum. — Orthodoxy without Paradoxy. 


WHAT WILL BE DONE WITHiHIM? 

Procession on the Jiath of Kov^mber next (as in the Roman triumphs of old), and aft^^^ds 
have to stand the fire of Lord Beaconsfield’s rhetoric in the GruildhaH? 

Geo^a Ideal Society ?^^ African novelty at the opening meeting of the Royal 

he he allowed to lecture aud exhibit himsdf and hia kraal at St. James’s Hall ? 

WiU some Aquanum eventually get hold of him f 
WiH he be the Lion of the next London Season ? 

Will he appear at Exeter Hall ? 


WOl people at last learn to spell and pro- 
nounce nis name correctly ? 

"Won’t he he photographed ! 

This will be Done with Him. 

He will be photographed in several cartes 
— each utterly unlike the other — ^in his fat 
and lean states, with and without his crown 
on his head. 

He will be taken as the trade-mark for a 
new “ South African Relish.” ^ 

He will appear^ as the priucipal figure in 
more than one highly imaginary group in 
more than one of fltie Illustrated papers. | 

His biography will form a substantial I 
part of the padding to the current numbers 
of several shilling Magazines. 

Eor nearly three weeks his name will 
loom large in the “Extra-Parliamentary 
utterances” of aR the less responsible 
members of the Ministry. 

He will be missing, like the Cahul mas- 
sacre, from Lord Beaconsfield’s first rural 
I oration. 

For a month his swarthy physiognomy 
will appear and disappear in a dissolving 
view, at the Royal Polytechnic Institution. 

He will enlist 'the sympathies of many 
thousands of well-meaning people, who will 
take the deepest interest in bm for nearly 
a month. 

He win appear in effigy at Madame Tus- 
saud’s*, and eonttaue as an addition to that 
most perennial of exhibitions until his wax 
is required for a newer novelty and a more j 
startling sensation. 

And tiien— he wiU he forgotten ! 
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WHO SHALL SAY THE RACE OF BRILLIANT TALKERS IS EXTINCT? 

Festiw Host [confidentially, to Lady on his right). “ It has constantly suggested itsele to mb, Mrs. Brown, tuat—er—that 

THE REASON WHY THE WEATHm--mi — ^AFFORDS SO FRUITFUL A TOPIC OF CONVERSATION AMONGST ENGLISH PEOPLE, IS — ER — IS THAT 

TEE EmLisis Climate is subject to— br — ^to rapid Fariatious, which cannot be foreseen, so to speak ! 

The Same [to Lady on his left, also confidentially). As I was just observing to Mrs. Brown, it has frequently occurred to 
MY mind, Mrs. Jones, that— er— that the reason why— er— why the Weather, in short, furnishes so inexhaustible a 
THEME OF discussion TO— ER— TO BRITISH PEOPLE, IS — ^ER — ^NO DOUBT — ER — THAT THE CLIMATE OF THE BRITISH ISLES IS LIABLE, SO 
TO SPEAK, TO— ER— TO SUDDEN MUTATIONS, WHICH WE CANNOT CALCULATE UPON BEFOREHAND / '' 

The Same [loud, across the table, to festvoe Hostess). “My Love — ^er — ^A s I was only just observing to Mrs. Brown, and — er — 
TO Mrs. Jones, it has frequently, and indeed constantly, suggested itself to my mind, that the reason why — be — ^why 
THE— THE Weather, in point of fact, should— er— should furnish so fruitful a topic of discussion, and afford so inex- 
haustible A theme of conversation amongst— er— amongst the Inhabitants of the British Isles, may— er— may possibly 

BE owing to the PECULIARITY THAT THE— ER— WELL, THE CLIMATE OF THE UNITED KlNQDOM IS LIABLE, AND SUBJECT, SO TO SPEAK, 

TO SUDDEN Variations, which cannot be calculated upon beforehand, and to— er— to Eapid Mutations, in short, which— 

ER— WHICH WE CANNOT— ER— FORESEE / ” 


WAR CORRESPONDENCE OE THE EUTURE. 

(Strictly Professional.) 

[By Bunch's own Clairvoyant Captain*) 

JSncampment— somewhere* Monday 
or Tuesday. 

I MUST apologise for tBe vagueness of my address and doubtful- 
ness of my date, and also for my long silence, wMcli Las been caused 
by my mnitary duties. However complimentary the selection, I am 
not half pleased that the General commanding has detailed me as 
your Correspondent, in the absence of the regular civilian fellows, I 
who have been drilled into that sort of thingf. But I suppose Ihe ' 
public would not he satisfied unless they received some account of 
our doings at the front I You may rely upon the intdligence I send 
you— as far as it goes. 

Our orders are to confine ourselves to facts, and not venture on 
comments or opinions. I am Acting-Captain of my Conipany — ^rathm* 
an arduous duty for a subaltern of two years’ standing. I know 
that we marched here ; but as I have not been able to get hold of a 
map of the country, I have no idea where we are. There are some 
trees in the distance, and something like an encampment of the 
enemy, hut as I cannot leave my men to make inquiries, is all 


the information I can give you at present, I must break ofi for the | 
present, as my Sergeant-Major wants to speak to me. 

Tuesday or Wednesday — or is it Thursday ? 

I RESUME my pen and my letter. As it happens, my Sergeant- 
Major needn’t have bothered me ; hut when once a fellow who is 
Acting-Captain gets called away from his newspaper work, it is no 
easy matter to get hack to it. 1 do wish that tne General had left 
this kind of work to the regular old hands, who were up to it. I 
asked my Sergeant .to relieve me of the job, out he was mutiuous, 
and wouldn’t. If we were not in front of the enemy, I should briug 
him before the C. 0. for insubordination. Unluckily, there is 
nothing, as far as I can find, in the Articles of War or the Queen’s 
Eegulataons about refusing to write letters to newspapers. 

Well, we marched here, after striking our last encampment. By 
the way, I haven’t told yon how we came to strike our encampment. 
This will interest your readers. Well ... , 

Thox^ht so ! Just as I am settling down to my letter, here comes 
; an “ Officer’s call.” Must cut pen and ink for the present. 

Hither JFriday or Saturday. 

. Eor the last day or two I really haven’t known whether I have 
! been standing on my head or my heels. I should like you to be the 
> Acting-Captain of a Company, knowing as little abont it, too, as I 
L did when 1 began, and you would soon see how impossible it is to do 





A BLACK “WHITE ELEPHANT.” 

Jomr Buhl [pvazUd). “ HE ’S COST ME ENOUGH TO CATCH HIM ! AND NOW I WE GOT HIM, WHAT AM I 
TO DO WITH HIM?” 

The Gbeai E-edti {fmth alacrity). “ MIGST I SUGGEST THE AQUARIUM 
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your duty to your men, and yet find time for writing to a newspaper ! 
Of course pen and ink have had to go to the wall. 

Still, I nave been told ofi to act as your Correspondent, so I am 
not going to get into a row by disobeying orders. So here I am at 
my pothooks again. 

As Acting-Captain of the rear Company of a battalion in a middle 
brigade, I have not the smallest notion where we are. That must 
be clear enough. As a Subaltern of two years’ standini-, and not 
the Greneral Commanding in Chief, I haven’t the faintest idea where 
we are marching to, or what we are going to do. That must be 
clearer still— now mustn’t it ? 

I may, however, tell you that there has been a rumour By 

i J ove I the assembly is sounding ! Must break off to fall in ! Ta ta ! 

Sujiday {know iVs Sunday — Church "Parade this morning). 

We have had a lot of fighting, I don’t know whether we won or 
not. I fancy the former, but you can never tell. All I know is, 
my Company behaved splendidly. Of course I could^ not see what 
we were doing. I am dead tired, but jot down these lines as I know 
you would like to hear from me. It I get anymore news before post 
time, I will send it you. Good bye for the present. 
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ET APRES? 

M r. Pttitcb: 
feels, of 
course, in 

I common witn the 

/ ^ hulk of his fellow- 

^ ^ ttMg in fte 

^ |l ^^^^0 p^l^a 

'i ' / Comique’ one or 


f \ V W V • Casino, | 

)'§ !|^^' 

^ ^ ^ ^ two Clubs, and; 

feontier to the Oxns. The sooner they know this at^St. PeterX ^ 
burg the better. As to the Ameer, I propose to give him a satin 
dressing-gown, a diamond ring, a volume of my poems in vellum, i 
and attach him to my suite. ^ 

Parnell. These Afghans are a simple, kindly, harmless, and 
constitutional people. The country should be incorporated in 
regmerated Ireland,” and send a Member, with all his travelling 
expenses paid, to the Home-Bule Convention in Dublin. 

The JBmperor of Russia. Let a line he dravm straight through the 
cuy with a c^non-shot, and Russian troops occupy one half, British 
the other. Tlmy may then divide the contents ot the Treasury be- 
tween them. Here would he, at once, a truly scientific frontier for 
both of us. 

Lord Beaconsfield. '"STh.d.W More fireworks required ? Yerywell, 
then, we have only to take the country, and noat a new phrase, 
bay — Robbery with respectability.^"* 

Mr. Gladstone. It is ^ctQt to define what I woiild do with 
Cahid. Itismorediffienlt to conjecture what I wotild not do with 
It. iJnt it IS most mmonlt to face these two altematiYes, and de- 
liberately hazard neither one nor the other. Here is good, stuhhom, 
and ponderous material for a Nineteenth Century article. Much 
comes to him who knows how to weight. 

Sir BaHleFrere. Only let me get back from Africa— J’U show 
you what to do with it ! 

Rord Cranbrooh. 1 appear to have ridden the high horse a little 


too hastily. Still, I am quite open to conviction. In fact, when we 
do get to Cahul, I shall be extremely obliged if anybody tell me 
what on earth I ought to do next. 

Mr. John Bull. Get out of the mess we ought never to have 
got into ; and after due punishment of those whom we find to blame 
for the massacre, trust natural frontiers against scientific” for the 
future. 


THE EALLBSTG OE THE CURTAIN*. 

The capture of King Cetewato having at length put a finish — 
Bunch trusts a permanent one — to the Zulu War, it will doubtless 
be considered the thing to celebrate the event, as is now customary 
under such circumstances, hy some public monument worthy of the 
occasion. 

Mr. Bunch leaves it to others to suggest the fitting site, material, 
and design, though he has all three of course already in his eye. He 
feels it his duty, however, at once to supply what is the most im- 
portant feature of the whole — the inscription for its face, and puts 
the following at the disposal of any recognised Committee who may 
take the matter up : — 

Ih ThAHEFUL CoMirEMORATION 
Of the close 

Of the Zulu War of 1879, 

Alike unnecessary, costly, and disastrous. 

It owed its origin 

To the untrammelled vagaries of a farsightedness 
Philosophically independent of consequences. 

It enabled 
Sir Bartee Frere 
To write kindly and encouragingly 
To the Colonial Secretary, 

While adding the sum of 
TEH MILLIONS STERLING 
To the National Expenditure. 

Of doubtful public benefit, 

However fruitful in National humiliation, 

It culminated, 

In spite of tbe heroism and endurance 
Of British Soldiers, 

In a grave crisis, 

. Which astonished the Duke of Cambridge, 

Drove Dr. Russell into the arms of the Daily Telegraphy 
But rescued 

Sir Garijet Woeselet from Cyprus 
And 

Lord Chelmsford from a task beyond his strength. 
Ultimately taken in hand 
With energy and judgment, 

It was wound up by the capture 
Of the Fattest Savage South of the Equator. 

Thus closing a fallacious policy 
By the acquisition of a new and permanent attraction 
At tbe Aquarium, 

While bringing home, 

To the profound satisfaction of the British Taxpayer, 
Unabashed, unconvinced, and unemployed, 

To he rewarded with a Statue at Madame Tussaud’s, 

The Great Proconsul of his Time. 

A grateful Country, 

Willing to acknowledge, in the midst of much misfortune, 

One undisputed public benefit, 

Has raised this Monument 
In Memory 

Of one of the Costliest Blunder^ 

Of Modern Times. 


Game of ‘‘Give andjTake.’^ 

{Only two can play.) 

Me. ” It is sweeter to give than receive.” 

Of a whipping this doubtless is true, 

But of kissing I cannot believe 

It holds good, till I ’ve tried it. Can you ? 

She. I don’t know ; let ’s each give and receive, 

And BO come to proof of ube prop. 

Both. Then you give, and I ’ll take, and we ’ll leave 
The one to decide, who cries “ Stop ! ” 

IN.B. — There is no end to this game. 


A Line to have hissed in “Allan’s ADVEEiisi!- 

i MENT. — k . great reduction on taking a quantity. 
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Betsy Prig ’s oe the war-path ! Who pules ia a wile 
party sperrit of pity ? 

My ’brella pints weageiuUy on to the sack of that foul 
faithless city ! 

Till the cheek of each sooty-skinn’d 'ouad at the sight of 
oar ^olocaast pales, 

Blind Justice’s Sword is enough ; what have lo^ got to do 
with her Scales ? 



>ESTHET!C PRIDE. 


Fend Mother, “Yoir live too much alone, Algernon!^’ 

Young Genius {Poett Painter, Sculjptor, <S:c.). “’Tis better so, Mother. 
Besides I only care for the society of my Fquals, and — ^a— such being 

THE CASE— A — MY CIRCLE IS NECESSARILY RATHER LIMITED.” 

Fond Mother, “But surely the society op your Superiors ” 

Young Genius. “My we at, Mother? My Superiors! WHEBE ARE 
THEY ! ! ! ” 


BETSY THE AYENGEE. 

Which to sniyel of mercy is muck, and to ’owl about reason is rot ; 

We must down on ’em like a tornader, and drop on ’em ’eavy and ’ot. 

Shall one thought of the faith we purfess cause the red heel of wengeance to 
halt? 

No ! Slauter the murderous ’ordes, sow the site of their city with salt 1 

How durst they dispute what we said, or how durst they resist what we did ? 
The whole duty of scum sech as them is to do as Britannyer may bid. 

Though we sent ’em a Enwoy they loathed, their own rule of respect for a guest 
Should have taught the dark demons to cherish the man their black hearts 
might detest. 

they Britons that patriot zeal shall he granted to cover their sins, 

Or the pretext of national sperrit purteot their infernal black skins ? 

Are we Rooshians that cribbing their land should he counted to us as a crime, 
Or the swoop of the strong on the feeble seem anythink short of sublime ? 

the fiends who ’d resist our advances he looked on as land-loving men ? 
ShalL the dusk-hided dogs he exouged fox opposing the plans of my Ben ? 
hh r Measure our vengeance like Christians ? No ! Hew ’em as Agag w 
hewed, 

Nor pause tLu each blade in our ’ands with the blood of a score is imbrued. 

Blood I blood ! Only lhat shaH wipe out the red stain with a redder one yet. 
mM? 1 ^ justice, nor prate about ruth or regret. 

Im the slayers are slam, and the cry of their anguige through Asia, shall peal, 
ihe only right reckoning ’s fire, and the only teue argyment ’s steel. 


HAPPY-THOUGHT GUIDE TO LONDON. 

[Being a Lichens of a Lichshunary for the use of Visitors 
to the Metropolis,) 

FOLLY THEATRE.—Used at different times as a 
Place of Worship, a House of Entertainment (specially 
Mr. Woodin’s, who, though he was Woodin, wasn’t a 
bit of a stick), and, lastly, as a Theatre, where, as the 
Hexameter Poet might sing— 

“Used to sing and play the sparkling Lydia Thompson,” 
and where, afterwards, appeared Madame Dolaro. But 

Madame Dolly 
Left the Folly, 

and now it is said that Mr. J. L. Toole is to become its 
proprietor. His favourite piece for the last year has been 
A Fool and his Money ; and perhaps for the opening 
night we shall see a fool and his money at the Folly. 
This seems appropriate. The wise man has said, 
“Answer a Fool according to his Folly ; ” but, in this 
instance, A Fool may make his Folly answer. Will he 
change the name, and, as it’s quite close to “the Car- 
den,” call it The Toole House r Or will he get the 
Board of Works to alter the name of the street, and call 
it J. L. Tooley] Street ? However, ’tis not yet fixed, we 
believe, that it is Zet to Toole, hut it certainly has 
been for some time To X-et. If he ’s goiugto produce a 
French piece— not Id on ^arle—hB must take great care 
that the scene is not laid in Toulouse. It would he 
awkward for the popular comediau to enter in a tourist 
suit, and have for his first speech, “I’m hound for 
Toulouse.” Ahsit omen—OT, as our lively neighbours in 
Leicester I Square have it — “Absinthe, 0 men!”— why 
didn’t J. L. T. take Drury Lane ? There he ’d have had 
scope. No matter. We’ll all rejoice when “Johnny 
comes marching home”— for he ^'always comes home 
to tea ” 

FOREIG-N OFFICE.— WeU worth a visit. Office for 
everything foreign. Representatives of every nation on 
every fioor. China on the shelves, and documents in 
pigeon-English in the pigeon-holes. French comnais- 
sioners sit here daily, to grant passes to people wishing 
to take French leave. Three married couples on the 
e7itresol represent the United States. The Greek em- 
ployes are up in the Attic, Turkey in the hack yard: 
feeding-time, three to four. A clerk, full of business, 
and always in a hurry aU over the place, represents the 
Czar of all the Rushers. A rope of onions waves over the 
Spanish department— motto, “ Give ’em rope enough.” 
Holland is represented by the noble owner of a Duchy 
with his lovely and accomplished Dutch-cheese dressed 
in Brown Holland, and wearing a Dutch tile. Notice 
the request : “ Blease not do dutch the Yigures.” Be 
very polite, or he wiH show you his Dutch courage if | 
once put on his Dutch metal. Chaff him, and he’ll 
return with Sauce Mollandaise, There are many more 
curiosities— too numerous to he described ; and no visitor 
to London should leave without seeing the F. 0.^ In fact, 
he would he unworthy of the name of an Englishman if 
he were afraid to face the F. 0, 

FOUNDLING HOSPITAL.-See Foundlings, on Sun- 
days. Dear little mites ! Every visitor is req.uested .to 
bring his mite with him, and leave it. Nowhere is mite 
more right than here. 

FRIENDLY SOCIETIES.— Aquarium, Evans’s, 
Promenade Concerts, &e. Also, see Quakers and 
Zulus. . , 

GAIETY THEATRE.— Devoted to the highest kind 
of dramatic entertainment. The highest and the Hndest 
are to he seen in the burlesques for which this is now 
the noted house, Beaucoup de fies — pas de fees r 
The latter haUet was originaRy invented by Mr. John 
Hollingshead. The natty Gaiety ouvreuses would as 
soon think of taking the visitor’s two-and-sixpence as 
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Lord Beaconspielb would of accepting- Tract Ttjknerelli’s crown. S 
Tlie name of Mr. Edward Terrx is now so thoronglily associated with 
this stage, that it has come to he looked on as his terry-tory or his 
ten'y jirma. He is no relation to Miss Terrt or Mr. Terris, though 
this does seem a little wiys-terry-ons. Though His-terry repeats 
itself, Our Terry doesn’t. All this is highly in-terry-esting. As 
for Miss^ Hellie Earren — well, the public would miss Hellie 
Farreet if she weren’t there. There ’s not an inch to spare in the i 
house when there ’s a Nell and two feet on the stage. That she is as 
sprightly as the liveliest French actress, is to be accounted for by her 
being oi far ren extraction. The dancing of Miss Kate Yadghar is 
deservedly Vaunted, When she vorrCt there she was still more 
vaunted. Judging from her activity, she is strong, though she looks 
a little vo7'n, Mr. Royce is invaluable, specially when he appears 


from the great Jupiter has just called for a leader — ^which may turn 
out to be, like its mythological namesahe, a Miss-Leda. The Hall 
itself is an Exchange of Wit^ where you hear the latest quotations. 
The Committee are distinguished by their costume of the time of 
G-arrick — ^being all dressed in garrich-ter. In the billiard-room all 
the members dress as Taul Try, when they ylay Pool, The only 
quiet place is the card-room, and over this door is the appropriate 
word, “ Paa;.” Through the Aristophanic clouds of the smoking- 
room it is difficult to see a joke. Should you come in late, and miss 
it, y;ou will be told that “ it is jest gone.” The best day for strangers 
to visit the Garrick is Wit Monday, 


to the other Rule in Maiden Lane, “ because it ’s not your oyce-stir 
season.” In the lobby of the theatre there is a great display of pic- 
torial art— also of practical J2art in the Box-office— photographs of 
theatrical types on the walls, and a fine specimen of Talbotype in 
the Manager’s room. The Stalls are comfortable, and the forms are 
elegant. There are various Guiety theatres over the civilised world, 
but by this ‘‘ the Gaiety^ of nations is eclipsed,” As the hymn of the 
“ Church and Stage Guild ” has it— 

“ Oh, let the laity 
Go to the Gaiefy ! ” 

GARRICK CLUB, —An Association of literary and dramatic 
celebrities, as also of singers and com;^osers — ^in fact, anybody of any 
note. The haU is lighted by the brilliancy of the members, while 
feats, jokes. Ion mots, and witticisms sparkle and crackle all over 
the place. Good things are on the sideboard and in everybody’s 
mouth. Here is a comedian lunching off “a bit of fat,” and a 
tragedian is at a side-table cutting a joke. The ires sec wine of La 
Yeuve Pommery sparkles in the glasses, and the library shelves 
dazzle the eye with their splendid diamond editions. Here at the 
side-tables are unequalled musical critics having their knife into a 
round of beef, while another is picking a bone with a popular com- 
poser in a comer. Clever journalists are writing their indejMte 
articles, racing journalists are passing the Post, while a messenger 


A BRITISH BALLAD. 

[Ins^pired by a recent Correspondence.) 

I CANNOT sing the old songs. 
Although you get them cneap"; 

Pathetic, tender, bold songs — 

Oh yes, we have a heap. 

But if you watch the little birds 
As I have done, you ’ll see 

Their aim is not to give their words, 
But to touch their upper C. 

So bring me strains from other lands, 

And language no one understands ! 

You say, “ Then try the new songs ; 
They ’re elegant indeed. 

Why not select a few songs ? ” 

I would— ey I could read ! 

I talk of “ tears,” and never weep, 
But sweetly smile instead ; 

And when I have to whisper sleep,” 
I shout to wake the dead. 

So give me still, from foreign lands, 

The Songs that no one understands ! 


Short eor a Two-Shiliinc Piece,— A Bibob. A Crown might 
be called a Fibob, 
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THE SPHINX ON SHAM. 

— a stupid word generally used by stupid people.” — Lord Bbaconsfielp Cit 
Aylesbury. 



iLis not gold'^ tbiat glit- 
ters r* Fudge ! 

Is all success on bul- 
lion built ? 

Most dullards deem that 
they can judge 
’Twixt solid gold and 
surface gilt. 

It fogs them though, would they confess, 

To gauge the sort of god I am— 

The showy yet assured success 
Which stupid people call a Sham, 


Mi'. LOKP> . BEAC0[^4F*eL.a 
AT . AYLE5 . 


The cant of satire on the lips 
Of foolish failure moves ray mirth. 

False glitter ? Well, its gleams eclipse 
Their muddy wits, their souls of earth. 

Dull, dowdy delf Jlouts porcelain fine, 
Because ’*tis gilded. All mere flam ! 

There’s virtue in the show and shine 
Which stupid people call a Sham. 

A land of dullards to illume, 

A world of grovellers to inspire, 

Were weary work. Let zealots fume 
Of quickening light or purging lire ; 

To dazzle is an easier task. 

Tact tickles folly’s diaphragm, 

And mimes and wears the modish mask, 
Which stupid people call a Sham. 

A stupid word by dulness shaped. 

Blind spite’s poor substitute for vut. 

When duncedom satire ’s scourging aped. 
The borrowed lash no longer bit. 

For what but gulls were groundlings sent ? 
Is folly’s crop not made to cram ? 

Tact triumphs, and is well content, 
Though stupid people call it Sham ! 


BULLS, WELSH AND IBTSH. 

Besides the typical Bull, to which the typical English- 
man, Mr. JoTTN Bull, corresponds, there exist, in the 
United Kingdom, distinct national varieties of the £os 
Taurus. The Welsh Bull, for instance, is usually said 
to have peculiarities of conformation and colour quite 
its own. And yet the North Wales Guardian^ in an 
account of an anniversary celebration lately held at St, 
Mary’s Church, Cefn, informs us that : — 

At three o’cloclc a ehildrcii’s S(‘rviee wa*; conduoted by tbe 
Lector, and an excellent address given by the Lev. Ll. Jones. 
The English, service was in Welsh.” 

Here is an example of the Tos Ct/mricus in no way 
to be_ distinguished from the Bos Ilibermcus. 


The Flowel oe the Flock.— Tho Collie-flower, of 
course. 


CETFWAYO. 

To the Editor of Punch. 

SiE,— As we all know that Bunch is a loyal journal, and devoted 
to the interests of England, I solicit your aid in giving publicity to 
the plan I have to propose for paying the expenses of the Zulu War. 

I propose that Cetewato he given into my charge. I am prepared 
to hire as attendants on His Majesty the Zulus now showing at the 
Aquarium. 

I engage to dress H.M. in regal robes, after the fashion of his 
Court. ^ 

I invite Sir Baktle Fbeee, my Lord Ohelhseold, and Captain 
Caiiet, to accompany the party on a tour through Great Britain, the 
United States of America, and Canada. 

Every respect shall he paid to all parties, according to their 
position ; and I engage that no person shall be allowed in the Boyal 
presence unless furnished with cards issued at one shilling each, 
half the proceeds of sale of ^ such cards to he paid into the British 
treasury, the other half to go in liquidation of my expenses ; the cards 
to become the property of the purchaser, and to be countersigned by 
H. M. Cetewato, my Lord Cheliiseoed, Siy Baltle Feeee, and 
Captain Caret. 

It seems to me that such an exhibition will be at once agreeable to 
the party, advantageous to the British nation, and profitable to 

J. BALinJH, of New Yorh^ 


NATURAL HISTORY OF A NUISANCE. 

Buubbals, of course, are now on show, along with other monsters 
of the dead season. ^ One of the most horrid of these horrid objects 
is yet physically minute ; the Phylloxera vastatrix, a pestilent little 
insect, said to be on the way to destroy all the vines in the world. 
Perhaps it had better be called a bugbore than a bugbear, being 
indeed a bore of tbe first magnitude, although in bodily size consi- 
derably smaller than the Norfolk Howard. It belongs, however, to 
another family than that branch of the Howards, being a member 
of the A’phidee^ though by some supposed to be a nomim entomon^ or 
upstart, among insects: a creature of yesterday, recently “deve- 
loped,” by “ spontaneous generation.” 

But possibly the Phylloxera mstatrix came into existence very 
long ago, though not into notice until lately, when it was brought 
forward by the newspapers. 

As an addition to standard plagues, or, what the Americans 
call “cusses,” your Phylloxera vastatrix is certainly “something 
new and strange ; ” yet, being the nuisance that it is, we cannot 
“therefore as a stranger give it welcome,” but, on the contrary, are 
compelled to salute it, “Unwelcome, little stranger!” And yet this 
odious little Aphis (for which a very proper alias would be Aphis 
Lawsonii) may be enthusiastically welcomed by the United Kingdom 
Alliance, as a powerful ally in their warfare against the juice of the 
vine. 


Races and Roguery. 

Akt aidicle quoted by the Times from the Brisbane Courier contains 
some interesting particulars relative to “Decaying Races”— in 
particmax, the Maori race in New Zealand, and the Polynesian races 
generally. Other races that we know of are fast decaying from a 
^use qmte notorious. There can he no doubt that the decay of 
Epsom Races is attributable to the roguery with which they have 
got contaminated by tribes of “betting cads. It is to be feared that 
Newmarj&e||^seo^^d^OQdwq9d Races will are long b& i^yolved 


COKSOLATIOIT A LA TENITTSOIT. 

{For Candidates who have failed to satisfy the Examiners at the last 
Oxford Eoeaminafion.) 

’Tis better to have shied and lost 
Than never to have shied at all. 


PEISOKEE AKD PLECEDELT. 


Whap are Her Majesty’s Ministers to do with Cetewato ? 
him to St. Helena. ‘ ‘ 


Send 


To CoB.AXS¥Oirx>Biris .— SdHor does not hold hiviself bound to acknowledffe, return, or for GontrTJbvJLions. In no case can time be returned unless accompanied by a , ' 

stam'ped and directed envelope. Copies shou Id be kept. 
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A VOICE FROM THE WEST- 

MeIstee PirsrcH, 

T’other d^, ridin’ roTin’ o’ th’ varm, I corn’d t’ me furdest, an’ there, 
Awver hedge, Zur, I zeed neighbour Cox, a-stampin’ an’ tearin’ his yhair I 
Zes I, “ "WiLLaTTM,” zes I, “ what be-st at ? Be-st a so’tpoll, or gotten a yit ?” | 
Zes he, “ Jeee,” zes he, “ I can’t stand ’t ; thof, min, I can stan’ a good bit ! | 

See this ’ere galvanerised wire (cost a shillnn a yard : an’ not chip). 

I rim’d it all round o’ dtheiis vatches, that be laid up Yor veedin’ th’ ship ; 

An’ yonder ’s dthick copse, yuH o’ rabbits, they ’ve y eaten a yacre, an’ moore, 
Enul vor t’ kip yor a month o’ me yeowes an’ me lambs twenty scoore ! 

When I zeed it I know’d ’Were no use nor th’ copse nor th’ rabbits to bleame, 
Yor th’ copse me Lord teakes yor his use, an’ I mu’n’t hey noo hands wi’ noo 
geame ; 

So zes I, to myself, then, zes I, I ’ll goo buy zum o’ dthick netted yence, — 

' T’ seaye what ’s me own is noo crime, nor ’et goin’ agin common sense, — 

I Zo I run’d it all roun’, as ye see, atwixt me Lord’s copse an’ my crops, 
j An’ I thowt I ’d a-done a good dthing, when th’ yarmin so neatly I stops, 

I ’Ithout interruptm’ me Lord, ’ithout yagent or kipper upset, 

! An’, thof th’ cost were a tax upon me, I were glad I’d a-thowt o’ th’ net. 

Well ! dtheus mornin’, a blarm’d lawyer’ s-letter, a spun out so long as me 
yarm, 

I ’ye a-got, zayin’, ‘ teake down th’ yence, or else you mid ’spect quit th’ yarm ! ’ 
Ef it war’n’t yor th’ missus an’ kids, teake un down, min, I ’u’dn’t, I swear ! 

I can’t dthink o’t, ecod ! yor t’hot blood ’s a-bilin’ tn’ roots o’ me yhair I ” 

Then, sez I to un, “ Willottm,” zes I, “ now don’t ’e goo gitten zq wroth, 

Bo ’e keep a still tongue ’twixt the’ teeth, an’ the’ breaOi yor a-eoolin’ the’ broth ; 
Thee ’st a nasty an’ radical sperit, thus the’ betters t’ virk an’ defy ; 

Thy Bible ’Bl tell ’e thee ’st wrong to gurt Csesar his due to deny.” 

“ Gie to Csesar his due ! ” then he roar’d. “ Why I pays un his rent, to be sure ! 
He ’s a-got the best end o’ th’ stick ; ’ttsh’t honest t’ grasp zo much 

HOOEE ! ” 

Well, now, thof I ’d a-snub’d hTeighbour Cox, as I jogg’d along back I tuk heed 
O’ his case, that ’twere hard lines yor he, an’ that ef a good chance mid be zeed 
T’ help th’ leame dog awyer stile, I ’d a-zort-o a-yowed I ’uld try; 

When, coinin’ along o’ th’ road, who, b’th’ powers o’ good luck, sh’d I spy 
But our young Measter, Hon’rable Dick— last election we’d meade an M.P. — 

^ Au’ I up, an’ I steated th’ case, an’ I fitted th’ cap to a T. 

But, lawd I I f’un’ out, in a trice, I ’d a-meade a mistake, an’ noo end ! ] 

! Thof at ’lection he ’d twold I, be zure, if ’at eyer I mid want a friend, 

T’ speak to xm, an’ zo I meade bwold ; but th’ way as he zuck’d his moustache, 

An’ screw’d up his eye-glass at I, I ’d a-sooner a-yelt his whip-lash 
A-dra’d smartly across o’ me thigh ! Then, I zes as I hoped noo offence : 

Then ’e smil’d, an’ ’e hum’d, an’ ’e haw’d— Oh, why, Sma’bone, for this 
wretched fence, 

Pound the tares, and the turnips, and stuff, I can’t see there ’s the smallest 
pretence; 

You farmers have more than enough of such things that yon weally can’t use ; 
And my father won’t let men his land to go farming it just how they choose. 
Ta-ta ! ” zes he, “ Sbia’bone ! an’ off, wi’ his spnrs i’ th’ flanks o’ his cob. 

An’ ’e left I— well, hang it I— I ’U own, dumh-fonnder’d, a-scratcMn’ me nob ! 

JeRE SiaALEBONE, 

MICHAELMAS ^^GEESE/^ 

Those who imagine Lord Beaconseield will dissolye Parliament, and 
encounter the perils of a General Election, one hour before he is legally com- 
pelled. 

Those who carefully read through to the end all the speeches which are 
deliyered in Parliament out of Session.” 

Those who 'send back their growing sons and daughters to schools high in 
their terms hut low in their diet. 

Those who look forward to the abolition or extinction of Co-operative Asso- 
ciations, and anticipate the renewed subjugation of the British housekeeper to 
the British shopkeeper. 

Those who yoluntarily undergo all the expense, worry, discomfort, and dis- 
appointment of flitting, without some overwhelming inducement, or clear and 
positive gain and advantage. 

Those who neglect or contemn the finest of all fine arts— the Art of Cookery. 
Those who, in this era of cheap, good, and abundant stationery, persist in 
crossing their letters, and making their correspondents cross. (This admonition 
is particnlarly addressed to the best — ^with all its faults — sex in the world.) 

Those (tradesmen) who fail to see that their true policy is to give (Bscount 
to ready-money customers and genuine wares to all. 

Those who subscribe to {? destruction) funds in the cause of “ restoration.” 

^ Those who drink, and allow their children to drink, watered or adulterated 
milk, when they can readily procure an abundant supply of the pure and genuine 
article. 

Those who dream of the return of Protection. 

Those who style themselves Canons and Prebendaries, when they are nothing 
more than honorary ones. 

Those who deyour the sacred bird on the feast of St. Michael, whether it 
agrees with them or not. 

^ Those who keep poultryTin a London hack garden, and please themselves 
with the thought that the hobby will pay. 






Those who grumble at School Boards and the cost of 
the education they are diffusing throughout the country 
to the incalculable benefit of our England of the future. 

Those who expect any good from the present Parlia- 
ment. 

Those (women) who adopt the ruling fashions in dress, j 
whether they become or disfigure them. : 

Those who pester Funch with jokes about Cetewato, 
&e., fee. 

WHAT THE WILD WAVES AHE SAYIHG. 

{At mrious Seaside Fesorts,) 

‘ ' ' '' 

scope he tries 
to carry : 

That Cockney sailors might make Plutus laugh, 

And wake the loud derision of old Neptune ; 

That sea-side Niggers shine in vulgar chaff : 

That sea-side hands, if German, ne’er yet kept tune : 
That English lasses, loose-tressed midst the brine, 

Are loveher far than classic Nymphs and Sirens : 

That sea-side “ spoons” aU spout that sounding line — 
About the Ocean’s mane— of “ dear Lord Byron’s : ” 
That Ocean ’s vulgarised by snohs and shrimps : 

That man ne’er tires of idly tossing pebbles : 

That British boys are saucy little imps : 

And British girls bewitching little rebels : 

That British tradesmen, even by the sea, 

Are sadly given to talking shop and twaddling : 

That bathers’ manners are a little free : 

That fancy can’t conceive a Nereid waddling : 

That curiosity seems strangely fed 
When it in traveller’s troubles finds its diet: 

That Swelldom, when of fashion not in dread, 

Oft lets its Cad proclivities run riot. 

That stuck-up posings on the ocean’s marge 
Impress one as an anserine sort of folly : 

That rollicking Vulgarity at large 
Makes taste turn sick at the mere name of “jolly : ” j 
That though old Neptune’s gorge looks pretty wide, 

’Tis nothing to the gauge of Cockney throttles : 

That ’tis too bad to burden the salt tide 
With bones, and greasy paper, bungs, and bottles : 

That kissing Beauty’s feet brings no disgrace, i 

But laying some foul cads makes Ocean shudder : 

That man ’s a marvel when he blacks his face, 

And makes a row, and calls his partner “ brudder : ” 
That promenading on a long damp pier 
Might be considered dull, if not the fashion : 

That human faces wear expressions queer 
When flounder-bobbing or declaring passion : 

Lastly, that Neptune loves the sea- washed isle 
Which prides itself so on its insularity, 

But finds it somewhat difficult to smile 
On Swell’s vapidity or Snob’s vulgarity. 

“STANR EAST, CRAIG ELLACHIE ! ” 

{With Fmeh^s compliments to George Maepherson Grant,) 

How they swear now in Morayshire — “By George,” 
not “ By Jingo.” 
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A VOICE EEOM THE SEA. 

Me. Pwce:, Snt, 

I CAST scarcely 'write for indignatioE I I liave been grossly 
and craelLy libelled ! For the last tbirty years I bave been a bene- 


tbe Editors of newspapers in particniar. Wot one of my enemies 
can pomt to a year in wbicb I bave failed to keep my engagements, 
^d yet because tbis season I was a little late, a general cry bas 
be^ raised that I bave shirked my responsibilities I It bas been 
said over and over again that althougb September bad arrived, I 
would never put m an appearance ! But I bave been amply vinoi- 
cated. I only say tbat if I bad known wbat was being said 
about me bebmd my back, my advent would bave been sooner, 

Punchy Sm, I respect you. You are tbe only man to wbom I 
would dei^ to oner ^ explanation. You may perhaps wish to learn 
wy my visit to the sbm^ of England bas been tbis year delayed. 
Well, bir, 1 nave no objection to gratifying your very pardonable 


curiosity. Sir, here is my case, I bave beard tbat this year all tbe 
watering-places in England bave been simply detestable. I bave 
been told tbat tbe rain rained every day ; tbat ' Aeet and ' Aeeiette 
bave bad it aU tbeir own way on tbe Piers and tbe Sands, and tbat 
tbe boarding-bouse keepers and proprietors of apartments bave been 
twice as extortionate as usual, under these circumstances I thought 
to myself, ‘‘ Why should I not try a new place ? ” But wbat new 
place ? Ab, there was tbe rub ! 

But to those who dare, nothing is impossible. You may know 
that, as a bachelor, I bave little luggage. I bave not to look after a 
wife’s boxes filled^ with a score of different costumes, or a child’s 
perambulator. Without an ounce of impedimenta I could go any- 
where, and I took full advantage of my liber^. Sir, I bave dis- 
covered a new watering-place !— a perfect watering-place ! 

I will describe it to you— negatively. It is a spot free from un- 
j comfortable hotels, dirty lodgings, and overcrowded boarding-houses. 

I Tbe bathing is excellent, as there are no rickety machines with wet 
[and sandy floors. There are no G-erman bands, Italian organ- 
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grinders, nor meclianical piano-players. There 
is no intensely Provincial Company filling a 
stuffy little theatre. As there is no temple of 
the Drama of any sort, fourth-rate “ London 
Stars ” never fill engagements “ for six nights 
only.” There are no adulterating grocers, 
dishonest’ butchers, nor poisoning wiae-mer- 
chants. The company is the selectest in the 
world. There are no vulgar matrons, fast young 
ladies, nor unpleasant old maids. ^Rain is un- 
known, and the climate is unique. 

There, Mr, Punch, surely such a description 
should cause your mouth to water ! And you 
want the direction? Well, 1 have no objec- 
tion to giving it you. The only stipulation I 
would make is, that you do not send too many 
people. All you have to do is to take a balloon, 
and go to— the North Pole ! 

And now, as we Kve in a sceptical age, let 
me furnish you with a proof that I have kept 
my annual engagement. Seeing is believ- 
ing ; ” but as I am not particularly fond of 
company, I do not very often afford an “ ocular 
demonstration ” of my presence. But this will 
suffice. I quote from the Times of Sept. 24th : 

“ Captain J. P. Cox, master of the British ship 
Privateer, which arrived at Delaware Breakwater on 
the 9th inst. from London, says : — ‘ On the oth nit., 
100 miles west of Brest (France), weather fine and 
clear, at 5 p.m., as I was walking the quarter-deck, 
looking to windward, I saw something black rise out 
of the water about 20 feet, in shape like an immense 
snake, about three feet in diameter. It was about 
300 yards from the ship, coming towards us. It 
turned its head partly from us, and went down with 
a great splash, mter staying up about five seconds, 
but rose again three times, at intervals of ten seconds, 
until it had turned completely from us, and was going 
from us with great speed, and making the water boil 
all round it. I could see its eyes and shape perfectly. 
It was like a great eel or snake, but as black as coal 
tar, and appeared to be making great exertions to get 
away from the ship. I have seen many kinds of fish 
in five different oceans, but was never favoured with 
a sight of the great sea snake before.’ ” 

And, having sent you this, allow me to sign 
myself 

Your faithful friend^and admirer, 

The Old Oeigihai Sea-Serpeht. 

Mot far from Brest, France, 



Village Doctor (to the Grave-Digger, vSho is given to Whishey), Ah, John ! I’m sorry 

TO SEE VOU IN THIS PITIABLE CONDITION AGAIN ! ” 


With Pdnch’s Thanks to Me. Bhckmastee. 
—Addition to the Three R’s.— Roasting. 


Grave-Digger. “Toots, Sir! can te no’ let a’b little Fatt’t o’ mine gae by? 
It ’s mony a mtjokle ane o’ yours I ha’b happit owrb, an’ said naething aboot ! ” 


HAPPT-THOUGHT GUIDE TO LONDON. 

(Being a Dichens of a JDickshunary for the use of Visitors to the 


G-LOBE THEATRE.— Cloches be Coeneville.) | 

GUILDHALL.— Originally occupied by the two bachelor Giants, 
Gog and Magog, whose effigies still adorn the interior. The beauti- 
ful crypt was originally intended for gymnastic exercise : observe 
^e vaulting. In noticing the carving it is difficult to choose which 
is the best of aU the bosses. This apparent equality gave rise to the 
saying, which has since become a Yankeeism — “ Are you the boss of 
this place, or am I ? ” 

HANOVER SQUARE CLUB, — No round games permitted. 
Hence the name. The members settle all difficulties amicably 
amongthemselves, and are known as the “ Hanover Squarers.” 

HAYMARKET theatre. —E or many years associated with 
the name of J. B. Buckstone, old Comedies, and old Actors, The 
present lessee, the American Comedian, Clarke, is soon to give it up 
to S. B^^ceoet, Esquire, who is tired of the monotony of making 
money in the little^ theatre near Tottenham Court Road, and wants 
to vary the proceedings. Whether the Haymarket is the best market 
for the Busy B.’s “ remains,” as the philosopher says, “ to be seen.” 

HERALDS’ COLLEGE. — W ell worth a visit. Rouge Dragon fed 
every day at three. If a stranger wishes to see the arms of any 
fam^ let him inquire at the Family Heralds’ Office. 

HER MAJESTY’S OPERA-HOUSE. — For particulars, see 
Pf'P'p Majesty. 

HOME OFFICE. — ^Intended as a sort of dub, with suites of 
residential chambers for foreigners finding themselves houseless and 
homeless in London. Any visitor unable to obtain a bed at a hotel, 


should immediately apply here. Night porter always up. No fees. 
Over the door is inscribed, “ Wherever we wander, there ’s no place 
like the Home Office.” Any complaints must be made by letter to 
the Home Secretary, who wiR see that the comfort of the visitor 
is secured. 

HORSE GUARDS.— Anyone wishing to hire horses, must apply 
here. The Horse Marines, in dismounted bathing-machines, are 
always on duty at the gates, to answer all inquiries. The charge 
for hiring is two-and-sixpence the first hour, and eighteen pence tiie 
second, but you may not commence with the latter, except by paying 
an extra shilling for the privilege. Each of the men has his own 
particular carriage— which you can notice, but are not allowed to 

THE HORTICULTURAL SOCIETY.-(^fie Plants, Police, &c.) 

THE HOUSE OF DETENTION. — Commonly known as the 
House of D.T.-ention for confirmed Drunkards. Unconfirmed 
Drunkards are not admitted. 

HOUSES. — ^There are several Houses in Londen. Apsley House, 
Marlborough House, the House of Lords, House of Commons. The 
two last are public Houses. There ^e also Work Houses and Play 
Houses, There is only one House in the City which is^ known as 

The House,” hnt the tenants are, apparently, always in difficul- 
ties, as the Brokers are seldom out of it, and sales are perpetually 
going on. 

HYDE PARK.— Where everyone prefers to ride, drive, or walk, 
though there is a line of rails all round it. In the centre are the 
stables of the Humane Society, where the drag is kept. A little 
further on is the office of the Hyde Park Magazine, where, when any 
of the Park-keepers are unwell, they can go and take a little powder. 
The Serpentine is a large piece of water famous for its seinents (as 
the name indicates), whence are obtained all the oyerstock of fish 
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which go to make tlie ride called E-otten Eoe. The Aristocracy 
comes here on week-days during’ the season, and the ^Arry-stocracy 
on Sundays. It is a great place for meetings of all sorts, from a 
crushing crowd to a cooing couple. , „ 

INNS OF COURT.— Ask at the bar. There are only four Inns to 
describe, which is, however, rather to our present purpose. 

IRISH OFFICE.— Motto over the door, “ Now can I do it, Pat ! ” 
— Hamlet. "Well worth a visit about luncheon time, on account of 
its admirable Irish stew. Ask for the Irish Steward, Mr. O’G-reedy, 
and he’ll give you some Moore. _ Home-rulers on all the desks. 
Here ground landlords can interview ground tenants, and come to 
some arrangements short of shooting. There is a fine allegorical 
painting over the mantelpiece, representing Signs of Fine Weather ; 
or, A Rent in the Clouds. Also a portrait of the celebrated “ Pig 
that paid the rent.” Don’t leave without seeing the Chapel, with its 
beautHul Emerald Aisle. 


ADOLPHUS 


PHEASANT-SHOOTING. 


r 



f'.ii ^ 


OK’STWOU.S rwot this fad for shoot- 
in’ ! Fact is, it ’s a shockin’ 
haw. 

Fellahs talk a high-faintin’, 
ravin’ kind of silly jaw. 

As if everlastin’ faggin’ wound 
a beastly boggy park, 

Fellin’ hares, and poultry bag- 
gin’, were the pwimest sort 
of lark! 

P’ waps it is. Can’t see ’t, how- 
ever. Birds ain’t bad to eat, 
when cheap; 

Neither ’s mutton — ^but we 
never seem to think of 
stalkin’ sheep I 

Pottin’ beef would be escitin’, and pig-stiokin’ ’s (juite good form : 
Boars we know are full of fightin’, and they ’d make it pwetty warm. 

Chevyin’ cats is cheap and pleasant ; worryin’ rats is hard to heat ; 
But where ’s the fun of slaughterin’ pheasant, pickin’ tame about 
yonr feet ? 

If a fellah wants a pullet, does he hawl for dawg and gun ? 

If he dwopped her with a bullet, Jove ! how feUahs would make fun I 
Seems a farm-yard hand-fed pheasant ’s quite another sort of bird ; 
H you wrung his neck, all present would be scweaming out “ Absurd! ” 
Puzzles me to guess the weason. Cuwious thing is shooters’ law. 

P’ waps you think I’m talking tweason? Possibly, Don’t Imow, 
I’mshaw! 

Pleasures of a Public School. 

At the top of a column of ‘Winchester news stands the annexed 
paragraph:— 

“The College Summer Holidays finished on ‘Wednesday, and the Founda- 
tion scmolars, end the Commoners in Tutors* Houses, returned to their studies 
and school enjoyments.*’ 

Schoolboys coatiaue to include 
"tonded”? If so, then perhaps WmiAM 

ha^“dJoSed ^ykehandsts, 

betwbek Old Saints. — ^W hat a shocking had Nimbus 1 


HEADY, AYE HEADY 

Me. Punch, weary with wading through three columns of Naval 
Intelligence,” d promos of the late Admiralty visit to the Dockyards, 
had not unnaturally fallen asleep. With the exception of a few 
insignificant outlying wars, when he slumbered, it was a time of 
peace. When he awoke, as it seemed to him, Tohu stood before him, 
announcing a European war, in which all the Great Powers were 
engaged. 

“ But never mind, Master,” said the faithful dog. It is not a 
question of armies with us. England’s foes will have to meet her on 
the seas.” 

“Come! that at any rate is satisfactory,” observed Mr. Punch. 

“ But it may be as well to have a talk with Smith.” 

“Ready, aye ready ! ” sung out the First Lord of the Admiralty, 
as he suddemy appeared in the sanctum. “I thought you might 
want me, Sir ; so you see I have hurried from my tour of Dockyard 
inspection to wait upon you,” 

“duite right, Smith. Take a chair, Smith. And now to busi- 
ness. But, first, let me hope you have enjoyed your little official 
trip ? ” 

“ So pleasant 1 ” cheerfully replied Mr. Smith. “ At Portsmouth 
we had great fun. The poor unfortunate public were chivied 
through the Dockyard by the Police like a flock of sheep. You 
should have seen them running away from us as we went to inspect 
the fire-engines, Ha 1 ha 1 ha ! ” 

“Yes, yes,” said Mr. Punch, rather impatiently. “But what 
did you do there ? ” 

“Well,” returned the First Lord, after some consideration, “when 
dinner was over at the Admiral’s, we had the electric light on the 
lawn (it was rather spoilt by the weather, though) ; and then, you 
know, there was a capital hall at the Southsea Assembly Rooms. It 
was only five shillings a head, hut we kept it up till three in the 
morning.” 

“But did you do nothing more?” asked Afr, Punch, with even 
greater impatience. 

“To he sure we did. We gave the workmen at Chatham Dock- 
yard a half-holiday.” 

“ Come, Sir, no trifling. What else did you do at Portsmouth ? ” 

“ Oh, a lot of things. Sir. But then you see onr plans were rather 
spoiled by the weather. The motion afloat was decidedly unpleasant. 
It was much better at the Assembly Rooms, The dance pro- 
gramme ” ^ 

“Silence, Sir!” interrupted 3fr. Punch, sternly. “Are you 
aware that we are engaged m a large maritime war ?” 

“That is news ! But nowadays the papers get hold of things long 
before we do.” 

“I have a list before me of our fleet. Now be good enough to 
answer a few questions. What do you know about the Fioyal 
Sovereign f ” 

“That it now represents so many tons of old iron,” 

Mr. Punch frowned. 

“What do you say of the Glattonf^^ 

“That she certainly cannot be relied upon to serve in all weathers, 
even on our own coasts. But then she is more seaworthy than the 
Cyclopsd^ 

‘ ‘ Eim ! How about the Ffepiune f ” 

“.Never been able to send her to sea since we took her from the 
BrazQian Government and re-christened her.” 

“And the Devastation, the Inflexible, the Repulse, and the 
SuUant" 

“ All of them in dock under repair.” 

“ They seem to be always under repair,” observed Mr. Punch. 
“Ah, ironclads are,” repRed Mr. Smith, airily, “except when 
they are building, or breaking np. We have got a lot on the stocks. 
There’s the Colossus, for instance. It will be a splendid vessel some 
day. And the Polyphemus — ^with her ram and her torpedos together 
—she ’R astonish the enemy, some day.” 

“And how many of these vessels are to he costly faRures ? 

“lam sure I don’t know ! ” replied the First Lord. “ As I read 
the other day, with lively satisfaction— ‘ The courage of the Admi- 
ralty must not he dashed by a few mistakes.’ ” 

“But what are we to do now, Sir ? Axe we ready. Sir, in case of 
sudden emergency ? Can we he said to have a fleet ? Can we depend 
on your giving ns the ships for our money, SR ? ” 

The^ First Lord was silent, Mr. Punch was about to raise his 
voice in repetition of the question, when in the effort he awoke. 

“No naval war as yet,” muttered the Sage of Sages. “Thank 
the Fates, it was only a dream ! Under the circumstances, so much 
the better ! ” Md he returned to his paper— of magnificent pro- 
mises— with a sigh of genuine reRef . 


Why aee axi Cueates Conseevattois,- 
than half way to a Hec-tory, 


-Because a Tory is more 
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A CHANCELLOR ON CETEWAYO. 

ozw oii'ji InUrviGWcr.) 

Of now lie is taken, 
yoTL wisli to know 
what I tliink of 
Cetewayo ? Un- 
successful as he 
has been, he is a 
great man : the 
greatest man in 
Africa. Cete- 
WAYO is great in 
the greatest of 
knowledges. He 
knows how to 
work with hlood 
and iron. But he 
can only carry out 
his hlood and iron 
in half measures. 
Blood ;he has at 
command in gnite 
an enyiable 
quantity. But he 
is not equally weB 
supplied with 
iron. 'What he 
has he gets from 
Birmingham, So 
much for Free 
Trade ! 

As to his quarrel 
with the English, 
Cetewayo was in 
the right, as far as 
the weaker party 
can he. They ob- 
jected to his kill- 
ing his own people. 
But, as he said, 

his people wouldn’t mind him unless he did kiH them. When people will not 
mind their ruler unless they are killed, they ought to he killed. Then the 
Cape Groyernment would not, let him ‘‘wash his spears.” We wash our 
bayonets. We washed our bayonets in Schleswig-Holstein. We washed them 


again at Sadowa. The French wanted to wash their 
bayonets in Germany. We washed ours in France 
instead. There is nothing but imprudence and miscal- 
culation, when there is anything, to blame in washing 
bayonets, or spears- 

Cetewayo, in wishing to wash his spears, perhaps 
somewhat misconceiyed his duty towards his nei^bours. 
It is our duty towards our neighbours to improye them 
— a sometimes off the face of the earth. The British 
Goyernment has too little resolution to' improye away 
the Zulus; and the British Pubhe has had to pay, as 
the public always must in the long run, for its half- 
heartedness. 

Cetewayo’s heathenism, of course, is horrible, not- 
withstanding aU his fine qualities. "TOat a pity he is 
not a Christian ! It is impossible to s^pathise with 
him altogether. Otherwise, when I imagine him leading 
his army, as pictured by Lord Elcho in the House of 
Commons, like a gorilla brandishing a lifie, I say to 
myself, after your Nonconformist diyine, “There, but 
for the blessing of haying been reared in the true 

religion, goes Otto Toisr B ! ” Your health in a pot 

of Sillery and Barclay and Perkins. Pros’t 1 


DONNING THE TOGA. 


Turkey. General disarmament ? Bismillahl But who’s 
to begin ? 

Hmda. Won’t youf I’H promise, on my word of 
honour ae a gmUemaUf to follow suit — almost imme- 
diately. 

Italy. A true act of homage to the great goddess of 
uniyersa,! liberty. ^ Let only Austria lead the way, and 
her old friend, United Italy, won’t be very far off, 

Austria. A capital idea I But in what order are we 
to execute the moyement ? 

Germany. Why, all together, of course. 

France. All hut France, who is trusted by Europe, 


^d ^ is best fitted, by the uniyersal confidence she 
inspires, to act as the European police force. 

Fnqland. I am prepared to take off one of the Horse 
Guards in Parliament Street, and to meet Europe half- 
way on the road to disarmament, with pleasure. You 
haye only to let me know when you Ve all ready ! 


CO-OPEEATIYE CLEEGYMEN. 

Deailly BELoyED Punch, 

As a British Tradesman in a small way, being a Chandler and 


day in that Assembly- 

the Saints what used to he, now, alas! “ To Be Sold,” Exeter AU, 
for to rise my yoice and uplift my Testimony agen the unwarrantable 
and injurious System of Ciyil, Military, and Nayal Seryice Co- 
operatiye Stores. Yea, and moreoyer to protest and declare my 
cordial concurrence in the Eesolution yoted unanimous by my 
Christian friends at the ahoye highly respectable Meetmg in con- 
demnation of the Same. 


their own ands, and which I also claim for to continue to enjoy 
myself, being a Eeyerend as weU as them, though my only Estab- 
lishment is my Shop, and my place of Business is a little one, the 
same as the Flock of which I remain, yea yerily, beloyed Funch, 
alway, and eyermore Your faithful and affectionate Shepherd, 
Tabernacle Walk, Goose Day, 1879, Nahum Stigghns. 

P.S, — I inclose ^ a Dozen Tracts & my Business Card. 


CUE BADLY-USED BOYS. 


Oh, with your help, may my affectionate remonstrance as a humble 
Instrument indoose them beloyed Brethren for to resind that addition 
which they passed as foUows : — 

“ That it is the opinion of the meeting that the clergy should te included 
in the resolution, and that tkey be prohibited from engaging in trade.’" 

Nay, Christian friends, not so.^ Combining, as I do, the c allin g 
ahoyementioned with that of a Minister of a Congregation, mostly in 
indignant circumstances which they are unable to contribute him 
sufiicient for an Independent livelihood, and I am consequently 
necessiated to eak out my Subsistence by means of the Shop as a 


Shop, or get them own living anyhow they choose or can if they can’t 
by their hearers that sits under them, how I should like to know is 
the State Church ever to be Disestablished and Disendowed ? 

So, therefore, as my Clerical Brethren and feUow Labourers in the 
Yinyard, I desire for the Clergymen of the Established Church not 
on no account to be denied, but by all means to be granted the 
Christian privilege of honest Industry, lahourin, if needs be, with 


The foUowing piteous tale^ wiU but corroborate the touching 
accounts we have lately seen in the papers of the starving of our 
oyer-worked and under-fed sons. It needs no comment : — 

My Dear Mama. 

I AM glad to see that the Guyemor has been riting to the 
papers about the feeding at Scools for it is disgreaceful here, just 
fancy, we have been back a weak, and we haye’a’t yet seen a 
partridge for dinner That old sneak Stahyum is Ms nickname 
among the feUows says they are seairce. 

I do’n’t believe it, it is only that he is so beastly mean, then we 
haye always had the cMckens plain rested, instead, of being made 
eetable with mnsbrooms and truffles, he actually talked of giving us 
goose for dinner on Michaelmas day vulgar beast. We are starved 
here, the potatos are always boiled, never fried in chips or Materdotel 
or anything tasty. They never give us peeches or apricot tart, or 
anything but pears and plums and grapes, it is a beastUy chouse. 

1 felt quite ill the day after I came, 1 am sure it was from having 
so little food I could eat, for I was obliged to buy a jam tart before 
dinner, as I had finished the hamper of Tuck I brought. 

I wish the Guvernor wold write and say aU scholmasters should 
know how to cook it would be much better than Lattin and speUng 
and iiat stufE. Yonr afE. Son, 3 ^ 

P.S. — Could yon send me some of that fwa gra patty you said 
might tempt Aunt Lucy’s appetite, it is a pitty to waist it on any- 
body who is not as hungery as me. 

P.S.— You may send this to the times if you like. 
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PRECEPT AND EXAMPLE. 

Great Grand2M'pa. Oh, indeed ! yott can lick your Sisters at Lawn-Tennis, can you ? "Well done, my Boy ! But be- 
ware OP Self-oonceju, and never sraq. Why, I could lick js7ertboi>y at Lawn-Tennis, when I was your age — or could 

HAVE DONE IP THERE ’D BEEN ANY LAWN-TeNNIS TO PLAY I I WAS THE BEST CRICKETER, THE BEST TeNCER, THE BEST BoXER, 

Bunker, Jumper, Swimmer, and Diver I ever came across, either at School, or College, or after ; and in Classics and 
Mathematics I beat 'em all clean out op the Field ! As for Kidino, no one ever touched me ; or Dancing either ; let 

alone that I WAS THE HANDSOMEST MaN IN THE OoUNTY, AND THE BeST-DrESSED, FOR THAT MATTER ; BESIDES BEING THE WIT- 
TIEST AND THE MOST POPULAR. AY, AND SUCH A SONG AS I COULD SING, TOO ! AND YET A MORE MoDEST AND UNASSUMING 
Demeanour than mine it 's never been my good fortune to set eyes on, Man or Boy, these Fourscore Years and Ten — 

FOR I 'M ALL that, MY BOY, AND MORE, THOUGH YOU 'D NEVER BELIEVE IT, TO LOOK AT ME ! BeWARB OF ^'ELb'-COKCEIT, MY 

Boy, and never, never jbraq!/^^ 


THE GAME OE THE DAY. 

Bismarck {to Andrassy). Fine game ! Hurrah, for racket, hall, 
and net ! 

Skall we play partners in the coming set ? 

Andrassy, With pleasure, if so very poor a player 

Bismarck. Pooh, pooh ! I know your form— a regular stayer. 

Andrassy, Considering how you mrashed me 

Bismarck, Long ago! 

And you have much improved since then, you inow. 
Andrassy, You flatter me. 

Bismarck, Hot I; ’tis not my way. 

I am incarnate frankness. 

Andrassy, So you say. 

Bismarck, Hever use language to conceal my thought. 

Andrassy, Ingenuous innocent ! 

Bismarck, ^ Finesse is fraught 

With charms for some ; hut a ^am Machiavelli 
Deserves— say, wreathing hy a Turnerelli. 

Andrassy, Ha I Dear Britannia seems a little out of it ; 

^ Md Bruin, too, looks bothered. 

Bismarck. Kot a doubt of it. 

Andrassy, He ’s such a hear. 

Bismarc^ Unbearable; and lately 

ms manners really have annoyed me greatly. 

Tis hard to play with one who ’s always growling. 

And without reason. 

Andrassy Just so. See him prowling 

^ With ear a-cock to listen to our talk ! 

Bismarck, He’s looking for a partner. 


Andrassy, What a walk ! 1 

A lovely figure for a game like this ! i 

Bismarck, All have not Austrian grace, ! 

Andrassy. That ’s not amiss 

From a blunt Teuton. You yourself, no doubt, 

Are— may I hint it ?— getting rather stout. 

But then your force and fleefiiess, for your age, 

Are wonderful. 

Bismarck. How vanity would rage 

At that left-handed compliment I 
Andrassy. Oh well, 

When Polyphemus rivals Ariel 

Bismarck. That’s better. But I ’ll hack that man to win 

Who has stout heart, steel nerves, and— a thick skin. 

[ Whisper together aside. 
Bruin {sy^xciously). What are they talking of ? Wish I could hear. 
Up to some game that won’t suit me^ I fear. 

Partners ? Oh, hang it I That may spoil my play. 

Bizzr and I have paired this many a day : 

It’s deuced hard to turn me thus adrift 
To seek another. Well, I must make shift. 

Though eye and wrist uke his ’twere vain to seek. 

Miss France, now, — ^there she sits demure and meek ; 

Yet she can serve and strike, or could of old. 

{To Fe^ce.) Pardon, Ma’m’seUe, BxAmay I make so hold? 

Mm France. Merciy maisje nejoue at least not yet. 

I rather think I wall sit out this set. 

Mrs. Britannia, Ho one asks me, my dear. 

Miss France, Oh well, you see, 

You have refused so often— even me / 
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JBismarch (j5o Aitdeasst). We Ve played against eacli other, as you 
say; 

So much, the better — ^know each other’s play, 

]Sro^7 let us try together. Tell you what, 

I ’ll take odds you and I can play the lot ! 


ALMOST TOO GOOD TO BE TRUE. 

TIE rumour that Prince 
BiSMAncK has proposed a 
general European disarma- 
ment haying, Mr, Punch 
observes, been received 
with general satisfaction, 
he has much pleasure in 
giving publicity to the fol- 
lowing on dits^ which strike 
him as equally authentic, 
and deserving to be even 
more welcome : — 

Lord Beaconspieli) will 
shortly resign the Pre- 
miership, for the purpose 
of undertaking the ma- 
nagement of an extensive 
air-halloon and firework 
factory now in course of 
construction on his Lord- 
ship’s property at Hugh- 
enden, 

Mr. Paeitell has ac- 
cepted an engagement of 
Mr. PAHECflto appear, with 
the captive King Cete- 
WATO and a few of the 
Eriendly Zulus, in a draw- 
ing-room entertainment, 
to commence, shortly after the opening of Parliament, at a central 
spot in South Africa. 

Lord Ltttoit has intimated to the Indian Secretary that he is 
desirous of being immediately relieved of his Yice-Imperial func- 
tions, in order fliat he may be able personally to superintend ■^e 
production of a new poetical pantomime of his own, now in active 
preparation at the Court Theatre, Mandalay, 

Sir Baetle Peeee wiU not, as has been reported, be offered the 
first vacant Grarter. It is his intention to confine himself, for the 
present, to writing a defence of his South- African policy, which is 
likely to occupy him a considerable time. 

The repairs now in progress in St. James’s Street are proceeding 
steadily. If they are continued at the present rate, it may be 
possible, some time early next spring, to cross after dark from one 
pavement to the other, without the aid of a pair of stilts, two 
policemen, and a dark lantern, 

A Company has been formed for buying up all the mechanical 
pianos in .the Metropolis, with the copyright of the popidar song, 
“ My Grandfather^ s Clochd^ The Lunatic Asylum Committee have 
the privilege of purchasing them at cost price on the three years’ 
hire system. 

In answer to a monster petition signed by five million and a half 
readers of the daily papers, it has been unanimously determined not 
to^ admit reporters to the meetings of the forthcoming Social 
Science Congress. 

The Board of Works have directed the names of streets and num- 
bers of houses to be painted on the gas-lamps, for the benefit of 
persons wishing to know where they are after dark. 


TRIENDS AT A DISTANCE. 

(Thied Seeies.— Stjjoeee.) 

CHAPTER YII. 

The beginning of the e^id— Changes — Weather-glass— Meconnoitring 
— Caution — Peiv 7- Discussion — Prophetical — Weather coch — 
Wire — l^exos — Simwiing up — Callousness — Familiarity — Per- 
fection-Politeness — Working order— Present state — Prospect— 
Nepheio— Keeping alwe—On xoires — Arrival. 

’Tis the last strawberry of summer, all his blooming companions 
have faded and gone, ISTobody attempts to show me Ben Lomond, or 
to point out Burns’s Monument in me distance. "We look at the 
Isle of Ajran when it is visible, and we look for it when it is in- 
visible, silently. All that can be said about them has heen said. 
We have exhausted the subject. Even the weather, as a topic of 
conversation, is dismissed cursorily, A few weeks ago, everybody 


coming down fresh in the morning — “ fresh ” in the morning sounds 
dissipated, but is meant healthily— used ^ to tap the glass, screw 
the ivory button, tap it again, scrutinise it closely as if trying to 
detect a falsehood on the very face of it, shake his head despond- 
ently, or hopefully, or triumphantly, as the case might be, and 
then yield his place to the next comer, who would take his turn at 
the glass with that eager, earnest expression that is seldom seen on a 
man’s face, except when he is looking at the dim reflection of himself 
in a London shpp-window, to see if he has got a black on his nose, or 
not. Then the two barometer-inspectors would go outside, not 
venturing further thau the door-step, cautiously, as if fearful of 
being taken by surprise and captured, and not stirring until they 
have reconnoitred the carriage-road, left and right, as though qn the 
look-out for the sudden appearance of an unfriendly Zulu out of the 
bushes. 

There being no signs of danger, the visitors would step on to the 
gravel, and some, braver than the others, would just toucn the lawn 
with the tips of their toes, drawing back quickly, as if they ’d heen 
stung by something, and then examining their soles to see what was 
the matter. This would lead to discussion. 

"Was the moisture the dew, or had there been a heavy fall of rain 
in the night ? 

This having been dew-\y settled^ one way or the other, everyone 
would then take up different positions for making meteorological 
observations. More discussion. Prophecies. Doubts, fears, hopes. 
Suddenly it strikes some one, that a really valuable opinion might he 
obtained from the Weathercock, just as it would naturally occur to 
anyone in a legal difficulty to consult a Solicitor. 

The Weathercock, being consulted, differs sKghtly from that other 
eminent authority, the Barometer, and, apparently, from two other 
distinguished weathercocks in the immediate neighbourhood. Who 
shall decide when weathercocks disagree ? 

Happy Thought, — ^Wire to Eorecast Department in London, and 
ask Clerk of the Weather what sort of a day we ’re going to have 
here in Scotland. Answer paid. 

More conversation on the subject. Then a council would he held, 
in the carriage-drive, with a view to reconcile these apparent dis- 
crepancies. The most experienced in weather predictions talks of 
what would be infallible signs ^ in any other part of the world with 
which he is personally acg^uainted, hut admits that here he is at 
fault— this hemg his first visit. One or two hold thinkers pronounce 
for fine weathetj and are regarded with a sort of veneration by the 
more timid ; while the hopeful, but cautious minds, refer to the sunset 
of last night as a prognostication of what the weather ought to he 
to-day. The elders shake their heads dubiously, as old birds who 
are not to he caught with chaff, and who, appearances being pro- 
verbially deceptive, are not going out without their umbrellas — catch 
them I Then the host, inclining to the last and more cautious 
opinion, would give the others a ray of hope in pointing out how 
hazy was the view of Benjamin Lomond and Burns’s Monument, 
“ which,” he would add, “ is a good sign.” 

This summing-up used to be, mysteriously enough, the signal for 
the gong to sound, which meant “ All in, to begin ! ” — ^breakiast. 

But now this overture of the day, ending with the gong solo, 
seldom takes place, or, if at all, on a very limited scale, 

We nod at the glass indifferently, as much as to say, “ Still there, 
you old bore-ometer I ” We just go to the front-door, give a sharp 
look out, shrug our shoulders, say nothing, and, the gong having 
sounded long ago perhaps, without any of us having remarked it, 
we enter the breakfast-room, nod to the nearest person, in much the 
same style as we had previously nodded to the barometer, if we 
haven't seen him before, and then occupy ourselves in a very 
business-like way. 

When we first met together in this pleasantest of iCoxmtry Houses, 
it was a perfect school of politeness for anyone to come into suddenly. 
It was a real pleasure to see, and to assist in. iN'o one could do too 
much for anyone. The Grentlemen were eagerly watching the Ladies, 
to anticipate their slightest wishes in the way of eggs, toast, ham, 
chicken, kijjaree, marmalade, strawberries, and so forth, while the 
Ladies showed there appreciation of this devotion, by presiding in a 
really masterly maimer at the tea-urn, coffee-^ and cocoa-pots, 
never allowing hot milk to do duty for cold, keeping the tea fresh 
and fresh, in fact, hotter and hotter, so that the last cup of any of 
the breakfast beverages was equal to the first in strength, tone, taste, 
temperature, and every other perfection. 

Then, after a few days, we improved. The politeness was in no 
way diminished : on the contrary, it was at high pressure, and in 
Ml working order. All went easily, without effort. Gentlemen 
blew which Ladies took ham, which eggs, and which eggs and ham, 
how many were for chicken, how many were for braised pie, and 
could tell to a second when each would [he ready for a clean plate 
and a fresh help. The waiting of the Gentlemen was so perfect, that 
tile Ladies never had to wait at all. 1 ir 

On the other hand, the Ladies knew to a man who took coffee, 
who tea, and who cocoa, who took hot milk, who cold, who liked 
much sugar, who liked little, and who took none, and everyone was 






“no accounting for tastes.” 

EXPOSE SwT—» " Yott’ll excuse me. Sib. but I notice that you seem to uke to sit all day on this 

NaM ^ UMMa . H - m -). »Yes, I dew, Sib; »cause then I enow thebe ain't nobody to the East’abd o’ me !» 


helped exactly to his taste amd likmg— always, of course, with the 
exceptioH of t^t one undecided person, who mil turn up on eyerv 
occasion of this sort, and who never can make np his mind as to 
wJiat he really does want, so upsetting all calcnlations, and generally 
fimshmg by sa.ymg, “ Oh, don’t mind me-T ’U help myself : » and 
^f^8.tely takmg something of everything. 

After a while, getting to know one another thoroughly well 
4 . gradually sat up later an5 later* 

with .l^fy topped mto. breaMast 


the sustained o3y in private and particular las^celi 
.and less courteous. Ve had, as iWere 
egim with the de la cour^ and were ending with a nolka 

Perhaps the stiain h^ been too great at first^^' was 
resetting itself. At Wt our house party has dwindled down to a 
on affeetionatelj, like the bluebottles in Septmber 

to away and Mdden, and\tter ’dinner ^ cm WX^4tiv 

we^Ss^tolnSr^® ® works and Me, and with the second^hoili^ 
philosophy and social science. If my host insists on 
PecuHarly fine old port, after oSrrt tSen we 
<^t^eHnn wiM the assistmce of a little 


m Hr. Mailock’s 


argument. The resume hecoming rather muddled, 
gets itseh mixed up with la^-tennis, with what we ’ll do to-morrow, 
with an indistinct recollection of having said something to somebody 
in hondon about something of great importance, -which suddenly 
connects it^lf with something else that happened years and years 
forgotten till now, — -and then — I pull myself 
together, and determine to .... to put out the candle before I 
lo^et it. 

Thus we are passing pleasant and peaceable time, when one 
my host enters with a telegram, and announces to us gene- 
rally, that “ Jim ’s comcmg ! ” 

The prospect of Jim’s coining puts everyone into good spirits. A 
hash of dehght passes round like an electric current. I own to 
mtensely pleased. Not because I know Jim, or have the 

Allison to Jim, or 
i^ctc Shakspeare 2 id.Q,']^ted) — but simply from seeing 
j depicted on everyone’s countenance. Jm, it turns out, 
the^^^^^ ^ nephew, the life and soul of the house — when he ’s 

if host^ beam, as the former flourishes Jim’s telegram, for 

■m off fit with Jim, that, no matter where he may be, no 

irom home, or how near— whether in India, Africa, 
rails, ^ermany, London, or merely in the next village, if there is 
only a telep^h station to be found, Jim telegraphs. ^ 

^ telegraph station, but this 
^ impulse of a message, anni- 
-nnfL expense — ^the latter having nothing to do 

hasfft ^ messenger has arrived in hot 

flinf the nearest town : and as there is a request 

if may be sent, Allison complies with it, and sends one 

“It beingr comparatively economical to pay a shilling for sending a 
forestall .another five^s^g telefrai f ^r/iM 
morning, inquirmg if the first had come aU right, 
i^r^one personally aciiuainted with Jim beams again. 

TnPfl^B^i-fwTii ® Allison; which, though he 

means it well, is rather a slur on the present company’s livefiness. 
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A CALL FOK, A CAIODIDATB. 

In the accoimt,’' according to the 
Morning Post^ of the recent Trades’ 
Union Conference at Exeter Hall, 
and in the paragraph comprising a 
speech reported to have been de- 
livered by a Mr. Z. D. Beeey, yon 
will find the following words : — 

‘‘ He trusted people would vote for 
Whig, Tory, Eadical, or the Devil him- 
self, so long as they would pledge them- 
selves to put down Crown trading.” 

It is hardly conceivable that Mr. 
Beeey, speaking as above, can 
speak for any considerable number 




wise, the Personage whom he de- 'WW'; 
dares he is ready to vote for might, 
if he came forward as a Candidate N-'V 
for the representation of Southwark, UVY 
for example, command a consider- yM'Xr 
able number of votes amongst a \v\'j 
certain class of shopkeepers. 

Eancy the electioneering appeals yj 
and exhortations which would then \\ M 
be posted and home about by stan- v\ j 
dard-bearers and stalking sand- \ 1 
wiches— as “ Grive your votes for \ 
the Old Gentleman.” “Vote for Old A f, 
Haeey.” “Poll for Old Hice.” \ 
“The Eiend — the Tradesman’s /<• 
Friend.” “The Old One for the 

Counter.” “Old Sceatch for the 
Till.” “Down with Co-operative 
Stores, and the Prince of Darkness 
for Ever ! ” 

Of course tradesmen prepared to 



Ui course tradesmen prepared to 
vote for the “ lost Archangel,” com- 
mended to their preference by Mr. 
Beeey, would give him as honest a 


A SINE QUA NON. 

Patient “Do you mean to sat my Complaint is a dangehovs one?” 

Poctoo\ “A VEEY dangerous one, my dear Friend. Still, People wave been known to 


vote as could be expected of parties recover prom it ; so you must not give up all hope. But recollect oivx thing : tour 
accustomed to be fined for using false only chance is to keep in a OheerfxjIj Frame of Mim^ and avoid anything like Pepresstoa’- 
weights and measures. of Spirits 


"We all express intense delight at the prospect of being woke up, 
and privately to one another— those who dont know Joseph, I mean 
Jim— wonder how the operation is going to he performed. 

“He’U keep us alive!” repeats Uncle Allison, beaming again. 
And once more tbe guests express themselves with extreme 
politeness on the subject of being kept alive, but secretly resent the 
liberty that ITephew Jim is going to take with their existence. It 
really sounds as if we were a set of old dummies, whose machinery 
having gone wrong, was going to be set in motion by a touch-up 
from ISTephew Jm, and we are as much disturbed as would he a party 
of over-fed lotos-eaters by the emptying out on them a tankful of 
electric eels. 

Jim has abeady given us his first shook with his telegram. We 
are undoubtedly more alive tbau we were an hour ago for example. 

And, as I have said, everyone is beaming. The servants all beam, 
specially the Butler, who beams almost to bursting, so intense is the 
struggle going on within him between rapturous joy and proper 
decorum. 

The day goes on. Like Mariana^ we become a-weary of waiting, 
and anxious. The beams are hidden by clouds. The Butler is 
shrinking again to his natural size. Suddenly they all beam again. 
Another telegram I ! Another five shillings 1 Uncle Allison beams 
less this time than at first ; hut the Butler is again inflated with joy, 
and beams more than ever. But for a strong command over himself, 
which enables him to “keep himself down,” he would swell up, rise 
in the ab, and only descend after a sharp contact with the ceiling. 

Uncle Allison I rather think I hear mutter, 

“Confound the fellow! Why the doose does he go on tele- 
graphing ? ” 

We are aU anxious to know the contents. What does he say ? 
Is he coming ? I?‘othing wrong ? Let us know the worst or the 
best. 

“ Missed train, catch next. Wire to Carlisle, say if carriage 
meets. If not, will wire on for jiyf 

That ’s what he has to say. We breathe again. Butler, who, for 
one^ second, has been in danger of collapsing suddenly, beams 
again. AJl beaming. We’re all beaming, beam, beam, beaming, 
we ’re all beaming at our house at home — except Allison, who must 
send another telegram to catch Jim at CarHsle en route ; for, if not, 


Jim will order a fly to meet him, and that will he another useless 
expense. 

There is stm a sort of uncertainty as to how or when he may 
arrive. Were he an ordinary person he couldn’t be here for five 
hours at least. This, however, doesn’t prevent the Butler from 
going to the door about every half-hour, to look out and see if he is 
coming. 

Eo one who knows Jim would swear to feeling perfectly sure that 
he isn’t on the premises at this present moment, hiding, and ready 
to bounce out ou us. 

Our host disposes of this idea, “ as,” he says, “ if Jim were any- 
where about, we should have heard him long ago.” 

When Nephew Jim does come, we do hear him with a vengeance. 

Having finished onr tennis, we are enjoying, after a bath, that 
deHciously refreshing semi- siesta, when one dawdles over dressing for 
dinner, and the edge of one’s appetite becomes gradually keener and 
keener, — when, suddenly, a blast from a coach-hom startles me 
from a reverie over the waning state of my dress-hoots. Coach- 
horn or bugle, or whatever it is, sounds again, and the next 
moment there is a shouting of dbeetions, and a staggering on the 
stabcase of heavily-laden people with boxes ; then a dashing^ charge 
of one, np the stabs, three steps at a time ; then a lend inquby 
from the landing as to the dinner-hour, to which the reply, that it is 
at eight, is almost lost in a wild whoop, as an introduction to the 
jfoHowmg mysterious sentence, delivered in the cheeriest possible 
! tone, 

I “All right! Hokee-pokee! Play up for the cocoa-nuts ! ” 

When there is another bang of a door that shakes the house to its 
I foundations, and, jud^mg from the noise of chucking heavy weights 
I about, the occupant ol the room next to me is apparently playing 
! up for the cocoa-nuts ” in preference to dressing for dinner, 
i As I descend the stabs five minutes afterwards, I hear hursts of 
; vocal melody within, snatches of popular abs whistled, and a dull 
I wooden-sounding accompaniment, which may either he the clog- 
dance, or a violent struggle with a boot-jack. 

I meet my host on the stabs. 

“ Jim ’s come ! ” he cries, gleefully. 

I thought so. He has come — like a whblwind— and the process of 
“ keeping us all abve” has commenced. 
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BAD AND BATH. 


THE SECRET OE SUCCESS. 



WEiL-KiTOAV]!?- German 
watering - place, of 
special note and 
resort Mtherto on 
account of its cha- 
racter for peculiar 
healtliiness,^ has al- 
ways, until lately, 
borne a particularly 
good name, albeit that 
of Bad - Hombnrg. 
But now, according 
to sundry complain- 
ants, the sanitary 
arrangements preva- 
lent at this situation of reputed 
salubrity have been found so sname- 
fully defective, that many who re- 
paired tbitber to regain tneir bealtb 
nave simply contracted additional 
disease ; so that Bad-Hombnrg may 
very justly be described, in plain 
English, as bad and very bad indeed. 
Unless prompt measures are taken to 
rectify existing ill conditions, it is 
much to be feared that Bad-Homburg 
will go on from bad to worse. 

tiEeroism on Hire. 

REFEEkiwo to the class of assist- 
ants commonly employed at Erencb 
sea-bathmg establishments to rescue 
bathers in danger, and distinguished 
hy the name of sauveteurs^ which, 
however, they seem to have acquired, 
on the Jucus’^^a jion^hicendo princiiDle, by not saving them, a Times* leader, 
apologetically,.remarks.that— “ They are no heroes, it is clear ; hut heroism is 
rare, and is not to he purchased at so much a week.” This, perhaps, may he the 
case on the other side of the Channel ; hut on this, fortunately, heroism is 
readily purchasable, not only at so much a week, but at so much a da^r, and 
that much so little as the pay of a private soldier. Otherwise the Conscription 
would he inevitable ; or what should we do for a British Army ? 


Fragment of Anti-Co~operaiive Comedy — adapted from 
report of a recent meeting. 

Exterior of a Money -talzer'* s Box at a Store conducted 
hi/ Paid Servants of the Crown, A Duchess, two 
Earls, a Country Clergyman, and a Spinster waiting^ 
xoith other fashionable purchasers^ to pay their orders. 

First Earl. As you say, Duchess, it is not only the fact 
that I can get my arrowu’oot at an enormous reduction, 
and carry it home myself afterwards, that brings me to 
this charming lounge. IS'o, no. There is something more 
than that. 

Duchess, Ouite so. It was the same with the Duke. 
Often on his way to a levee has he looked in here to get 
his pint of hird-soed. And I am not surprised. 

Second Earl. Nor, your Grace, am I. See here; I 
have in this parcel two pounds of sausages, a piece 
of American cheese, a bottle of mixed picLdes, and 
a blacking-brush,— merely a little^ surprise for the 
Countess. And I have been collecting them from the 
various departments since half-past nine this morning. 
But what of that ? There ’s a zest about the place that, 
I ’ll he hound, this worthy clerical gentleman wiU be the 
first to acknowledge. 

Country Clergyman. Certainly, Sir, certainly. Though 
I have to support a wife and eleven children on two hun- 
dred and ten pounds a year, it isn’t the saving of a trifle 
like forty-five per cent, on all the necessaries of life 
that could make me desert the good old-fashioned high- 
charging local tradesmen — heaven bless them ! No, no. 
It isn’t a mere struggle against respectable starvation 
that brings us here, as this good lady will tell you. Is it, 
Madam ? 

Spinster, No, indeed, That such as we should pinch 
a little, to give the good comfortable middleman his villa, 
or even his brougham, is only natural and right. No ; 
what brings us here is the social look of the tmng, One 
meets such superior society at the Stores. 

Duchess, You are right, Madam. As you say, the 
success of the movement is due simply to prestige ! 


Outcry of Irish Farmers.— No rents at all at all but 
the rents in our own breeches-pockets ! 


THE EYES OE THE EOREIGNER. 

“ The eyes of the foreigner are once more fixed on ns.’ ’ — Daily Telegraph. 

Oh, say not Old England is on the decline, 

A mere Powooir jmi as good as played out 1 
Her star of ascendancy brightly doth shine, 

Brave Benjamih’s boldness hath brought it about. 

The meteor flag once again is unfurled, 

The long drowsing lion doth ramp and doth roar, 

To the awe and alarm of a wondering world, 

And the Foreigner’s eyes are fixed on ns once more ! 

The studious calm that an Elcho disdains, 

The steady reserve that a Saiisburt scorns, 

Are gone ; we ’ve the loveliest tossing of manes, 

And heating of tocsins, and blowing of horns, 
Britahhia’s en ividence^ armed to the eyes, 

Proud, prompt, and prepared to pa^ on every score. 

Midst Imperial posings and patriot cries, 

The Foreigner’s eyes are fcced on us once more ! 

The Foreigner’s eyes ? ‘Well, and what do they see ? 

And what is the sort of expression they wear ? 

Do they see us magnanimous, prosperous, free ? 

Look with jSlxed admiration, or jealousy’s glare ? 

No matter ; there ’s tribute enough in their gaze, 

They may hate or despise, hut they cannot ignore ; 

For we make such a blaze, such a shindy we raise, 

That the Foreigner’s eyes are fixed on us once more I 

True, our taxes run high, and our tradings run low, 

Our workshops are empty, our hands over full ; 

True, Freedom’s face flushes no more with the glow 
That once lit her cheek at the name of Johh Burl. 

Ip- the swm of inlmgue, with the land-snatching league, 
We find simple justice a clog and a hore ; 

But what are dishonotir, loss, lailxtre, fatigue, 

"When the Foreigner’s eyes are fixed on us once more ? 


GOBEMOUCHERIES : ALL ABOUT A TISIT TO VIENNA. 

TFhat England says,— Setting aside conjecture, as certainly vain 
and probably misleading, we may accept without reserve the state- 
ment that the result of the conferences between the two statesmen 
of the day has been to establish the conclusion that the interests of 
Austria and Germany, in regard to pending European questions, have 
been found to be in the main identical. 

What France says.— The meeting is a menace to the peace of 
Europe. France has an enemy the more ! — one that must he crushed ! 

What Russia says.— At is ^ a farce, but a dangerous one ! It 
teaches a lesson — ^that Siberia is not yet sufficiently populated ! This 
newly-discovered plot of the Nihilists must supply a new hatch of 
labourers to the quicksilver mines ! 

What Turkey says. — ^It is to he hoped that the outcome of this 
very interesting meeting may he a new loan to the Sublime Porte ! 

What Italy soys.— Surely so intelligent a statesman as Bismarck 
must have explained that Trieste can no longer exist as an Austrian 
sea-port. Italy has claims which must be settled as a supplement 
to the Treaty of Berlin ! 

What Greece says. — Of course these two statesmen had no subject 
ofjdisoussion so pressing as the rectification of the Greek-Turkish 
frontier! "When honest men agree ... I 

What Andrassy says. — Auf wiedersehen 1 

What Bismarck say^.—The Viennese beer is excellent ! 

What a large Majority say, — The meeting means everything ! 

What a Small Minority say. — The meeting means nothing I 

What Mr. Punch says. — Open your eyes— and shut your mouths, 
my little dears I 


TKe Cook on tke Doctor., 

{A Warning to Br. Ernest Bart.) 

“ Ho ! ‘ The Doctor in the Kitching ! ’ VTeU, I never I I declare ! 
Don’t I wish as I could see ’im ! Let me honly catch ’im there ! 

I ’d soon teach ’im to demean ’isself in that owdacious manner ; 

For I’d pin a dishcloth to ’is tail, as sure as my name ’s HAnhee ! 


l** To OomspOKDBKTS.— T7i« saicor does not hold Mrnselfho^nd to aelmgwledgt, return, or papfw Contrilmtiont, In no ease can these le returned unless aecompmied by a 

stamped and dvrected envelope. Copies should be Icept, 
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Ransom Cabby [sujppressing a nolley of imprecations at the tip of Ms tongue^ as he ’d a Lady 
inside— t7be fom'-wheeler having narrowly grazed his horse's nose), “ ’Prat ’ow d’tbr like Lon- 
don, Sib. ? ” 


BEFORE THE YOTE. 

Eatepiayers' Eefieciions — Various. 

Thotkjh I read the TThole of Sir Charxbs 
Reed’s speech. carefnlLy through, can I 
make head or tail of the true merits of the 
School-Board question ? 

Am I realljr very very deeply interested 
in the Education of th§ Country ? 

'W’ould I, but for the threat of a sum- 
mons, further its development by quietly 
paying one-and-twopence in the pound ? 

Would I ever pay so much as the two- 
pence even without the shilling ? 

Would I, in fact, if I could help it, pay 
anything at all ? 

Am i really and truly horrified when told 
that, unless I do, 400.391 children will 
arrive at maturity, without ever making 
the acquaintance of the “ Three R.’s ?” 

Do not I think that the “Three R.’s” 
may be supplemented by the “Three D.’s,” 
and that while appealed to for “Reading, 
Writing, and .^ithmetic,” lam in effect sup- 
plying * ^ Dancing, Divinity, and Dynamics V ’ 

Need the ordinary buildings of a Metro- 
politan Board School tower above the 
neighbourhood, and strongly resemble the 
new Law Courts? 

How do I know, if this costliness con- 
tinue, that high-art needle- work, drawing 
in crayons, and harp playing, may not 
become part of the recognised curriculum 
of the common domestic drudge ? 

Ought the son of my tinker to be re- 
ceiving, out of my pocket, a better educa- 
tion^ in the next street than my son is 
getting at Eton ? 

Has all that I have heard about ridiculous 
fads, misdirected training, high salaries, 
extravagant structures, and general and 
lavish waste of the public money put me at 
last on my mettle about this “School 
Board ” business ? 

Am I, on the whole, in that calm and 
quite dispassionate frame of mind that will 
enable me to give a highly edifying and 
satisfactory vote on the 27th November next? 


Motto tor the G-AitiE oe Lawn-Tennis. 
— “ The Deuce is in it 1 


THE JESTER^S JUDGMENT. 

To Punch's open judgment-seat two queer appellants came, 

One grave and of a sombre look, and Stultus was his name ; 

The other, call him Fatuus, was of a gayer guise, 

But something red about the nose and wrinkled round the eyes. 

Cried Stttltus, “ Lo ! this chuokliug clown is ever on the grin, 

And sniggers in a chronic way that verges upon sin. 

He travesties the serious, the sacred, the sublime, 

To furnish matter for a mirth that borders on a crime.” 

“ He ! he ! ” forth cackled Fatutts, “this prim and pompous prig 
Is as incapable of jest as Behemoth of a jig ; 

And since he has no sense of fun, no eye for the absurd. 

He ’d put an end to joking — a rare jo]£e, upon my word! ” 

“ Not so,” quoth Stijltus ; “ but this fool’s irreverent burlesque 
Fast robs us of the passionate, the pure, the picturesque ; 

He lowers our ideals with his daubings, and debases 
The — ^weU, the moral currency, by making ugly faces.” 

“ Tab ! ” Fatuus cried, “ he simply lacks the faculty called risible ; 
And the most rare and screaming ioke to him is just invisible. 
Unknowing that Creation ’s full of what is queer and ehaffable, 

He rages at us funny folk. It really very laughable.” 

“ Buffoon ! ” shrieked Stultus, scornfully. Base parody of Mirth! ” 
“Sour old Smelfungus!” Fatuus cried, “you’d make a grave of 
Earth I ” 

“ Come, shut up that I ” said Jfr, Punch, “ We can’t have brawling 
here! 

You ’ve neither of you any gSRRhie sense of fun, that ’s clear.” 

“No sense of fun ? ” howled Fatuus. Cried Punchius, “ Not a bit ! 
You ’re destine of humour, as he ’s wholly void of wit. 

Of two egregious kinds of bores, you’re samples, you and he. 

For Stultus cannot see a joke, and you nought else can see. 


And he who has no vision save for fun, sees that askew. 

Therefore, of the two sorts of bores, I give the palm to you. 

The man who ’d willingly debase Ideals that should rule, 

May duh himself a Jester, but he is a graceless fool. 

Yet the absurd in places the most unexpected lurks. 

And to drag it into daylight is usefullest of works. 

Oft in the poet’s ardour, the philosopher’s vague dreams, 

The zealot’s hasty search of ends and lofty scorn of means, 

Hides the Ridiculous, which, like the rift within the lute, 

Shall jangle the philosophy and leave the minstrel mute.^ 

Swift Humour sees and seizes it, mayhap, to make it plain 
To men of dxQl perception and sluggish gait of brain, 

Exaggerates to emphasise, not seeking to belie, 

But point by sly extravagance the truth it would imply. 

Sense sees and takes cum grano^ but sometimes the Seer and Sage, 
Blind to the small absurdities that blot their brightest yage. 

Resent detective Humour’s quest which in them dares find fun, 
Flaws in the savants theories, spots on the poet’s sun. 
Nose-chipping Clown ! they hotly cry, confounding him with you^ 
Oh, ever-giggling Fatuus I You see the harm you do I 
We humorists should keep our calm, however Seers insult us ; 

That ’s shameful in a Jester which is natural to Stultus. 

Absurdity ’s my quarry, but I never hit on yet 
A thing that ’s more preposterous than a Jester in a pet. 

The Sage may rage, the Bard may rate, without incurring shame, 
But Humour prone to tantrums is unworthy of the name. 

Therefore, my precious pair, great Punch will not be wrath with you, 
Or with greater ones who flout him, though they scold till all is blue. 
You are both besotted boobies, but a moril you may point 
To Seers who say the Jester jokes Ideals out of joint, — 

Namely, there are two sorts of fools, who ’re deadly foes to fun ; 

One cannot snule at a fair joke, one giggles when there ’s none.” 
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' '^N , , 

A SKELETON IN THE CUPBOARD. 

(Being a ‘Warning to Pleasttee-Seeners at German Watering-Places.) 


EXTRAOPDINARY STATE OF LIODOR, 

A OTTITE unprecedented case occurred a few days 'ago at the 
Wakefield Borough Court. A local contemporary, the JFree Press, 
reports it as follows : — 

“Insobriety.— Patrice Slaven, labourer, was charged with drunken- 
ness, in King Street, on the 22nd inst. — Police Constable Dobson proved the 
case, stating that deceased was drunk at the place named, about seven 
o’clock in the evening, when he made use of bad names to those who had 
him in custody. Fined 2^. 6d. and costs.” 


stance recorded as above, was a fine ever known to be inflicted on a 
person actually deceased, and one who had remained drunk after death. 
This case, if accurately reported, cannot even be accounted for by 
the supposition that the derendant, having been taken up dead, had 
really departed this life, but afterwards come back again ; because 
when apprehended he usedjbad language, which he could not 
possibly nave done, if he had^been so very dead as those dead men 
who proverbially tell no tales. 


Many a man, and, worse still, many a woman, has been picked up 
dead drunk, as the phrase is— that is to say, drunk and incapable, 
and Bubseq.uently fined for drunkenness ; but never until the in- 


Fbance nr a Fair Wat. — ^The French Republican Govenun^t 
appears to be well enough ofE. It could afford to allow Legitimist 
demonstrations to be made on Goose Day. 
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FRIENDS AT A DISTANCE. 

(Tttt-r-d Seeies.—Sumkee.) 

CHAPTER VIII. 

^Keeping alive — Description — Dinner — Discussion — Gloom — jL Flash 
—Suggestions —\Annoyance — Interruption — Jim's Opinions— 
Bets— Butler — Challenges— Ealf-crowns —Eeplies— Scoring — 
RahUts — Saiolibath — Departure — Fnd of Visit, 

etjit, H ephew Jim does 
118 alive. Iliad 
O no idea hovr sedate we 

w 1 i ‘become until his 

Js appearance on the 

i ' lary and idioms of his 

j which ^he has 

Be- 

^ young^Engli^h 
time, 

He is full of snatches 
of various melodies, 

no one of which he ever gives in a complete form. He enlivens the 
house, generally, with the most telling points of popular refrains, 
seldom going up or down stairs without a chorus, begun, if ascending, 
with a shout at the foot of the staircase and ending with a hang or 
his door on the second landing ; or, if descending, commencing with 
a bang and ending with a jump of three steps taken in a flying leap. 

He is hearty and jovial, in the highest possible spirits, and 
decidedly impatient of the serious, political, or philosophical conver- 
sation with which our sedate selves have hitherto beguiled the 
evenings. 

At dinner the subject that occupies our attention is the present 
serious state of the country, agricultural distress, lowering of rents, 
difficulties between landlords and tenants. 

There are three landed proprietors at table, including our host, 
and I am deeply interested in their views of the prospects of the 
United Kingdom, 

“It is a serious matter,” observes Sir Andeew McCoseie, a 
severe-looking elderly gentleman, with an inclination to lay down 
the law on every subject, “ and there is but one thing to be done for 
the next year at least, and that is to reduce the rents all round.” 

Mr. Alexandee, a younger man and a lesser landlord, does not 
see this in the same light. He would suggest another course. 

“ There is no other course,” says Sir Andeew, frowning at the 
idea of anyone’s attempting to improve on his origmal suggestion. 
Our host shakes his head dubiously. 

“It win play the deuce with some of us,” he observes, “and 
there ^11 be no going np to London for the Season,” — here our hostess 
becomes interested in the discussion — “and precious little to do 
in the country too, if the hunters are to he sold, and establishments 
reduced all round.” 

“ Ah ! ” sighs our hostess, sympathetically, as if for the first time 
a nght was breaking in upon her as to the effects of the weather and 
the crops on the parks, ball-rooms, and opera-houses, 

TVe are all silent and sad, moodily regarding onr champagne as 
though it were the last glass at parting previous to our all being led 
off to the workhouse. 

But Kephew Jim has not come down for his holidays — he has been 
reading with a Coach — to be gloomy, and at this point, being nc 
respecter of persons, he dashes in brilliantly. 

Uncle he cries, “ I ’U tell yon what you can do if yor 
! are aU hard up.” 

mi Andeew frowns more portentously thai 

idea of his being included among the “hard up ” ones ! 
mu,” asks our host, “what?” 

1 --fl “IVe got a Bogardus trap- 

1 nne, glass balLs, and all complete. I’m a nailer at it. Bobs': 

Robeets laid me two to one I wouldn’t hit ten out of fifteen " 

^ ‘ P^^tending a sudden interest r 

the Bogardus trap, partly to sbield him from the evident wrath o 

3ir Andeew at the irrelevancy of the interruption, and partly 
jecause she has some sort of latent faith in her Nephew’s originaHtv, 
ffiough at present none of ns clearly see how Jim’s hitting ten out of 
ifteen glass halls, shot out of a Bogardus trap, can possibly benefit 
the struggling farmers or the unfortunate landlords. 

“Yes,” replies Jim, with a perfect shout of triumph that nearly 
sends Sir ANDKEW'into a fit. “I hit fourteen out of fifteen, and 
30 cketed his two quid. I scored off him there.” 

“I don’t see what that has to do with what we were speaking 
about,” remarks Sir Andeew, sententiously, and then adds, patronis- 
ingly, “ which perhaps you are not yet old enough to understand.” 

But Jim is not going to be patronised, and not going to be put 
down. 

“Yes it has,” he says ; “ Uncle and I will go round the country 
with the trap, take six to four everywhere. I ’ll shoot, and Uncle 
shall carry the balls ” 

“Thank you,” says onr host, amused, — as we all are except Sir 
Anbeew, who, evidently objecting to such ill-timed levity, would 
interrupt if he could; but Jim, having once started, won’t let him, 
and goes on enthusiastically, as though he were organising the 
most brilliant scheme for the relief of the present distress. 

“ And,” he continues, “ we ’d welsh ’em. I ’d make a miss or two, 
just to put ’em off ; then they ’d double the odds. I ’d do the trick. 
Uncle should collect the coin, and on we’d go again. Yon might 
come with us,” he adds, as a kindly afterthought, to Sir Andeew. 

Sir Andeew’s breath is literally taken, away, and he replies, 
severely, 

“I don’t shoot glass balls from— from ” He hasn’t caught 

the name of the trap. Jim assists him to the word. 

“From Bogardus traps, eb?” says Jim. “Oh, you’d soon do it 
with practice. If you came wuth me and Uncle, you might drive the 
caravan, or beat the drum. AVe’d diddle ’em! Here, Waiter— I 
mean Butler I ” 

The Butler is doubtful as to being addressed as Waiter, but gets 
over it quickly, and attends to Jim’s request that he won’t put quite 
so much froth into his champagne next time. 

“ I ’ll get the real stuff while I can,” he explains affably to Mr. 
Alexanbee, “ as we ’re all going to the workhouse.” 

It is all in vain, after this, that Sir Anbeew attempts to^ state his 
views on home or foreign politics, on all of which subjects Jim 
expresses himself in his own peculiar style very freely, generally to 
the eficect that “ The Nigger ’’—meaning either the Ameee or Cete- 
WATO— “ will diddle us if we don’t bosh him.” As a rule he offers 
to hack his opinions for a small sum. He is always betting half-a- 
crown that something is or isn’t, or that somebody won’t or will. It 
is only a form of expression, and never finds any takers. 

The grouse is just the slightest bit full-fiavoured. The guests are 
too polite to notice it. Not so Jim, who at once shouts out to our 
host, 

“i say, Uncle.” 

“Well?” 

“ G-ame ’s a bit lofty, eh ? ” 

Then to the servant— not the Butler this time— who had neglected 
Jim’s instructions as to filling his glass. 

“I say— here— you T1 get yourself disliked, you will.” And the 
man, audibly tittering, has to return and make up for the deficiency. 

The conversation turns, at last, as it must do in Scotland, at least 
once during the evening, on Bxjens, and his merits as a song- writer 
are discussed. 

“ In his songs,” says Sir Andee'W, who has seized the opportunity 
presented to him by Jim’s having his mouth full of hot tart, to 
monopolise the conversation, “ B'Uens showed himself pre-eminenuy 
a genius. His songs are unequalled. I know nothing, that, for 
pathos, for true poetic fire, and for local colouring, can touch them. 
Where is the song- writer nowadays ? ” 

Jim is equal to the occasion, and suddenlyrecovering from the 
effects of the over-hot fruit, he looks up and answers decidedly, 

“ Macdeemott.” 

Sir Andeew elevates his eyebrows, and observes that he has never 
heard of the poet in question, whereupon Jm, resuming his currant 
and raspberry, says, 

“ He |s first-rate. Writes ’em and sin^s ’em. You go next time 
l^ou’xe in town, Canterbury or Oxford, he adds, with his month 

► “An Oxford man, did you say ? ” asks Sir Andbew. 

Jim nearly explodes. 

L “No. Oxford Music-Hall man. Had you there! Right you ^e, 
says Moses. Whoa, Emma ! But, I say,” be goes on, cutting short 

L his bst of ballads, and warming with his subject as he finishes his 

I tart, “have you heard Teeet in Don Ceesar and Little Dr, Faust/ 

‘ How does he do it ? ’ * The Continong— the Continong ! ’ ’’ and if it 
- were not for the table, I am oonviuced that be would give us an 
z imitation, with dance to follow, on the spot. 

Buens, as a song-writer, is nowhere after this, 
u “I know a fellow who sings all the songs, and plays the banjo too, 
f fine!” continues Jim, enthusiastically. “You ask him down, if 
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you’re fond of music,” lie says, leaning across the table to Sir 
Andicew, -who at that moment looks as if be could murder a song. 
“You come over and bear bim sing, ‘J’t'e been photographed like 
tliisJ You ’ll like bim awfully.” Then be adds, pleasantly wink- 
ing aside to me, ‘‘ Scored off bim there 1 ” 

Jnr is irrepressible. Sir Andrew is longing for an opportunity to 
take bim down, or, as Jm would say, to * ‘ score off bm.” Sir Andrew 
assumes a patronising air of intense superiority. He tries to treat 
Jim as a mere boy. But it won’t do. He catcbes Jim muncbing a 
juicy pear in a most scboolboyisb fasMon, and says condescendingly, 
toping to turn tbe laugb against Jim witt bis moutb full, 

“ You seem to be well occupied.” 

“ All right up to now,” is tbe instant rejoinder, and we laugb with 
Jim, much to Sir Andrew’s discomfiture. 

“You’d like another pear?” says Sir Andrew, addressing bim 
as though be were a cldld of ten years old. 

“Hot this j ourney , ’ ’ replies Jim. “ Full inside ! All right ! ” 

Henceforth be won’t leave Sir Andrew alone, and we all feel that 
tbe latter has brought it on himself. Jim offers to shoot bim at 
Bogardus balls for half-a-crown, to back himself to stand on bis 
bead against Sir Andrew for tbe same amount, and, on similar 
terms, be wishes to challenge bim to compete in various other feats, 
such as performing on tbe coach-born, strokes at billiards, and play- 
ing tbe side-drum. 

“I scored off him!” cries Jim, triumphantly, as Sir Andrew 
drives away; for Jim evidently takes as much delight in giving 
pride a fall, as did Jeames^ when be slapped “ Old Pompossaty ” on 
the shoulder and addressed him as “ Bareacres. old Buck 1 ” 

Hephew Jim in the daytime appear s^ in brilliant flannels, and a 
planter’s straw bat. As he is seldom without a ride, or some mur- 
derous weapon in his hand, he has the air of an amateur backwoods- 
man. A faithful bulldog, of most unprepossessing appearance, 
waddles in a slouching sort of way at his heels, scaring everyone, 
but being really the most good-tempered gentle animal that ever 
winked at a eat and passed on. 

When Hephew Jim is not singing snatches of bis favourite melo- 
dies, be is either taking a light blow-out on tbe coacb-horn— he 
says, “You see I’m reading with a Coach, so I ought to play the 
horn, else we shouldn’t get on ” — or practising bugle- calls, or, having 
military proclivities, be is inspiring himself with a pas de charge on 
the side-drum. 

Simday in Scotland is a dull day for everyone, but a very dull 
day for Jim, who becomes dreadfully depressed. 

It ’s an ill wind that blows nobody any good, and consequently 
Sunday is a real holiday for the unfortunate rabbits, who have led 
a miserable sort of bunted-down, in-and-out-of-a-bole existence 
since Jim’s arrival. The rabbits, for six days in the week, are 
perpetually playing a game of hide-and-seek with Jim and his gun, 
but on Sunday they appear with quite a festive air in the fields, 
sitting on the lawn, coming boldly up to the garden, and defying 
Jim, as it were, under bis very nose. 

Music being prohibited in Scotland on Sunday, Jim, fortunately 
imagining that nis coach-horn, side-drum, and bugle come under 
this denomination, flmds his occupation gone. 

Uncle Allison appears in gorgeous apparel for the Ejrk. Top 
hat, frock-coat, and all ready for Hyde Park in the Season. This is 
calculated to produce a fine moral effect on his Hephew, as from 
this special costume, combined with a suitable air of sobriety, 
lemon-coloured gloves, and an ornamental prayer-book, you may 
gather something as to tbe importance of tbe “ Sawbbath ” in Scot- 
land. 

But all that it elicits from Hephew Jim, on seeing bis Uncle thus 
arrayed, is, “ What a dawg ! ” which is not quite what was intended. 

We are kept alive every day in the week by Hephew Jim, except 
Sunday, when his melancholy is something touching to behold. 

And the day comes when be has to return to bis coach-hom, 
Bogardus trap, glass balls, bugle, side-drum, and “ tbe whole bag of 
tricks,” and we have to leave tbe land of Burrns, and, as we drive 
away from Allison’s, where we have spent such a pleasant tune, we 
take a last fond look at our old friend, Benjamin Lomond, in the 
distance, wave our adieux to Burrns’ s Monument, and say farewell ! 
to the genial bospitabty of Ayr, hoping to return ere long. j 

P.S.—I am a little puzzled at tbe station by the following notice— ^ 

“ The 9.7 train will leave at 8.55, and be earlier. 

“ The 8.45 train will leave at 8.48, and he later up to Dumdoddie. 

“ The 11.50 will not leave before 12.” 

We choose the last, and come up to Town by one of Burns’s 
Scotch lines, and, as I finish my holiday, I join most heartily in 
Hepbew Jim’s parting statement, as be waves bis hand to me out of 
the cab window, “ All right up to now I Good-bye ! ” 


Hew Recipe eor Gooseberrt-Fool.— First catch your Fool, and 
then give him plenty of cheap Champagne. 


A SCRAP FOR THE SEA-SIDE. 

T he subjoined 

very season- 
able caution 
to bathers forms a 
point which, hav- 
ing been put forth 
by ilfr. JPunch^s 
acute contempo- 
rary, tbe Lancet^ 
Mr. Punch may 
advantageously in- 
sert ; — 

“ One Cause op 
Bathing Acci- 
dents, — It is very 
generally believed 
that the proper way 
to bathe is to take a 
header into the sea, 
or, at least, to im- 
merse the whole body 
immediately. Theo- 
retically tins may be 
done so far as the most 
vigorous organisms 
are concerned, but it 
must not be forgotten 
that a man may be 
perfectly healthy, and 
yet not endowed with sufficient latent energy to recover from the ‘ shock ^ 
which must in all cases be inflicted on the nerve-centres by suddenly plunging 
the whole surface of the skin, with its terminal nervous twigs, into a cold 
bath. For a time, at least, the central activity must be reduced in force, if 
not in form. When, therefore, a man plunges, and immediately after strikes 
out to swim, it is not only possible but probable that he may become exhausted, 
and fail, from depression of energy, with cramp. It is important that this 
; should he noticed. We do not think sufficient attention has yet been given 
[ to this cause of ‘ accident ’ in bathing.” 

Look before you leap bead-foremost into tbe water, and see whether 
; or no it is deep enough to drown you in case you should be seized 
with cramp. That is, unless t^ou are quite sure that your own frame 
is one of those vigorous organisms wbicb are capable of sustaining 
tbe shock of sudden immersion in a cold bath ; an organism such as 
that of Captain Webb, or of a Polar Bear. If your organism is an 
organism of doubtful vigour, you will perhaps do well never to take 
a header at all unless in tbe presence of associates able to save yon 
in case you sink, and on no account whatever to attempt sea-batbing 
in any society less worshipful than that of Companions of tbe Batb.J 


A BISHOP BEPORE THE CURTAIN. 

Mr. Punch, 

In tbe generally very proper address debvered tbe other day 
by tbe Bishop of Manchester to tbe Social Science Congress, bis 
Lordship, speaking of pubbe amusements, made' tbe following ob- 
servations, in a measure, actually giving Episcopal countenance to 
tbe Stage ! — 

‘‘ In the present state of artistic and bterary education, the taste of onr 
people is so coarse and unrefined, that it is almost impossible to prevent their 
amusements from degenerating into vulgarity and indecency. Mrs. Theodore 
Martin, with that generosity which is characteristic of her, is this very 
night performing in the Theatre Royal, as a mark of respect to the memory 
of the late Mr. Charles Calvert, who did so much, not in Manchester 
only, but in other provincial towns, to uphold the character of the Stage. 
I remember well, on one occasion, when I endeavoured to show in public 
my approbation of his efforts — for which I am afraid I fell into the black 
books of many sincerely good, hut gloomy people— that m acknowledging 
w‘hat I said, he told me what uphill work he tound it, and how constantly 
his aims were defeated by the vicious public taste not of the lower class alone 
— which preferred what was iiidebcate, and prurient, and revolting.” 

If, Mr. Punch, these remarks bad faUen from a Layman, I should 
have quite approved of them. But as for a Bishop, Society, Sir, has 
voted that be ought to know nothing whatsoever about theatres, ex- 
cept that, however unobjectionably managed, they are places not fit 
for bim, or any other Clergyman to be seen in. Of course, if a 
Bishop approves of tbe Stage, properly conducted, be is capable of 
going to see a play ; and now that tbe Bisb^ of Manchester has ex- 
pressed bimseH as above, tbe next thing, I suppose, will be that bis 
Lordship will be seen in a private box at tbe Lyceum, setting Hie 
rest of the Bishops and tbe Clergy at large the example of sitting 
and listening to Mr. Irving. I need scarcely say how extremely so 
dreadful a defiance of Opinion wonld shock its ^ acknowledged 
Representative Woman, Ever yours, faithfully, 

i Martha Grundy. 
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“CATCH ’EM ALIVE, OH!” 

Costernmiger, *'I call totjes A SiQumcVRE, Jim. Yoir claps that ’ere Paper round eer ^at, and thePvE you are— a 
Penny each ! 

Ply-Catclier. *'Ah, but look at the labour of Catohin’ em, and Stickin^ of ^em on at tee outset, Bill!” 


FINANCE A LA MODE ! 

Steward Sir Stafford loquihir, 

** If things -would keep guiet, and all would go smoothly ! ” 
Ha ! ha ! Sounds sardonic I The Earl may speak soothly ; 
But soft words, however their eloguence thrills, 

Will butter no parsnips, nor pay any hills. 

Keep quiet ! G-o smoothly ! Ah ! that would bring balm ; 
But what has become of my Lord’s ‘*holy calm ? ” 

He may feel— or affect— it ; but J— no, by Plutus I — 

Calm times make calm Stewards ; but rackets don’t suit us. 
Keep guiet ? Of that he has not the least notion. 

Three years of perpetnal row and commotion 
Have taxed the estate to a frightful extent. 

Has he any idea of the money he ’s spent ? 

It’s nonsense to think of perpetual postponement, 

^ere must come a day of smash-up or atonement. 

He pwh-poohs my fears. Well, he ’s cool as he ’s clever, 
Mt tms sort of thin^ cannot go on for ever. 

^tgoin^s still growing, diadnishing income, 

;^d as for a settlement, whence -wifl. the tin come ? 

Heclme on decline, all receipts in abatement ! 
mce stete of affairs to sum up in a statement I 
Wm figures of speech you may do as you please, 

But figures uke mine are no end of a tease. 

Kum phrases may soothe while the pocket- sense slumbers, 
^ ri. ^ fiot so easy to juggle with numbers. 

^ett tarones lull the wits to convenient trance ; 

But you re always howled out when you come to finance. 
M.y post becomes one of extreme inf eflcity. 

Once that most heavenly word, “ dasticity,” 

^^orted, cheered me, but now its sole token 
Is 6^«cc, and m spirit for that’s getting broken, 
Mistr^s, -too . Ho not quite rdisb her attitude i 
^Boas^I ve flattered her I Like -wPman’s gratitude I 


Ladies like cutting a dash, too, and verily 
She and my Lord have been going it merrily ; 
Taking the shine out of rivals tremendously. 

Posing superbly, and spending stupendonsly : 

All very proper to keep up her pecker; ' 

But then Jhave got to keep up— the Exchegucr ; 
And taking the shine out of enemies pluckily 
Takes shiners out of my cash-box, unluckily. 

Now, I much fear that long yawn seems to indicate 
More than indifference. True, I can vindicate 
All my transactions, hut,— well, I ’ll he hlowed 
If 1 feel quite at home in Finance d la Mode I 


A COMPLIMENTARY SERMON. 

The Primitive Methodists of Harwich have erected an iron church 
there ; and, according to the Sarwich and Dovercourt Neweman-- 

“ The opening services were held on Sunday last. In the morning the 
place was filled by a respectable congregation, when the service was conducted 
by the Eev. E. S. Shields, who took for the text of his sermon the words of 
j Hatthew xxi, 13 — ‘ My house shall he called a house of prayer, but ye have 
I made it a den of thieves,* and also using the parallel passage in Mark xi. 17.’ 

In the evening Mr. SniELDSjpreached another sermon, and a ttod 
was deli-vered By the Rev. W. Filbt. With reference to these 
sermons, inclusive of the morning sermon, we are further told that-^ 

** The whole of the discourses were eminently practical and appropriate.’* 

Not only practical, but likewise api)ropriate, and that not the 
evening discourses alone, but the morning discourse, too, ohserv^ 
And yet the hearers of the latter iscourse are expressly e^ogised 
as a respectable congregation. How, dear friends, could a discoiuse 
haye been appropriate to a congregation of any respectability if it 
was at aR appropriate to denizens of a den of thieves r A^t ^y rate, 
however, its preacher seems to have been a faithful minister and 
plain-spoken man. 
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SPORT IN A LONDON SQUARE. 

i&HT few people i 
perhaps are 
aware of the 
existence of the 
rus in urhe — so 
to describe the 
West End of 
London — which 
a contemporary 
appears, from 
the subjoined 
announcement, 
to have discover- 
ed in this great 
metropolis : — 
“The Earl of 
Malmesbury has 
arrived at his 
residence in Caven- 
dish Square, Lon- 
don, where he has 
been passing seve- 
ral weeks in fishing 
and shooting/' 

What sort of 
bag did the Earl 
of Mahvlesbury 
make, and what 
sort of a creel? 
Trout - fishing 
has now been for 
some time over, 
and so has 
salmon -fishing ; 
but if there are 
either trout or 

salmon to be fished for in Cavendish Square, the noble Lord may haveO’caught any other fish lately in 
season; and in case his Lordship has been shooting there since the Ist^inst., no doubt he has shot as 
many pheasants as partridges and hares. 





POLITICAL PEBLICAETISM. 

Is the honourable Earonet, 
the representative alike or 
merry Carlisle and the melan- 
choly United Kingdom Alli- 
ance, quite sure of the 
exactness of words which, 
according to a report, he 
quoted as below in a speech 
addressed by him one day 
last week, in his usual serio- 
comic style to a meeting of 
the Scotch Permissive Bill 
Association at Glasgow ? For 
the approaching struggle at 
the next Election— 

“ All parties were getting ready. 
The licensed victuallers were get- 
ting ready, and be read that at 
one of their feasts they had an- 
nounced as their motto ‘More 
liquor and less law.* ** 

Is good Sir Wilfeed quite 
sure about the two last words 
of the “Wittlers’^' motto? 
Will he undertake to say that 
the cry of Messrs. Bxjjra, as 
originally enunciated, was not 
really “More liquor and no 
Lawsoit” ? 


Omens foe Old Ieelaih).— 
The names of the Secretaries to 
the “Irish National Conven- 
tion” are announced as Sexton 
and Kettle. Kext to Kettle 
may he named Pot, to which let 
Home-Rule go as soon as pos- 
sible, and Sexton toll its knell. 


HAPPT-THOUGHT GUIDE TO LONDON. 

{Being a Dickens of a Dlckshunary for the use of Visitors to the 
Metropolis.) 

JUNIOR ARMY AND NAYY CLUB.-Devoted exclusively to 
the junior members of each Service, as the name implies. Drummer 
Boys and Cabin Boys only eligible. The latter may be elected for 
life-membership,^ when he is termed a Lite- boy. The rule as to 
Drummer Boys is that they must he over fife years of age. No 
Majors admitted on any account whatever, 

JUNIOR UNITED. —For young married people. There are 
several Junior Clubs in London, all very pleasant ones, but, out of 
London, the one which deserves the name most of all is the Orleans 
Club at Twickenham, which, with its gardens and lawn-tennis 
grounds, is a delightful resort in June, and it is difficult therefore to 
find a more June-ier Club than this, 

KENNEL CLUB. — ^No one can he elected unless he has qualified 
as “ a regular Dawg.” Puppies not admitted. 

KEW GARDENS.— The place to spend a happy day; for how- 
ever hipped you may be, when you once get here, you always feel in 
Kew for enjoyment. Here you will find Kew, and also a rest. The 
Gardens are entirely supported by P.O.-niary assistance from the 
Kew-rates Augmentation ifund. In the summer are here heard the 
first notes of the bird indigenous to the place, called the Kew-Kew, 
The fiower-heds are lovely, and the walks picturesque ; in fact the 
Kew d'oeil is enchanting, having been designed by gardeners who 
have long passed the A B C of their Art, and got to Q,, and who 
deserve great Kew-dos for their work. Many people prefer coming 
to Kew for a day's outing, instead of Rye House, which 'Aret 
says is “ uncommon 

KING’S COLLEGE, Steand. — Built for the education of the 
Royal Eamily, Princes half price. 

LAMBETH BRIDGE. — Connects Westminster (where the Car- 
, dinal Archbishop lives) with Lambeth (where the Archbishop of 
Canteebtjet resides). The latter says he likes to “ get a fine view 
of an Eminence,” and the Cardinal, in the most mendly spirit, 
observes that “he wouldn't injure a hair of the Archbishop's head, 
which he is glad to_ see is not yet Archi-JaM-^e^e.” Such little 
amenities are often interchanged between the two Prelates. One 
evening His Eminence was sitting down to dinner, and had just 
said his Grace to himself, when a head popped itself iu at the door, 


and exclaimed, “ That's me! ” It was His Grace the Archbishop 
of Canteebuet. Just then the clock struck. The Cardinal paused, 
counted the strokes, and then said, “ Aecele, you know the dinner- 
hour ? Dinna forget, eh ? "^ His Grace instantly replied, “ Eh, mon ! 
hut it's jus^ eight His Eminence perceived he meant, “Just 
Tate and, after highly complimenting him, as a Scotchman, on his 
sense of humour, iuvited him to dine, and gave him a glass of the 
finest old crusted toast-and-water in His Eminence's cellar. 

LAW COURTS. — Built entirely by Lasers. Nobody believes 
this: hence the incredulous expression, '‘'‘Law yer don't say so!” 
The basement is entirely devoted to lawyers in fuR practice, who 
are ready to attend to customers who may want a little law at any 
hour of the day from ten to four. The business is conducted on 
much the same plan as that of the Co-operative Stores. Anybody 
requiring some law, goes in and asks for a case. It is sold gene- 
rally in tins, invented for the purpose, by the celebrated Legal 
Romau JnsT-iiNNy-UN. The prices are— For a single opinion, 
Qs. 8d. ; or two for 15s. 6d. Half an opinion, is 3s. 4(^. ; a quarter, 
is Is. 8d, : but they don’t make up less. You may sometimes^ hear 
au indignant customer exclaim, “That's not haH an opinion!” 
and he mil demand that it shall be weighed in the scales of Justice, 
which are usually kept on the counter. Always examine your parcel 
before leaving, to see whether they 've given you Op-inions or Spanish 
inions. Songs can be obtained here. Apply to the Lord Chauntseller, 

LEICESTER SGUARE. — The Babel of London, with a statue of 
Shakspeaee in the centre. Once a howling wilderness, now a com- 
parative garden of Paradise, which ought to have been called the 
Land of Saron Grant, since it was to his munificent grant of barren 
land that the Square owes its present improved appearance. ^ Here 
all nations are represented, and, if an artist undertook the picture, 
like JRumour described by Sbcakspeabe in LCenry the Fourth., the 
Square might he “ painted full of tonnes.” 

LLOYD'S.— A celebrated Marine Cofiee-house in the City, where 
all the shipping business is transacted, a full account of the week’s 
doings being published every Sunday morning (Town Edition) as 
Lhyd^s Weekly News. The motto written over Lloyd’s by an 
underwriter is, “ Tell that to the Marines”— but this only applies 
when Lloyd’s won't take the risk, and they pass it on to the Universal 
Marine Insurance or some other Company. Visitors to Lloyd's wiQ 
always call for the Steward and a hasm— of soup, in the refresl^ent 
room. If you feel like it, you can see a Captain of a vessel in the 
luncheon room, and go for a sale, at 2.30 p.m. You may not stay in 
Lloyd's unless yon have business to transact, for as a German 
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“A VITAL QUESTION/^ 

Brown {picking np Volicme from Club tabic), ‘*UlloI what’s this? ‘Zs Life WORTE 
Living ? ’ What do totj sat, Jones ? ” 

Jones, “H’m! — it depends. If I’m going to have Coreied Lobster and Welsh 
Rabbit for Supper, Yes/ If I’ve had Curried Lobster and Welsh Rabbit for 
Supper, No/ But I ’ve not had Curried Lobster and Welsh Rabbit for Supper, 

YOU SEE ; AND, WHAT ’s MORE, I ’M NOT GOING TO. So I GIVE IT UP 1 ” 

Brown. “So do I ] ” [Exeunt, each to his respective business or pleasure, as the case may be. 


CHAIRS! CHAIRS! 

India seems in a bad way ; far worse 
than we imagined. There will have to be 
another loan from England. The Govern- 
ment, apparently, cannot afford the com- 
monest articles ol furniture. We read with 
dismay and apprehension of the injurious 
effect the disclosure will produce on the 
native mind, the following telegram ; — 

“ General Roberts received Yaeoob Khan, 
Daoud Shah, and Mustaufi Habibulla in 
durbar on Monday. The paucity of chairs pre- 
vented more Sirdars from attending.*’ 

We hope Professor Eawcett, or some other 
Member of Parliament, wiU get to the bottom 
of this most untimely “paucity of chairs,” 
whereby proud and inffuential Chiefs were 
j^revented from personally testifying their 
fidelity to the Sovereign Power. Why was 
such a lack of seats not foreseen and reme- 
died ? Surely the resources of India are not 
so impoverished as to make a moderate out- 
lay with some cabinet-maker at Calcutta or 
Simla an impossibility ! If so, why did not 
the Viceroy telegraph an urgent message to 
his friend the Prime Minister, begging him 
to send ont, without an hour’s delay, a few 
of those useful chairs, which are made, cheap 
and good and plentiful, in the immediate 
neighbourhood of Hughenden ? 

Empires before now have been perilled 
and tempers lost through causes guite as 
trivial as the one we are now deploring. The 
Council table at the India Office should 
attend, to this, and despatch at once the 
most comfortable and imposing chairs of 
state that can be purchased in Oxford or 
Wardour Street. 


Legal Ownership of Limbs. 

The Solicitors^ Journal instances a new 
legal question which has arisen at Washing- 
ton ; that of the right to a pair of legs, 
which a surgeon having amputated, there- 
upon took possession or as his perquisites, 
put up in spirits and deposited in a museum 
for exhibition, in a jar labelled with the 
name of the original owner, who claims 
them as his property. The point requiring 
determination seems to be wether the sur- 

f eon who has removed another man’s legs 
as a right to walk off with them. 


THE BRAVE BOULONNAIS, 

{To he translated into French by M, Fictor Nogo.) 

It was a grand sight. It was the meeting of Valour and Domestic 
Love. It was more than grand— it was glorious, 

“ You are prepared to brave the storm ? ” said his wife. 

“ I am prepared,” he answered, and he put on a water-proof over 
his four CTeat coats. “ The brave are always prudent ; which is the 
effect— which the cause ? ” 

“ You shall not go.” 

“ My mother ! ” he exclaimed, and fell npon his knees. He was a 
good son, and knew to what slmne he owed obedience and devotion. 

“You must not go,” she repeated. “It will rain. If it rains, 
you will get wet. If you get wet, you will catch cold. You shall 
not go.” 

His wife and children threw themselves on the ground before the 
old woman, and implored her to alter her decision. 

“ I beg of you,” said his wife, “ in the name of humanity. The 
human race calls out to him to come.” 

“ The human race may call,” replied his mother. Then she added, 
— “ineffectually.” 

“My mother,” he said, embracing her tenderly, “my mission is 
to save life ! It is because I have this mission, that I wear an enor- 
mous life-belt of cork, and carry a born. The sea is perfectly oahn, 
and there is not the slightest danger — ^let me go.” 

And then she wavered. To waver, in a woman, is to be half con- 
quered. 


“ I ask you in the name of France.’* 

“ I can deny nothing to France,” and she submitted. 

He tenderly kissed his children, embraced his wife, and fell npon 
his knees to receive his mother’s blessing. Then he stamped three 
limes, struck au attitude, and after his family had admired him in 
it, left the room. 

“ A parting gift, my son,” cried his mother, opening the window. 
Then she threw ont to him in the street a large woollen comforter, a 
respirator, and an umbrella. 

He feU upon his knees, and amalgamated the articles with his 
costume. Then, for the second time, he received his mother’s 
blessing. 

When he reached the sands he trembled. He did more than 
tremble. His cheek blanched, and his heart (for a moment) stood 
quite still. 

“It is getting rough ! ” And he fell upon his knees, and wept 
bitterly. It was a grand sight! The Man and the Ocean! They 
were equals ! The Ocean had salt waves, the Man salt tears.^ The 
waves and the tears were soon mingled ! It was refined sensibility 
meeting rugged Hature half way ! 

Then there was a storm. Peace met War, Peace was represented 
by a hathing-machine. A bathing-machine is an emblem of peace. 
A bathing-machuie cannot be used as a castle7~it may sometimes 
form a portion of a barricade. But a barricade is also an emblem of 
peace. The storm, the emblem of war, met tbe bathing-maebine, 
the emblem of peace. War was the victor, and the bathing-machine 
! was overturned, 

i And what was the life-saver doing when this incident occurred r 
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Seeing: tlie acci- 


He -was stffl lyin? ou the sand, weeping bitterly. 

dent, he roused himself. , j -li „ 

“ I must do my duty,” he murmured, and blew ms hom. 

Then there was a cry for him to come into l^e water. He shcwk his 
head. An Englishman hegged him to enter the sea— up to his knees. 
He shook his head disdainfully., , j n <« 

Then the Mayor and the Municipality adyanced. You will enter 
the sea ? ” they asked. 

“ No,” he replied. “I cannot.” 

Then the Mayor and the Municipality held a consultation. After 
an hour thev asked him a second question 
“ Why will you not enter the sea r ,..11*. 

He answered promptly, “ If I enter the sea, my boots '^l become 
damp. Damp Tml damage my hoots. I do not wish to damage my 

^^A %cond time they held a consultation. It was longer than the 
first. When it was over, they asked him a third question— 

‘‘ And why do you not wish to damage your hoots r 
“ Becanse my hoots belong to France I Long Kve France I 
And they all cried, “ Long live France ! ” and went home. 



OUR REPRESENTATIVE MAN. 

jPrwce of TVciles^s — St, Jameses — Lyceum — Gaiety Vaudeville-^ 
and “JKescMod” at the Adeli^hi, 

S m, — ^All the theatres 
are j oining in chorus 
of “ ^Tis our opening 
day,” so I must he on the 
spot. Where Duty calls 
there is Yours truly. 
Bancroft expects that 
every man 

Some day ■will do his Duty. 
And, if Duty is to come 
before pleasure, then the 
sooner it 's got over the 
better. Imbued with 
this sentiment, I went to 
the Albery-Sardou play : 
and, for the present, I 
will merely say of Buty^ 
that it is All berry 
well ; ” and, for some peo- 
ple, it is-flr-dw-ty to see 
it. As might be ex- 
pected, where the autho- 
rities put on a JDuty^ 
there is a good deal that 
might be advantageously 
excised. I will return to 
the subject next week, 
only remarking, en at- 
tendant^thsX this new Duty, at the f ashionahle-custom-house, is not 
by any means an unwarrantable imposition. That Les Baitciioft 
should not he in it is a mistake, for without their j oint names to a hiU, 
in this particular quarter, its chances of being cashed are consider- 
ably lessened. Still, undoubtedly there is value received, and care, 
time, trouble, aud expenditure will he more than their own reward. 

Messrs. Haue and Kendai, have opened the Theatre that is 
dedicated to St. James— clearly a union of Church and Stage. As a 

f ood beginning, it is done brown, outside, aud has been thoroughly 
one up withiu. Rajah Yae Pbinsep’s Comedietta is the novelty, of 
which more anon. 

Mr. Ievtstg is giving us deep notes out of Ms Iron Chest and 
Mrs. Bateman opens the Family Theatre, with a Family Circle at 
reasonable prices, in Phelps’s old home, Sadler’s Wells. May 
the new Lessee find notMng hut wells and no ills. Why 
the Wells of the Sadlers, with an additional “d”— a little one 
in, not a “great big D” — should never have been appropriately 
taken as a circus I can’t make out, except that it is true you may 
take your horses to the Wells, but you cau’t make ’em draw, — or, 
rather, can’t make ’em Brinks — ^but then Brink is tH-readey at the 
Princess’s, wMch leans on a Reade as strong as an oak. Mrs. Bate- 
man must have oue performance under tide patronage of the Saddlers’ 
Q-uild, and then all Saddler Swells will appear in toe stalls. 

As toe G-aiety shows us Nellie Faeeen, Messrs. Royce and Elton 
on horseback, it is evident that The Grand Casimir is well 
mounted. On the first night. Miss Fahren so thoroughly entered 
into the equestrian spirit of the piece, toat, from sheer nervousness, 
Tvhen toe came to her songs, she found herself a liUle hoarse, 
to, Edwakd is gorgeous as the lion Tamer, and to. Soutab 
as the Corsican Galetti^ proves once more that notMng is out of Ms 
reato.— not even a top note ; so toat toe old proverb, “ We Soutab 


ultra cTB'pidam^^ doesn’t apply to him. In the Circus Assistants 
toere is the usual Gaiety Gal-axy of beauty aud musical talent, 

‘ Galaxy ” must not be pronounced Gal-laxy. 

Two Boses are blooming at the Yaudeville ; and The Bomestics 
keep the audience in a roar till eleven. 

Next door, at toe Adelphi, the Messrs. Gatti have got a sort of 
London- Jornmal-kdelploi Drama in Mr. Boucicatjlt’s Rescued, So 
strong a cast for a Melodrama can he seen nowhere else, here, or in 
Paris. Messrs. Henry Neville, Fernanpez, Hermann Yezin, 

J. G. Taylor, with Misses Pateman, Lydia Foote, Loxtise Moodie, 
Maria Harris, Emily Duncan, and Clara Jecks, are “ all in it.” 

What the story precisely is I am unable to say : but Jack 
Weatherly has invented a swing-bridge, and is only half a chap 
after all, being half the heir to some property, to which a small hoy 
is the other half heir, while Count Rukov^ a sort of Robert Macaire^ 
with Ms Jacques Strop, in Widdicoff—&o like the Russian for WlD- 
DICOMB— are the two villains who do everything that ’s bad, for the 
sake of getting something good, and are foiled in the end,— which 
sounds like being thoroughly ease-hardened villains,— by an Irish 
Obstructive or Detective, — who never detects anything until the 
villain absolutely discovers himself,— an amiable lawyer, called, 
very originally, Mr, Manifold, and three comic personages, one of 
whom is Jerry Tarbox, which, like the aforesaid Mr, Manifold, is 
an example of a good old style of dramatic nomenclature, reminding 
us of Roliceman,l)&x. Bobby; Bentist, Mr. Drawer; Sweep, Mr. 
Blacrie, in the Comic Scene of a Christmas Pantomime. 

It is excellently acted, and capitally put on the stage. The 
Sensation Scene of the swing-bridge, and the passing of the train, 
is admirabl^r managed, and as an effect alone is su£S.cient for the 
success of this class of piece. The audience seemed to take the train 
enthusiastically. The Scene should he described in the Bill as 
“written expressly for the Adelphi.” 

The affectionate interest displayed by the resplendent Jeameses, in 
white Berlin gloves, and housemaids of Mount Audley in the misfor- 
tunes of their master, — the Earl of Mount Audley, who in his frock- 
coat, top-hat, and irreproachable trowsers, might have walked out of 
one of the illustrations of a tale in The London Journal,—!^ deeply 
touching — ^though, perhaps, in ordinary life, if private family afiairs 
were being discussed on the lawn, between the master of the house, 
on the oue part, and a lawyer and Ms client, on the other, the sudden 
appearance of the entire household, listening with breathless interest 
to the legal diMeulties into which their master found himself unex- 
pectedly plunged, would lead to their being peremptorily ordered 
back again to mind their own business in the servants’ hall, or even 
to their being dismissed en masse for their unwarrantable imper- 
tinence. Such, however, at the Adelphi, is not the view taken of 
the conduct of his domestics by the kind-hearted hut weak elderly 
nohlemau, the Earl of Mount Audlefs Secret, who seems to have a 
very dis-audley set of servants. 

There is a rather pathetic though utterly improbable under-plqt, of 
which Miss Lydia Foote and Miss L9UISE Moodie are the heroines, 
and altogether the alternation of light and shade, the chivalrio 
bearing of Mr. Neville, the sympathetic acting of Miss Pateman, 
and Mr. Yezin’s forcible impersonation of the douhle-tongue’d 
villain, ought, with the Sensation Scene, to insure a considerable 
run for the Adelphi Drama of Rescued. 

That’s enough for this week, except one word to the Messrs. Gatti 
— Do lower your orchestra, not reduce them, but lower them, or let 
them disappear entirely under the stage. Mr. "W. C; Levy is a first- 
rate man for the place, and his melodramatic music iUustrative of 
the situations is excellent— but he is like the “ sweet little cherub” 
in the old nautical ballad, “ perched up aloft,” where — the illustra- 
tion of the “little cherub” no longer holding good— he interce;]^s 
the view of the stage, just at every critical moment when the 
unfortunately-placed and deeply-interested spectator, in the stall 
behind, wants to follow with his eyes every detail of the action. 
When nothing particular is going on, that is, when the business of 
toe scene is uninteresting, then the Conductor and most of the band 
wisely disappear ; but, the instant that something exciting is about 
to happen, back they all come again, and, as the chief actor in the 
situation is invariably in the centre, he or she, is, at once and com- 
pletely, lost to the view of at least the above-mentioned provokingly- 
placed occupant, who has to dodge Ms head right and left, much to 
the inconvenience of Ms neighbours, in order to see what is going on. 
That ’s all. It ’s of no consequence perhaps, but it ’s worth men- 
tioning, when even at musical houses, where they should be to the 
fore, musicians are disappearing from view, unlike good boys, to be 
heard and not seen by Your Representative. 


THE WORST OF EARMrNO. 

Whatever some Farmers may think of Proteotioii*as a remedy for 
Agricultural Distress, others are evidently decided anti-Protee- 
tionists— toe Baby Farmers, whose farming would be utterly spoiled 
if due Protection were secured for Babies. 


To Co^KRXS^raiTDBznts.— 27^ Bdfltor does not hold Tiiviselfbonnd to whMmUdge, m' pay for Contributions. In 710 case can these be returned unless accompanied by a 

stamped and directed envelope. Copies diould be kept. 
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GIRLS AMONG GALLIPOTS. 




T\^‘ Gill, of 

w W 11 Hastings, has sng- 

Ily^ ^ gested, in print, that, 

for medical men naming 
private surgeries, and for 
chemists and druggists also, 
who find a difficulty in oh- 
^F'k taining dispensers to he de- 
P^iided upon for honesty, 
sobriety, and competence, it 
j s would be advisable to em- 
*'l fepaale assistants, and 

1 fairly-educated women 

could ^safely, ^ comfortably, 

§ertake ^that employment, 
f \ W Clearly an excellent sugges- 

Wf ' Is through 

f/ inadvertence, would be likely 
put up tincture of opium 
{C;^ ”* for black dose, or oxalic acid 

vs;^ Epsom salts, substitute 

corrosive sublimate for calo- 
mel, or weigh out an overdose 
of arsenic or tartrate of antimony, would be a very exceptional young 
person. Hardly any decently taught damsel would be capable of 
making such, a blunder, were she ever so distractedly in love. For 
the art of dispensing medicines, peculiar qualifications have been 
conferred by Nature on the nimble-fingered, nice, and careful sex. 
Exactness with respect to measure, and in matters of weight going 
I the length of scruples, would be insured by female scrupulosity. 

Dexterity in packeting powders and draughts would come natural 
I to a neat-handed Phyllis. What could a general practitioner, then, 
in want of a dispenser, do better than advertise for one of the gentler 
gender ; and would not many a young lady, with her living to earn, 
act a great deal more wisely in jumping at that offer than in ac- 
cepting other offers that might be named, or, worse still by a long 
chalk, “ going out as a governess on average terms ? 

Besides, for a capable and intelligent maiden engaged in the sur- 
gery, business xnight possibly ripen into something better, in ease her 
employer were a bachelor ; namely a partnership, indissoluble except 
by death or a decree nm, in which the doctor would be enabled to 
dispense with any other dispenser than his own wife. 


FROM THE PHILISTINE POINT OP YIEW. 

(Being the Oinnions of a Smart Young Man on Pessimism.) \ 

Est-il vrai que T existence soit un malbeur, et que le neant vaille mieux | 
que l’4tre ? Ces propositions sonnent etrangement aux oreilles des hommes 
de notre temps etourdis par le bruit de leur propre activite, justement fiers 
des progres de la science, et dont le temperament mediocrement ^legiaque i 
s’accommode 5, merveille d’un sejonr prolonge sur eette terre.” 

“ Le Bessimisme au Bix-n&nvieme Siecle” par E. Ci.RO. 

Deae Dick, 

I ’ VE been reading— or trying to read— 

A rum sort of volume, a book of a breed 

That, like prigs and Phylloxera, seem to increase 

At a rate that much threatens our fun and our peace. 

I suppose, as the sapient Daewin would say, j 

’Tis the Latest Development ! Things will look gay i 

In onr worried old world, that ’s so fiouted by fogies, i 

If the rule of the roast’s left to beetles and bogies. * 


If the man means the latter, I ’U answer instanter. 

The drowse of the dreary sesthetical Canter, 

Absorbed in bad dreams and poetical flummery, 

Is no more like life than sour milk is like Pommery, 

And no more worth living than I ’m worth a “ plum.” 

Life shaped on such lines is a lachrymose hum. 

But give me ten thousand a year, my dear hoy, 

And! ’ll show them that life is a thing to enjoy, 

And not to write poems and essays about, 

Beginning in doldrums and ending in doubt. 

Here ’s the tip that to mooners like Mallock I ’d give : — - 
Life ’s only worth living to those who can live ! 

Neat and not nubiiistic, I think you wiU say, 

Which is just what we want in our fog-flustered day. 

Clear sense and no clouds ! That ’s my maxim all round. 

And what duffer denies that the principle ’s sound ? 
Metaphysical muddlement ’s not worth a rush, 

Nor finical flam, nor emotional gush. 

I hold that of all things, from Science to sherry, 

Eiom Buene Jones’s Art to the acting of Tebey, 

A man of the world is the very best judge. 

And what he can’t fathom is mostly pure fudge. 

Life ’s a plant, say the seers ; well, don’t poke at its roots, 
But let the thing grow, and look out for its fruits. ' 

I find them most tasty, in spite of dull stuff. 

And my only complaint ’s that I can’t get enough. 

If a fellow will feed on green apples and sloes, 

He becomes a dyspeptic, and gets a red nose ; 

And w;hen a man comes to this dull ultimatum, 

That life when summed up ’s vanitas mnitatum. 

And fancies his verdict has settled the question, 

He thinks it philosophy, J indigestion. 

Ichabod ? Bosh I A smart man scorns such trash ; 

It ’s merely a matter of health and hard cash. 

Nine-tenths of the megrims in prose and in verse 
Mean gastric disorder or leanness of purse. 

With money and Moet, and love and good cookery, 

Who dares say this world is a played-out old rookery ? 

Only Trappists, and twopenny Timons, and fellows 
Who, in search of the wind, must out opeu the bellows. 

It ’s all this confounded new fad for analysis, 

This poking and pryiug that ends in parsUysis. 

Glissez, n^appuyez pas trap / That ’s the style. 

There are chaps who ’ll dissect you a tear or a smile. 

Till they fancy they Ve proved life is just protoplasm, 

And love a mere vortex, and laughter a spasm. 

Supposing they are, let’s give thanks that, at present. 

The whirl is delightful, the spasm is pleasant. 

And as for the future, can pessimist prophet 
Declare if it leads to Nirvana or Tophet ? 

No : he ends with a tag vague as fol-de-rol-lido, 

And knows just as much of the issue as I do. 

Heal life’s “ real jam,” and what I beg to state is 
J’m not yet inclined to cry, “ Ohe J Jam satis.^^ 

Worth living, or not, I shall play out my part, 

And a fig for the funkers ! Yours truly, 

Jack Smaet. 

A Serious Business. 

In a leading article on the occupations and employments of Women 
the other day, Times observed that; — “ A man and woman, when 
they marry, constitute a firm,” — which, we may add, too often turns 
out a partnership of unlimited liability. 


With Lawson, Buene Jones, and the Clerk of the Weather, 
To make a clean sweep of all comfort and cheer. 

And rob a poor world of its bliss with its beer ? 

Is Life worth the living 9 Now doesn’t that look 
A beautiful title to give to a book ? 

What rot ! Why, you might as well ask, to my thinking, 

If Wopa.an ’s worth loving or wine is worth dr inkin g ; 

■To which any donkey could answer off-hand 
That of course it depends on the girl and the brand. 

It ’s astonishing, Dick, what egregious bosh 
These big-wigs will write ! ^ But it really won’t wash 
When a wordspinner, ranking himself among Sages, 

Goes maundering on tor some hundreds of pages, 

To ask such a bogus old riddle as this is, 

And finds at the finis the answer he misses. 

Life What sort of life ? That ’s the crux, after all. 

The life that a man about town would so call ? 

Or some moony and spoony existence apart, 

AH very low spirits and very high Art ? 


AN ENLAEGED EEEINITION. 

Patriotism: (according to Johnson) — Love of one’s own country : 
(According to Jingo)— Love of other peoples’ countries. 


A Recent Ecclesiastical Obnasient.— ( iVea^ and appropriate,' 
Cross on the Churoh.” 


Foe the Bookstalls,— The First Lord of the Admiralty’s late 
official tour— “ On sail or return.” 


The Real Obstacle to Amelioration oe British Dramatic 
Art, — Starry Influences. 

A Mtsteeiotjs Title.— M r. 
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AN OPEN QUESTION. 

Lady Visitor, ‘‘Sailor, pray is that a Life-Boat?” 

JS^ative Salt, “ That I can’t saht, M’um ! All I know is, I fohnd her, Bottom -up on the ‘ Ghnfleet * ! ” 


OUE EEPEESENTATIVE MAN. 


The Prince of Wales's as 'promised— The Alhambra — Lyceum — 
Re-opening of Sadler's Wells, 

Sir,— Before pleasure, Dufy, And the first questioH I would put 
to the child of Sardoh and Albert would he, Who gave you that 
name?” the probable answer being, “My Grodfather, Mr. Ban- 
croft, and my Godmother, Mrs. Bancroft.” The next interrogation 
would be, most certainly, “And what on earth induced them to give 
you that name ? ” To which, after some very natural hesitation, 
the reply would be given, “Well— because it looks well in the bills.” 

Does the play inculcate any lesson of true moral duty ? N^o : but 
it shows what mi»ht be the result of a fine old English Gentleman, 
one of the olden time, not having done his duty. 

The late Sir Geoffrey Deene^ Bart., was an old blackguard— there 
is no^ mincing the matter— who seduced Marcelle Amry under a 
promise of marriage, he himseK being at the same time a respectable 
middle-aged husband and father of a family. I can imagine this 
old slyboots going to Marcelle, with a cold in his head, and saying, 
“I will harry you, Bar-celle!" WeU, he didn’t do his duty, 
that’s clear. And when poor Marcelle turns up unexpectedly, and 
explains that she wants some money to conclude the purchase of her 
little French millinery business, does his son do his duty, when he 
pretends that Marcelle is his mistress, not his father’s, and so breaks 
the hearts of his mother and his fiancie, tiius, as it were, killing 
two birds with one stone ? 

Sir John Mamond, M,P,, performs a painful du^— which is 
quite another affair — ^when he explains the matter to Lady Beene ; 
put the audience, wHch, in compliance with the managerial request 
in the playbill, “kindly remains seated until the Curtain fails,” 
shakes its head — “kindly,” of course — after the Curtain has 
fallen, and leaves the theatre, puzzled and depressed, trying to recall 
the notable instances of really admirable acting, good dialogue, the 
perfection of the mise^en-scene, and the comic portions of Ike play, 
in order to put something to the credit side of the management. 
And this is easy enough, for it has been most, carefully rehearsed. 


and is excellently played by every one, down to the old family 
Butler, who affably intrudes himself into the conversation of his 
employers, speaks about Miss Mabel as the “gentle lady,” and 
alludes to some coming time as one when “we shall be at our 
merriest.” 

In the Third Act the elevated butler, who, probably has -all the 
back numbers of the London Journal bound in his pantry, in answer 
to somebody’s question as to Lady Beene, replies, “ My Lady left the 
room but this minute.” Apart from this peculiarity, there ’s not a 
better Butler on the stage at this moment. Bequiescat in pantry. 


Mr. Conway, as Sir Geoffrey, plays a most difficult part in a 
manner that leaves very little to be desired, and that little is in his 
agony scene, where a certain hardness and conventionality mar the 
illusion of the situation. Perhaps it is partly the fault of the 
character itself. 

As for Mable ICohie, who mincingly speaks of Sir Geoffrey as the 
“ popular burrough-net,” she is so irritating with her obvious “ make 
up,” and her obtrusive ingenuousness, as to enlist the audience en- 
tirely on the side of 3Irs, Trelauony Smith, when that Lady ex- 
presses her detestation of Mabel's “affected simplicity.” Mr. 
Albert has intended an ingenue, and the result is a gusher. 
She rashes to the very last ; for even in the final Act, when everything 
has been explained satisfactorily by everybody to everybody else, 
exceptj strangely enough, and of course by ^ oversight, to her, she 
comes m rushing and gushing to make one in a family tableau, ex- 
claiming sweetly, “How I am so happy”— but why or wherefore 
Heaven and Mr. Albert (and perhaps Mr, and Mrs. Bancroft), lonly 
know. 

Mrs. John "Wood’s Trelawny Smith is “ immense,”— hut the 
stage of the Prince of Wales’s isn’t. Mr. Albert should have made 
tins character explain why she directs her children’s movements by 
raps on the hack of a book hound in hoards. In France, where in 
college and convent chapels, and in all large chnrches, the movements 
of the acolytes are invariably related by these signals, this method, 
humoronsly seized npon by M. Sardott in the original^ was, of 
course, a telling point with the audience. In England, without an 
! explanation, the action is unintelligible and pointless. She should 
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use. 


ad^pM.- it for private-| 

Mr. Aetotb Cecil lias never played so well as in tliis part of 
John Hamond, M,P„ to whom Mr, Albeex has given far and away 
the best of the dialogue— the best because always natural, always 
in keeping with the character, and never once labouring for a point, 
or striving to produce an imitation -Dickens simile. Into almost 
every other character Mr. Aethxte Cecil has had, something 
or less of the grotesque has entered. Here there is nothing of the 
sort, and it is an exc^ent performance. 

In one of the most difidcult situations ever presented on the Stage, 
Miss LuTDiL Dietz, as Marcelle Aulry,, the victim of the late 
lamented Sir Geoffrey^ by her most artistic impersonation carries 
her audience with her where it was more than probable an audience 
would b^in by being unsympathetic and end by being decidedly 
bored. Her story, told by herself, and coming at a most critical 
time, when every second of delay is fraught with danger to the 
piece, is admirably written, and as admirably delivered. After 
hearing it, Sir Geoffrey looks up at the portrait of his “ Awful 
Dad,” and exclaims that what he has heard is “too^ horrible to be 
trne!” Why? There’s nothing whatever ‘‘horrible” about it. 
It is a disillusion — a painful disillusion, perhaps — but nothing to 
scream, and pant, and tear one’s hair about._ “ Fancy the poor old 
Q-oyernor having gone in for this sort of tl^g ! ” would have been 
a far more naimral remark, and young Sir &eoff7'effs uncle John 
JETamond, or his friend Dick Fanshawe (well played by Mr. Forbes 
Fobeetson) would have comforted him by observing that “ Boys 
will be hoys, specially when they ’re old boys and there would 
have been an end of the matter. The situation of the piece, when 
once arrived at, is very strong, no doubt about it. But after that, 
the last Act is tediously spun out, for the sake of a series of utterly 
purposeless scenes between any of the characters whose parts it has 
apparently struck the author— I mean Mr. Saedoit— ought to be 
“ written up a bit.” 

Tbe last Act is a day after the fair, and a melancholy day, too. 
Les Bancroft should have been in the bill ; but perhaps their policy 
is se reculer here, pour mieux sauter at the Haymarket. New dish, 

“ Bancroft sautesJ^ 

At the Alhambra, Lecoco,’s La Fetite Mademoiselle has been suc- 
cessfully produced. What the plot of this comic opera may be, after 
sitting out three Acts, I have only the very vaguest idea— indeed, 

I am perfectly certain, that, at this moment, if Mr, Charles Moeton 
were at my head with a pistol, I could not tell it to save my life. 
Perhaps the plot, like other conspiracies, is a secret. If so, nothing 
on earth, not even a dinner given me by all the Directors of the 
Alhambra Company, should coerce me to divulge it. But what does 
the story matter?^ Nothing. Here are bright scenes, music with 
plenty of *‘go” in it, graceful forms, good voices, first-rate band con- 
ducted by Three-Fingered Jack Obi (I mean M. Jacobi, — but what ’s 
become of that delightful old play, Obi; or Three-Fingered Jack f) 
and Mr. Paulton exactly suited by Mr. Eeece with a very funny, 
and punny, part, the speech about tbe battle, in Mr. Paxtlton’s 
humorously dry lecture style, going with roars of laughter. This 
last will grow, or I am much mistaken. Mr. Henry S. LEian wrote 
the words of the songs, hut I hadn’t a book, and, except a few lines 
here and there, int^gible when either Miss Alice Mat, or Miss 
Los^t was singing, I couldn’t catch a word. Perhaps the plot 
was in the songs : if so, that is why I missed it. 

The most successful morgeaux were Mr. Kelleher’s first song, and 
his next in the Second Act. What they were about I don’t know, 
so can only praise the music and the vocalisation. Miss Losebt’s 
battle-song m Act II., well sung and deservedly encored, and the 
finale of this Act, chorus and difficult solo, also sung by Misg 
Loseby, very effective, and of course encored. The most taking 
song, however, was Miss Alice May’s in the Third Act, when she 
enters as an Astrologer. This obtained quite the heartiest encore of 
the evening. The air of the Doctor’s Trio dance in the last Act, 
closely resembles the celebrated Can-can in OrpMe aux Fnfers, and 
indeed, from first to last, the mnsic bears always such a family 
resemblance to something else that one has heard before, as to 
prevent it ever rising above the commonplace ; but, on the other 
hand, there’s quite enough of “go” and “show” in it to fill the 
^h a mh ra up to Christmas, when the Directors can meet, and the 
Ch^man can go on his knees to a coy and blushing shareholder, 
and m^e a declaration of a ten per cent, dividend for the half-year, 
when the Curtain will descend upon a happy dance round the statue 
of Shaispearb, in the centre of the square, where “ One touch of 
nature makes the whole world kin.” Grood engagement, Miss 
Loseby : they can’t lose by Loseby. 

Those who h^e not yet seen that curiosity The Iron Chesty should 
hasten to do so before it disappears for ever. It is a poor play with 
one strong part in it, and Mr. Ieving-’s Sir Fdward Mortimer is a 
performance. The theatre-going public is all agog for his Shy- 
tocKf which will he produced if possible before Christmas; but, in me 
mea ntim e, that the theatre-going public should fill Mr. Ietdn&’s tin 


box, by seeing his Iron Chest is the advice of that veteran— I mean 
that inveterate playgoer, 

Youe Representative. 

P.S. In the piece at the Lyceum it is odd that Mr. Irving never 
once opens his own chest, hut when his secretary does it for him, then 
he sings out. Nota bene — as the man said when he couldn’t get des 
haricots at a restaurant’ s- 

P.S. No. 2. — As, in a postscript I cannot do full justice to the opening 
of Sadler’s Wells under Mrs. Bateman’s management, I will keep 
this for my next. Suffice it to say, that Miss Bateman, our Queen 
Leah^ received a perfect ovation on appearing before the Curtain to 
perform that most difficult of all tasks, the delivery of an inaugural 
address, and that there was real water from the wells in the third 
Act, so that when asked “ What ’s running at Sadler’s Wells ? ” we 
can safely answer, “ The water — until further notice.” I sincerely 
trust that the Manageress will make “ Rob Roy Macgregor 0,” Rob 
Roy Macgregor pay; and, judging from the start, it seems likely 
enough that Mrs. Bateman has been wise in not following the old 
adage which recommends us to “ Leave Wells alone.” More anon. 

==========^^ T. R. 

“peace with honour,” 

IN ITS LATEST DIPLOMATIC ILLDSTEATION, 

{A tale founded on fact.) 



One sultry day towards the close of the summer, two shabbily— 
not to say squahdly— dressed foreigners, of European complexion 
and garb, might have been seen wearily driving a small and ram- 
shackle one-horse cart, seemingly laden with garden stuff, through 
the streets of Mandalay to the quay which serves as the place of 
embarkation for the steamers, through which the capital of the 
Q-olden Realm is linked with the outer world. In spite of their 
miserable dresses and wretchedly-horsed vehicle, these barbarians 
had the unmistakable look and hearing of educated men. Nay, 
there was even something of dignity in the carriage of their heads, 
their niovements, and the tone in which they addressed each other, 
low as it was, and evidently suppressed by an ever-present conscious- 
ness of the danger of being overheard. 

“ A brilliant idea of the Resident,” whispered the elder, after a 
wary glance around, “ thus to send to a place of safety the Archives 
of the Residency, with Ms own plate, linen^ and ready money, with- 
out exciting suspicion! Who would believe that under cover of 
these humble vegetables are hidden the secrets of Imperial Pohoy, 
as well as the most precious portion of the personal belongings of 
the haughty Representative of that mighty Empire upon which the 
sun never sets 1 ” 

So saying, they passed on unquestioned, unsuspected ; soon the 
steamer was reached, and the contents of the carts safely stowed on 
board. 

« « 

While tMs scene was passing in the long-shore quarter of Manda- 
lay, the Representative of the British Empire, in his pavilion in the 
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Court-suburb, was receiving tbe "Woong-Wang, or Chief Minister, 
of the mad Monarch who now keeps Ms miserable subjects, from 
Mghest to lowest, trembling under his inebriated nod. 

It was a strange encounter that of the English diplomatist — genial, 
self-possessed, urbane, not to say oily of manner, and the Burmese 
official— surly, overbearing, not to say offensive in bearing, look, and 
language. 

“ I suppose we shall have to tolerate the unwelcome and unsought 
presence of you beastly barbarians among us for the next seventeen 
years ? ’’ growled the "tVoong-Wang. 

“Not improbably,” was the evasive answer, as the Hesident 
smilingly put the question by, while a twinkle of hardly concealed 
triumph might have been read, had the Woong-Wang been more 
keen of vision, in his half-closed right eye. “ But now, my dear 
friend, as you will persist in putting out your tongue at^ me before 
declining to answer any of my official inquiries, I tMnk it would be 
as well n we parted. Of course, but for a while. I shall be de- 
lighted to see you, unofficially, any day at live o’clock tea. 

There was a slight quiver in the Resident’s left eyelid as, with 

these courteous words, he bowed out the Woong-Wang. 

****** 

An hour later, a little group of Europeans, seemingly of plebeian 
rank and humble avocations, might have been seen approaching the 
gangway of the steamer, whither the one-horse vegetable cart and 
its drivers had not long before preceded them. TJpon the quay a 
Burmese soldier looked lazily on, as, with a supercilious air, he 
puffed Ms gigantic green cigar, while the party passed on board the 
vessel. Taking his stand on the paddle-box, he who seemed the 
leader of the group, in spite of his slouched sou’ -wester and shabby 
waterproof, mounting the paddle-box, thus addressed the stolid 
soldier 

“You can tell your master a secret I have kept from Mm tMs 
month past, in spite of his spies ” 

“A secret ! ” murmured the easy-going Burmese, taking his cigar 
from Ms lips, and laying down Ms rusty jingal, as he craned forward 
to listen. 

“ Yes,” replied the British Resident— for he it was— in a voice of 
thunder, as, throwing off his outer garment, he appeared in the fuU 
blaze of Ms diplomatic uniform— “ the secret that we are oep at last. 
I only regret that circumstances, over which I have had no control, 
prevented me from leaving my p. p. c. He must take my ‘ Ta— ta ! ’ 
instead,” So saying, with an exultant and ironical laugh, he turned 
to the man on the bridge, and in a stentorian tone gave the order, 
“ Go ahead ! ” 

The band on the poop struck up “ B,ule Britannia ! ” to wMch 
the Resident and Ms party bore a gallant burden; and ere the 
sound had died on the ears of mystified and mortified Mandalay, 
the smoke from the steamer lay like a dim and distant cloud along 
the horizon, as the British Resident, now far beyond pursuit, beat 
Ms triumphant retreat down-river towards Rangoon I 


SOMETHING LIKE LEATHER. 

Most Reterei?!) Me. PuycH, 

A Gentlemapt byname Claude Webster, writing from the 
Temple to the Times^ presents the British Public with some interest- 
ing particulars relative to a certain “Neglected Relic,” preserved in 
“ the old and well-nigh forgotten little church of the Holy Trinity 
in the Minories.” _ what, people may cry, have the Ritualists taken 
to relics ? Who is the saint of whom a relic is preserved in an 
Anglican church, and w^hat part or appurtenance of the Saint is it, a 
bone, a lock of hair, a finger-nail paring, or a toe-nail ? 

People should not jump to surmises. I am not aware that the 
Church of the Holy Trinity in the Minories is, in fact, a Ritualists’ 
meeting-house. The “ Neglected Relic ” is no relic of any Saint, so- 
called, but “ the mummified head of Herrt Grey, Duke of Suffolk, 
who was beheaded for Mgh treason in 1551:.” It is to be seen at the 
church above-named, where, “in company with the parish regis- 
ters,” it is kept in a box. Mr. Webster has no doubt of its 
authenticity. ^ He says it is “the only example extant of a head 
severed from its body by the headsman’s axe.” Of course he means 
that, of heads wMch have been brought to the block, it is the only 
head above ground. One, at least, you may if you like. Never 
mind. Mr. Webster represents this Grey Head as an object of 
interest not only as being unique, but because it belonged in life 
to “the father possibly of Lady Jaee Grey,” whereas it now 
belongs to the Minories’ parson and parocMal authorities. 

Our Templar states that it is “in a really good state of preser- 
vation, showing the eyes, teeth, and on the back of the neck even 
the double blow of the axe.”^ Its thus perfect condition he ascribes 
to “the accident of its having been, for a couple of centuries, or 
more, wrapped up in oak-sawdust, whereby it has become converted 
into leather, to wMch, in touch and appearance, it will exactly 
compare,”^ Shakspeare, who seems to have known everything, 
was acquainted with tMs property of oak, which he represents it as 


capable of exerting to some extent during life, as in the case of 
your tanner, who, after death, in consequence of having been tanned 
before it, “ wiR last you nine year.” Perhaps somebody will under- 
take to enlarge further on this as a hint for funeral reform, and 
propose a method of improved sepulture to he described as “Elm 
to Oak.” The head of the unfortunate nobleman found to have 
been converted into leather, however, can certainly not he said to be 
tbe only head of that material extant. The family of the Leather- 
heads, as of the Woodenheads, is a large one. 

The gentleman to whom the Public is indebted for the above 
information pleads that “ if still left in the dingy forlorn old church 
in which it has reposed, forgotten and neglected, for so many years,” 
this historical head “ might at least he securely placed in a glass 
case, and so fixed to the walls of the hmlding as that its surrep- 
titious removal would he difficult.” Certainly. But first, Sir, let it 
he photographed. And then, Mr, Punch, I say let a cast of it be 
taken. 1 think there is some truth in Phrenology. I don’t care 
what Dr. Carpenter says. But if PMenology has indeed no truth 
in it, and I am an ass, tMs head may possibly help to demonstrate 
that such is the case, and so to glorify Dr. Carpenter, and disabuse 
and dishumhug Yours truly, 

Jereiuiah Botps. 

P.S. — ^Mr. Webster’s letter concludes by recommending the sub- 
ject of it to the consideration of “the Legge family, represented 
by the existing Earldom of Dartmouth,” who, he says, “ long used 
this church as their place of sepulture, the vaults being fiUed with 
its members.” With Legges, that is ; hut of course with arms, too. 
What have legs to do with heads ? Excuse tMs attempt ; my organ 
of Wit is not large— very. little above the Scotch average. 


SIGNS OF THE END OF THE SEASON, 

{Per Alphabet.) 

A T Antwerp. — Curtain 
Zl drawn on Rdbens till 
' * next June. 

JBoM?oowe.— The 
teurs left with nothing to 
save but their own credits. 

Cologne, — Cathedral 
touts returned to the bosom 
of their families. 

Dieppe, — B athing- 
dresses for ladies at fifty 
per cent, discount. 

Royal apartments 
to let until further notice. 

Fribourg, — reci- 
tals suspended. 

Geneva, — Mont Blanc 
under a cloud for the 
winter. 

Heidelberg. — Free at 
last from the assaults of 
Captain Cook’s noble army 
of personally - conductea 
travellers. 

^ Interlaken. — Sunset on 
the Jung Frau discontinued for an indefinite period. | 

Jura. — ^Places to let at all tbe diligence offices on the line. 
Konigsbad,—Mme than ample accommodation for bathers. 

Lyons. — Y elvets at a ruinous reduction. 

Madrid. — Bulls and hull-fighters en conge, 

JYaples, — Bay closed for repairs. 

OwcAy.— Enormous importation of umhreHas. 

Paris. — ^In the hands of the “ passing-through ”-ers. 

Quebec. — ^In mourning for the departure of the Princess Louise. 
Itigi. — ^Landlord and Customer fights suspended for the year. 
Schafhausen. — Rhine lowest in memory of oldest inhabitant. 
Turin.— k. mere Buffet for Ritualists going to Rome. 

Q,uite out of the way— Sky-ed in fact. 

Fenzce.— Fashionable departures of visitors and mosquitoes. 
Wiesbaden,— water everywhere, but no one there to drink. 
Yarmouth,— Onlj arrivals— the Herrings (Fresh and Salt). 

Zurich, — “ On the margin of those famous waters ’’—Solitude ! 
And not even a ZiMaiERHAN to analyse it ! 


The Last, not Laste, Irish. Grievance. 

{Since the Mulranny Affair,) 

Paddy cannot even shoot an Agent without running the danger of 
being shot himself ! 





HYGIENIC EXCESS. 

Tab OTAEBELL-MAOKEKzrE Girls hate gone ijt so extehsivelt for Eaely RrsiHG, Ekesh Air, Cold "VYater, Farinaceous 
Food, Rowing, Riding, Rinking, Lawn-Tennis, Gymnastics, and what not, that they have distorted their Figures into 

THE LIKENESS OF SO MANY GrEEK SrATTTES, AND HATE NO MORE WaIST TO SPEAK OF THAN THAT QUITE TOO HORRID YeNUS AT THE 
LoOVRB ; INDEED THEY HATE GIVEN UP STAYS ALTOGETHER AS A BAD JOB. As THEY ARE ALL ENGAGED TO MARRY DUKES, Mr. PuNOH 
FEARS THEY WILL SET THE FASHION ; AND AS HE HOLDS THAT A LONG AND WASP-LTKB IYaIST IS AS ESSENTIAL TO A LaDT AS A— 

WELL, AS A Hump between the Shoulders, a prominent Hose and Chin, and a protuberant Abdomen are to a Gentleman, 
BE hopes that the ABOVE CaRIOATURB MAY SERVE AS AN EXAMPLE AND A WARNING. 


" A OUTRANGE ! 

Sir Vernon the Challenger, loqidLur, 

Enough of feints with, blunted points ! 

My steel shall try his armour’s joints 
In desperate earnest now. 

A champion tincliallenged ? Stnff ! 

His fence is fine, his thews are toHghi, 

Yet will I give him quantum suff,. 

And make nis destrier pant and pnfi, 

Ere I have done, I trow. 

Have I not brawn to stand a bout ? 

Sure seat in selle, a lance-arm stout ? 

Is not my sword-play swift and free,; 

Well served by eye and wrist ? 

Who is this Eniglit, that he should be 
TJncliecked of Liberal chivaby, 

Lord of the knightly list r 
Aba ! be bearetb on his shield 
Three beacons on a field 

Vert, with a gerhe of rockets 
For crest. T faith, a fit device I 
He ’s fond of fireworks, which are nice 
For pastime, when the powder’s price 
Comes not from one’s own pockets. 

Onr champions, if stout, are old ; 

If young, not deft nor over-bold : 

Thence comes it that thia Ehightjdoth hold 
Unshaken seat so long. 

Bnt if he thinks to keep his post 
By dint of mere thrasonic boast, 

To frighten all onr liberal host, 

And all nnanestioned rule the roast, 


By Jingo he is wrong ! 

Have at thee, Knight o’ Squibs ! Thy troop 
Of myrmidons, who howl and whoop, 
Methinks are scarce so cockahoop 
As they erewhile appeared ; 

Not quite so high they toss the cap, 

Not quite so madly cheer and clap, 

As late they clapped and cheered. 

Tant mieux ! the better looks my chance. 

I ’ll strike thy shield with pointed lance, 
Game for a comhat d outrance 
E’en with so dread a knight. 

Sound for the charge ! Look out, my Lord ! 
No novice he at lance and sword 
That dares thee to the fight. 

Thy motto, “ Peace with Honour,” palls 
On varlets vexed with bungling brawls. 

Thy spells have lost theb might. 
Mysterious as thou art, Sb Sphinx, 

I rede thy riddle, and methinks 
My steel oan search thine armour’s chinks 
And make its weakness known, 

Though, thanks far more to skill than force, 
So many a sturdy Knight from horse 
Thou hast by slei^t o’erthrown. 

I ’ve learnt thy points in thine own school. 
Dashing yet wary, keen but cool, 

No easy dupe with feint to fool 
Or flashing pass to blind ; 

I know the trick as well as thou. 

The lists are here, the hour is now, 

Nor lags the man behind. 

Ring, showy shield, to point of lance — 
Have at thee, trickster, d outrance / 



SIR VERNON Y-- CHALLENGER STRIKETH T® iSHlELB OF T® CHIEF OPPONENT (WHO BLAZONS, ON A FIELD VERT, THREE BEACONS FLAMMANT ‘ 
HNSEL, FOR BEACONSFIELD. CREST— A FLIGHT OF ROCKETS, ASCENDANT. MOTTO— “PEACE WITH HONOUR”). 
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WHITE KIDS IN ABERDEEN, 

oiiE few days ago, 
there was an in- 
terpellation in the 
Aberdeen Town 
Council touching 
a rather startling 
charge of £9 185. 
for gloves, pre- 
sented “ to the 
Judge and Court 
on the day of the 
Maiden Circuit 
Court.’* 

In explanation, 
the Treasurer 
said that with 
the richly em- 
oroidered gloves 
presented to the 
Judge, there 
was a box. But 
besides the 
Judge’s gloves 
and box, thirty- 
six pairs of white 
kids figured in 
the bill, which it 
is not so easy to 
account for, unless it be that “white kids” maybe supposed such 
fit symbols of the innocence shown by a Maiden Assize, that there 
could not be too many of them. 

But of these white kids, one pair, at least, seems to have been 
presented to Mrs. L^gtey. Now if that famous beauty may be 
supposed to have a rigfit on any Circuit— it is the Married Women’s, 
not the Maiden, Circuit. ^ No doubt her white hands will set ofi the 
white kids, and the white kids her white hands— so let us hope 
the Town Council will not press its inqLuiries further. But Funch 
would suggest an alteration of the old saw, and the substitution 
of “White Kids in Aberdeen” for the “Cauld Kail” of ancient 
tradition. 


THE ITs^STEXJCTIYE DEAMA. 

^ Though Mr, Fundi has formed his own opinion— and a very de- 
cided one — on the true functions of the Stage as a moulder of morals, 
he is quite willing to look on approvingly at the honest endeavours 
of those from whom he differs, when they take up this question of 
the hour in an earnest spirit. If he cannot quite go with the latest 
proposition of a “National Theatre,” managed by ornaments of 
Literature, Art, and Science, under the presidency of a philosophic 
Church dignitary, he sees no reason why such an institution should not 
be allowed to have a fair chance. Indeed, he is willing to do some- 
thing for it himself, by supplying the Committee with what they will 
be sure to want immediately, but will not, Mr, Funch imagines, 
easily find ready to hand— namely, their first piece ; only stipulating 
for two-thirds of the gross receipts whenever it is produced, 

ACT I. 

A Ficture Gallery in the hereditary mansion of an Educational 
Earl. On the wall^ set diagonally^ so as to he visible to the 
audience^ fulUlength Portraits of all the JSnglish Sovereigns 
from William the Conqueror to Victoria, Left— a large black- 
board^ full-sized pair of Globes, with geographical, geological, 
and zoological^ Charts, ^ As Curtain rises, fiduoational Earl dis- 
covered opposite a reading-desk on which a volume of Hallam is 
lying open. At his feet, on a low satin ottoman, daying idly 
with a patent double-action air-pump, his daughter Honoeta. 

JEfonoria, It is very interesting. Nay, more : it is very beautiful ! 
—very very beautiful I Proceed, dear Papa ! 

Educational Earl, I will, my child. As I was saying, Willxah 
THE Second was called “Ettpus,” because he had a ruddy com- 
plexion. Yet, one day as he was hunting in the New Forest, Sir 
Waltes Tyeeei, shooting at a deer, missed his mark, and his arrow, 
glancing from a tree, pierced the King to the heart. I should add 
that during this reign the woollen trade first grew into importance. 
But there— I see : I weary my poor child I 

Honoria, Bear, dear Papa! Can Pinnoce; ever tire ? 

Educational Earl, Noble girl I But there is a richer rarer treat in 
store for us here, — Sallanfs Constitutional History ! In this edition 
of ten volumes there are but 1754 pages. Listen ! {Reads the whole 
of d) . Ha ! She sleeps. It was ever thus with her Sainted mother ! 

Enter a Colonial Bishop and a Distinguished F.E.S. 

Colonial Bishop, I am poor, my Lord, but proud. What are 


material riches to wealth of intellect ? I have here published the 
sermons that raised me to the exalted position I fill. But before I 
ask the priceless jewel of your daughter’s hand, you shall judge of me 
as I am. ^ You shall hear them all ! ^ \ 

Educational Earl {hastily). Nay, take her, she is yours I I 

Colonial Bishop, Without satisfying you of my chances of even I 
yet getting hold of something better at home ? Never 1 I must read 
them aU. {Does so,) What ? he slumbers ! It was ever thus with 
my congregations. But no matter 1 I wiE go for another volume 1 

[^Exit, 

Honoria {walking, and regarding the air-pump fondly). 0 science ! 
Divine goddess I Do I not know that if I put a guinea-pig under 
this receiver, and give but a few gentle turns to the handle, it in- 
stantly feels uncomfortable ! Can anything be more absorbing, more 
soul-subdumg, than this ? 

Distinguished F,R,S, {seizing her hand) , One thing— only one — a 
meeting after sunset on the summit of Snowdon, and the secret shall 
be yours ! 

Honoria, Unhand me, Sir I {Aside,) See, my father wakes, and 
will, perhaps, be fresh for the Plantagenets ! {Addressing Dis- 
tinguished F,R,S,) I will be there ! And you wiE teU me ? 

Distinguished F.R.S, AE! 

ACT II. 

The Summit of Snowdon, Distinguished F.R.S. discovered anxiously 
watching an experiment he is conducting at a portable lecture- 
table. 

Distinguished F.R.S, At last ! The gas mounts freely ! But, 
see, she comes. [Enter Honoria, 

Honoria {aside). He is here! And this secret? Be stiE, my 
beating heart. 

Distinguished F.R.S. Honoria! for I feel that our inteEectual 

kinship sections me this f amiharity, I am here to talk to you 

Honoria {loith dignity). Not, Sir, of love ? 

Distmguished F.R.S, No ; of oxygen. I have chosen this 
elevated spot that I might better Elustrate what I could say, — 
and I have much to say ! {Points to table.) See, I am prepared I 
Honoria, Oh ! Sir, take pity on a defenceless girl. 

Distinguished F,R,S, Pity? Why should you, fair and queenly 
thongh you are, not know that this gas unites with hydrogen to 
form the common water that we drink, and that if the lungs, instead 
of receiving a proper supply of it, are choked with an accumnlation 
of carbonic acid— a poison fatal to man (thongh beneficial to plants) 
—death is the resnlt ? 

Honoria, Oh I this is too horrible ! Let me fiy to my poor father ! 
ManpnalVs Questions are not worse than this ! 

Distinguished F,R,S, Worse! Listen, fooEsh girl! Are you 
aware that to prepare this gas ou a smaE scale, I have abeady put 
some binoxide of manganese (Mn Co), and some chlorate of potassa 
(KO, CLOg), into a Florence fiask, mixing them well together, whEe 
I have taken good care that the flask is quite dry both inside and 
ont ? Are you aware that even as I am speaking, oxygen is being 
freely given off into this stout defiagrating-jar, which wiE he safer 
for our experiments than the ordinary pickle-hottle ? 

Honoria, No, I did not know this 1 

Distinguished F,R,S, Nor did you know that when I place this 
piece of ignited phosphorus (taking great care not to touch it with 
my fingers) into the jar, yon are witnessing one of the most beautiful 
eiroeriments in the range of chemical science, and one that may he 
safely tried, if only ordinary care he exercised ? 

Honoria, No, indeed I I seem to move in a new world ! 
Distinguished F.R, S, Honoeia ! You do ! Listen to me ! Wben 
baryta is in company with strontia, then carbonates may be dis- 
solved in H Cl, the solution evaporated to dryness, and the residue 
digested with strong alcohol ! This, my fair one, shaE never happen 
tons! 

Honoria, Never ! 

Enter Educational Earl and Colonial Bishop. 

Colonial Bishop. Ha ! She shaE hear my last sermon. [Preaches it. 
Educational Earl, My chEd! See, I have brought Hujne and 
Sinollett.^ {Reads a volume.) Come hack to your old father ! 

Honoria, Too late! My future home is 

Distinguished F.R.S, With me, proud Earl, — at the Foly technic ! 

Tableau, 

ACT III. 

But Mr. Punch need not, he thinks, continue his labours 

further than to point out that the close of his instructive drama may 
be made a good vehicle for surgery, household information,^ garden- 
ing statistics, and general moral precept. These, worked in with a 
good tag compEed from a standard Encyelopsedia, cannot f aE in time 
BteraEy to bring down any house. 


Chess Problem Solved at Cape Town.— 2ulu-King Castled. 






HAPPT-THOUGHT GUIDE TO LONDON. 

[Being a BicTtens of a Bickehmary for the me of Visitors to the 
Metropolis.) 

LOWTHER ARCADE. — Proaotuiced differently l)y different 
people. Some, giving the first syllable as rhyming to ‘‘Hotv,” 
call it the Low-ther Arcade, and suppose it to be an abbreviation of 
^-hw-ther^ so called ei^er because the authorities eUou) their Arcade 
to exist, or from the discount the shopkeepers al-low there. The 
more probable derivation is arrived at by those who, making “ Low 
to sound like “ Lo I ” teR us that here the rebel Jack Cade was dis- 
covered by a citken, who exclaimed, “ Lo there ! Ah ! Cade ! ” If 
so, the site itself is sufficient historical ground for the supposition. 
It was formerly, of course, a great place for assignations, when the 
beaux frectuenting it and toying with the lasses, were called “ Gay 


Lowtherios.” About Christmas time it is still a great place for 
“ toying,” but the trade is quite legitimate between shopkeeper and 
customer. 

LUDGATE HILL. — ^Famous in Civic history. On the occasion of 
the King or Q,ueen’s visit it had invariably to receive the Royal 

A J. Tj. •_ lA. 'Ll* X* 1*. JX* X -L-* - A+' 


Ascent. It is quite unable to make its own ascent, being a sort of 
cripple with only one foot, which may be seen by any visitor who 
chooses to go to the foot of the MU. The Hill at the Criterion has 


two feet, being exceptionally gifted. 

LUNACY COMMISSIONERS.-Composed entirely of Hatters. 
They walk in procession on the first of March to the strains of their 
own beautifol hat band playing a March Air. They can be hired to 
execute commissions by those who prefer to employ Lunacy Commis- 
sioners, but there is some little risk in doing so. They caifnot be 
always trusted to take a message, or a joke. For further particulars 
go to Hyde Park, and inquire for the Keepers, 
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LYCEUil THEATRE.— 

MANSION HOUSE. — ^WortliY of being: 
mansion' d here, as the borne of tbe Lord 
Mayor, wbo dines eyerynigbtwitKGogand 
Ma^o^, when they are not otherwise engaged 
at Guildhall. On enterinj? under the portico, 
the ear of the visitor will be struck— and 
forcibly struck, too— by the sweet sounds 
issuing, as he will at once perceive, ''from 
the fluted columns. The air generally 
played is, “ J’m a-flute! I'm a flute!" 
Entering the dining-room, the visitor will 
be again struck (his eye this time) by the 
buffet If he takes it, he is bound to return 
it at once. Many of the banquets are held 
in the Esryptian HaU— twin brother of the 
other in Piccadilly. ^ The Egyptian Hall in 
the Mansion House is celebrated rather for 
the works of Cook than of IVI^szelyke; 
though, when the Lord Mayor gives a fancy 
ball in the place, he patronises ^Q'JMashy 
\ line as well. 

MAPS. {See MAPPEsr.) 

MARBLE ARCH.— Wonderful! IZhr- 
&/e-ous I This inspired the composer Balpe 
with the idea of “ T dieamt that I dwelt in 
Marble Halls " — to which the Arch would 
of course be the entrance. 

MAYFAIR. — One of the old thorough 
fairs of London. It is still kept up with 
much spirit. As you walk along the pave- 
ment notice the flags. 

MERCERS’ COMPANY.-Yery ancient. 
Preserved to the present time by a mercer- 
ful dispensation. Motto in old English, 
^'Zawks a Mercer I" The ceremony of 
initiation is by a sort of christening, when 
the official who performs the rite is called 
the Im-mercer, 

MERCHANT TAYLORS.-A confrater- 
nity of ninety-nine tailors (spelt originally 
Taylors), with power to add to their number 
by nine, or any multiple of nine. They only 
work for merchants who are not self-made 
men, and require the assistance of nine 
tailors. The only work they are permitted 
by their ancient constitution to do for them- 
selves, is to line their own pockets. Their 
device is a coat of arms without any other 
clothes. This was in allusion to their 
charitable practice of giving the^ poor coats 
without any alms, or alms without any 
coats. They used to meet at Button’s 
Coffee House, but now they have a house 
of their own which they hold on condition 
of investing in a new coat of paint once in 
three years. 

MILK. {See Cow— and see^ 'ow you can 
get it. Also see OaitCait, Pump and Pail 
Ale.) 

MINES. — Consult a Solicitor in re so- 
and-so “ a minor.” Also ask a musician. 
If from these you can’t get any satisfactory 
information as to the mine-utiae of Mines^ 
then come to us and try Owrs. 


A Question of Colour. 

An obelisk erected to the memory of 
Thomas Clarkson, the great Abolitionist, 
near Ware, “ on the spot where,” according 
to an inscription upon it, that strenuous 
philanthropist * ‘ resolved to devote his life to 
bringing about the abolition of the Slave 
Trade,” was unveiled the other day. It 
is of Portland stone on a base of Yorkshire 
ditto. The base may be allowed to be ap- 
propriate, as indicative of strength, solidity, 
and endurance. But should not the obelisk 
itself have been of black marble ? 


We see the Baptists are going to have a 
Harvest Thanksgiving. This is strictly in 
accordance with their belief in Total 
Immrrrion. 





TAKING IT EASY. 

Lieutenant Smart {who has taken over temporary charge oj Lieutenant Easy's detachment who 
is on leave"). “ But these are ‘ Ration Return Forms,’ to be filled in evert Morncng, 

SHOWING AMOUNT OF RATIONS ISSUED, &0., AND THEN SIGNED BY OFFICER WHO CERTIFIES TO 
THEIR CORRECTNESS. WhAT DO YOU MEAN BY BRINGING TWELVE BlANK FoRMS FOR ME TO 
SIGN ? ” 

Corporal, ** Bra tour Pardon, Sorr, but w'e git thim Blank from the Orderly 
Room— they’re a Pinny a Dozzen, Sore, an’ Misther Aist, Sorb, he ginerally signs 

A PiNNORTH ! ! 1 ” 


En Eapport. 

A Reporter of tbe Cape Times^ in an account of Cetewayo on board ship, 'says of him 
that 

“He has rather a wild way of taking to European food, and as a preliminary to a substantial feed 
of beef the other day, he devoured a pot and a half of jam.” 

Jam before beef- or with it 1 Another point of sympathy in tastes between the ex-King of 
Zululand and the Chancellor of the German Empire. 


Aquarium Bill of Fare.— Mostly Fdrin(i)aceous Food. 
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HAUD-UP HYMENOPTERl. 


A PLEA, a plea for the Busy Bee, 

That improved the shining hour, 

When a break in the wet would allow her to get 
Aught out of an opening flower. 

But so little she got that she now hath not 
Enough for her winter store, 

And requires to be fed upon made “ bee-bread,” 
Or the Bee will be soon no more. 

Pure saccharine stuff is not enough 
To keep your Bees alive ; 

Pollen too they need whereon to feed, 

Whilst wintering in their hive. 

Mere syrup and sweet for their keep is unmeet, 
Barley-sugar alone won’t do. 

An you tender their weal, add barley-meal, 

Oive them treacle, but oatmeal too. 

In times like these ’tis the Working Bees 
That relief deserve alone ; 

We put in a plea for the Busy Bee, 

But none for the Lazy Drone. 

E’en the best will share but workhouse fare ; 

’Tis for skilligolee— no more — 

To Beekeepers who feel we make appeal. 

And Heaven will bless their store. 


A PROMISING YOUNG /ESTHETIC. 

OU Boy. ** TTllo ! what ’s yoxir Hamb ? ” 

N&wB(yy. “Dante Michael Angelo Salvator Rosa Hupkins!” 

Old. Bay. “ Is rffAr all ? What ’s tour Father ? ” 

N’ewBoy. “Poet, Painter, Sculptor, Architect, and Musician.” 

Old Bay. “Crimini! Is he great?” 

New Boy. “The Greatest that ever lived.” 

Old Bay. “I never! And what are yov going to be?” 

New Boy. “The same as mt Father, only gpwBAter.’' 

Old Boy. “ Oh my ! ” [Kicks Yaimg Nuphim, and exit. 


BEDTJCED TO PRACTICE ! 

Our professional contemporary, the Medical Tress and 
Circular, does not often present its readers with obser- 
vations of a facetious nature ; but is not the following 
paragraph fairly open„to the suspicion of being intended 
for a joke ? — 

*<The Depression in Trade and the Medical Pro- 
fession. — The entry at the ditferent JSIedical schools has been 
very large this session. It is thought this is largely due to the 
depression existing in commerce and agriculture. A number of 
young men who, in ordinary circumstances, would have entered 
a trade, or gone to farming, seeing little prospect in these 
directions, have turned their attention to Medicine.” 

If this is a fact, how inexpensive those young men, 
or their parents and, guardians, must consider a medical 
education, how easy the acquisition of anatomy, phre- 
nology, chemistry, botany, and the rest of the medical 
sciences, how slight the difficulty of passing an examina- 
tion in them, how little arduous, lightly laborious, and 
highly lucrative, the practice of the Medical Profession I 
These youths might be told that, if in circumstances 
insufficient to enable them to embark in commerce or 
agriculture, they resort to Medicine with a view to money- 
making, they may or may not go farther, but they will 
oertaimy fare worse. 


CETEWATO’S PROPOSAL. 

Suppose I cross de water from de Cape to Inglis Ian, 

Pra’ps de reason you upset me I sail rightly xmderstan, 

When I see de men an women, an de sort ob life dey lead — 

Till for all my past transgressions my sabage heart sail bleed — 

See how you luh each odder— see how crimes are all unknown ; 
How your chiefs dey neher ouhbit Ian an cattle not dere own ; 

See your charity and hrndderhood, your plenty an your peace ; 
See how well (imlike de Zulus) you can do widout perlioe. 

Read your papers where de stories of Society is told, 

Tin I feel like a hysena in de gentle baa-lamb fold. 

See how here ’s all law and order, all sweetness and all light, 
How yon nebber steal an murder, neber lie, and cheat, and fight. 

Den I ’E write across de water to de Zulus dere and den, 

An I ’ll tell dem how like angels is de noble Inglismen ; 

An I ’ll lib an larn among you, and own dere ain’t no doubt 
Tou’s just de sort ob people has a right to kick me out. 


BEEOBE THE FIRST. 


Adamite was favourite for the Cesarewitoh. But at the winning- 
post our good old friend Chippendale was pre^Adamite. May ho be 
Immortal, as well as Antediluvian ! 


A CATJCUS aUESTIOH. 

The sitting Liberal Member for Dewsbury, Mr. Serjeant Simon, 
has served his constituents eleven years. A letter addressed to Mm 
the other day by a Mr. S. H. Lumb, Secretary to “ tbe Executive 
of the Dewsbury Parliamentary Borough Joint Liberal Association 
on the Birmingham plan,” informs him that he had been iiominated 
by the body ahovenamed as a candidate for the representation of the 
borough aforesaid at the approaching election, and questions him as 
follows : — 

“ On behalf of the association, may I ask you whether you will allow your 
name to be proposed at a general committee meeting to be held on Tuesday, 
the 30th inst., and, if so, whether you will abide by the decision of the 
association ? ” 

“ Submit,” that is, says Serjeant Simon, in reply, “ to a competi- 
tive process with eight other candidates proposed at the meeting to 
wM^ you refer.” Surely, the learned Serjeant might have added, 
you must take me for a very simple Simon. 


UP TO THE MARK. 


The Landed Interest.— Landed in difficulties. 


Thermometers tested at the Kew Observatory are advertised as 
being marked “ K. 0.” "We venture to suggest that in future they 
should be marked “ 0. E.” for Orl Eorrect. 


Church and Stage Guild,- 
Church can Gild Stage Guilt. 


-Apparently founded on the idea that 


■ To CoKUBPOHnsKTs . — The Editor doe» net hold himMelf bound to ebcTenowledge^ r«fum* or pay for Contribidions, In no oom can these be returned unless aeeompanUd by a 

stamped and directed envelope. Copies should be hepL 
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A DILEMMA. 

*‘What are you puzzling over, Ponsonbt^” 

“I’m trying to answer a Note prom the ‘dear Duchess,’ as you call 
HER. She’s done me the honour to write and ask if that Sr. Bernard 
Pup I GAVE her should be fed on Meat or Biscuits ?” 

“Well, Biscuits, shouldn’t it?” 

“ Of course. But she spells Biscuits with a K, you see, and I don’t 

LIKE TO SPELL IT PROPERLY FOR FEAR OF HURTING HeE GrACE’S FEELINGS ; 
AND YET I don’t WANT IT TO GET ABOUT THAT 1 SPELL BiSCUITS WITH A K,” I 

“ Sa.y Meat, then ! ” 

“ But she spells Meat with two E’s ! ! ” 


CPtOSS aUESTIONS AND CEOOEED ANSWERS. 

(Ficlcetl up at Clitheroe.) 

Q. Why ought the Country to be grateful to the 
Government ? 

A, Because they have given it Cyprus, the Sepoys, 
and the Secret Memorandum for Six Millions. 

Q. Why is this an excellent bargain ? 

A. Because it has shown the world and the British 
taxpayer that Europe must be governed by treaties. 

Q, What was the ‘ ‘ master stipulation ” of the Treaty 
of Berlin ? 

A. The right to garrison the Balkans. 

Q, Has this “master stipulation” been carried into 
effect ? 

A» Not precisely. 

Q, Does this matter ? 

A. Not in the least. 

Q. Why not? 

A. Because the Home Secretary says that the 
“ points ” of a treaty are of no consequence. 

Q. What is the distinction between a treaty and its 
points ? 

A, The Home Secretary does not say. 

Q. Does the Home Secretary, then, say anything to 
the point ? 

A, Yes. He says he meant originally to have held his 
tongue. 

Q. Is that intention intelligible ? 

A, Guite. 

Q. And wise ? 

A. Eminently. 

Q. Why has it not heen adhered to ? 

A» Cross propose, Diz dispose. 


“PANIERS ARE FASHIONABLE.” 

Le Follet 

“ A PANiER you’ll want,” said Miss Taper, 

“ I assure you they ’re now all the go. 

I ’ve the pattern cut out here in paper, 

They are puffed at the side, Ma’am, just so.” 

“ That panniers have been all the go 
At the seaside from June to November, 

I ’m sure all the donkeys must know ; 

Weighty cause they have had to remember. 

“ But if we must wear paniers like asses — 

All alike — East and West, North and South, 
’Twould be weU if the poor working classes 
Could, at least, have a hit in their mouth.” 


ONLY FAIR PLAY. 

Mr. Parnell boasts that he has gone far to make Par- 
liament impossible. Suppose Parliament were next Ses- 
sion to go farther, and make Mr. Parnell impossible ? 


PREACHING AND PRACTICE. 

{An Irish Histo^'ical Drama, adapted from the Irisli-English of 
Mr, Parnell.) 

ScENEy-^ new vault underneath the new Irish Houses of Parliament. 
Piled up in the centre, a portmanteau, a couple of barrels, and a 
carpet-hag. Leader of the Opposition discovered in a cloak and 
hat, with a dark lantern and bundle of matches. 

Leader of the Opposition. Not here ! Bad cess to him ! I must 
rise them spalpeens upstairs widout him. 

{^Prepares to light a match. 
Enter Distinguished Constitutionalist. 

Distinguished Constitutionalist. I fear I am a little late. I had to 

g et a military escort before I could leave the Treasury bench. But 
ere I am. What does all this mean ? [^Pointing to the pile. 

Leader of the Opposition, Is it “mane,” Misther Parnell? 
Sure, it ^s a bit of a lesson out av your own book I ’m goiug to tache 
them divils upstairs. 

Distinguished Constitutionalist, My own book ? Are we not in a 
vault underneath both Chambers of the Native Irish Legislature 
assembled iu full conclave ? Yet, these barrels, — this portmanteau, — 
that carpet-hag ? 


Leader of the Opposition {chuckling). Sorra one of ’em hut’s 
chock full of dynamite ! ^ \_Prepares to strike a match. \ 

Distinguished Constitutionalist. Hold ! There is a legal remedy 
for everything. This appeal to explosives is not constitutional — 
nay, it is not Irish! At least, wait till I have got to a safe 
I distance I 

Leader of the Opposition. An’ is it yersilf that would be after ating^ 
yer own words ? Shure, haven’t I got all your spaches at the tip of 
me tongue ? 

i Distinguished Constitutionalist, Then you must know that I always 
I recommended 

I Leader of the Opposition, A “firrm attitude,” when the Saxon 
wouldn’t give way. And why not the Celt all the same as the 
! Saxon ? As that white-livered Ministhry; up-stairs wm’t let us in, 
hedad it’s myself, as Leader o’ th’ Opposition, that will show thim 
the way out. And now, Masther dear, hould your ears, and Hoorooh 
for ould Ireland ! 

[Bhios both Houses, himself, and Distinguished Constitution- 
alist, into the air as Scene closes. 


THE ROOT OF IRISH TROUBLES. 

However it may be with the crop of ’taters, the crop of agi-tators 
never seems to fail. 


VOL. Lxxvn. 



PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


[OcTOBEE 25 , 1879 . 




m 








1 ^.': 


tf— ---yg 




gr 










COMPARATIYE CRUELTY TO ANIMALS. 

Peitetbatiye Mb. PtnycH:, 

Thebe appeared the other day in the Times a letter of the 
most inddions character, signed “ Beta.” Its writer professed that 
his intention was simply “ to call the attention of the humane public 
and lovers of cod-fish to the cruelty which is practised to supply the 
London and other markets with ‘Crimped Cod.’” But see, Mr. 
Punch, the revelation of the cloven hoof in the following words of 
afiected pity for the poor Cod-fish - 

“Even the mode of taking the finest fish is painful, though perhaps 
unavoidable. A great barbed iron or steel hook is baited and attached to a 
long line, and when the fish is caught this is rudely tom from its mouth. If 
it be large and in good condition, it is transferred to a well in the smack, 
through which passes a stream of sea-water. On arriving at the port, the 
live cod are sold at an advanced price, and those to be crimped are set apart. 
To perform this operation successfully, three or four huge transverse gashes 
are cut on each side while the fish is alive, or the muscles will not contract.” 

Sir, as a consisteut member of the Society for the Total Aholitiou 
of Tivisectiou, I protest against this covert and crafty endeavour to 
discredit the exertians we are making for the prohibition of experi- ! 
ments on living^ animals for alleged scientific purposes. The section 
of a live ^fish, in order to render it the more palatable as a viand, 
is very different from making on incision, merely for the sake of 
settlmg some point in physiology,, in a rabhit’s ear. I suppose 


that a fish h what the doctors call a vertebrate animal ; but a 
vertebrate animal crimped in preparation for the dinner-table is 
one thing, and an animal of the same order wounded, on any pre- 
text, on the dissecting-table, is another. I have no doubt that 
“Beta” is in reality some Professor of Anatomy and Physiology 
connected with one of the Hospitals ; and under that firm impression 
remain Tours truly, Ahti-Scalpel. 

, P.S. — “ Beta,” ^ou observe, in part addresses his affected denun- 
ciation of the practice of crimping cod to “lovers of cod-fish.” Why, 
it is expressly for their gratification that cod are crimped. How 
can any thinking impostor vent humbug so thoroug;hly trans- 
parent ? By the bye, I hope the existing statute regulating vivisec- 
i tion is not so worded as to interdict the crimping of cod. 


QtTTE&TIOS BOB. CHAIBMEH. 

A Q-ebtlemae’ presiding at a Public Dinner proposes from the 
Chair the toast of “ Ministers of all Denominations.” Could it be 
allowably responded to by a Mormon Elder P 


APPBOPBIATE DUTY BOB PABHELI. 

“ Come live in my heart and pay no by Samuel Loveb. 

(See Ms Poetical Works, p. 310.) 
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GIVING 


LEAD. 


Lively Eeiress, “ I ’d give my Head to live nr London ! ” 

X Young Rogers thinks if she'd i 


i her heart, it might he managed. 


"WANTED— A HEAD EOR A CEOWN/" 

As all the world knows, there are several claimants for the ^liti- 
cal inheritance of the mneh-lamented Prince Imperial. The Party 
of the Appeal to the People are anxiously waiting for the publica- 
tion of their respective manifestoes. Mr, Lunch, ever ready to 
oblige anybody and everybody, has, therefore, much pleasure in 
printing a couple of proclamations which have been sent to 85, Fleet 
Street, probably as the widest and surest channel of publicity. The 
first a^ears, from internal evidence, to be from the pen oi Prince 
Plon-Plon (who seems to have been taking lessons from M. Yicion 
Hugo) ; while the second is evidently the work of Mr. Jeuome B. 
Patteeson— a scion of the Bonaparte famil^^, who (to quote the 
Dix^neuvieme Steele) “ has hitherto always resided in America.^’ 

First Manifesto— FosUmarh Ft anceL 

Feenchmen, 

You know me. We need no introduction. You are a fact. 
I am a name. We are equals in one sense. We both love our 
country. But I love more. I love my country and myself. It is 
the legend of my race. AH the world and one man. You and I. 
It is solemn and grand. More~it is interesting. 

As to you. You are the world. The world is France, when it is 
not Pans. Who loves Paris must love the world. I love Paris. 
Paris should love me. Love begets love. Love is attraction. At- 
traction is the magnet that draws. It is the needle that is drawn. 
You are as sharp as needles, and as bright. The needle must foUow 
the magnet. In this Nature points out the law— you must follow 
me ! 

And yet there are some who would put the son before the father. 
This is false to nature. What is false to nature is false to every- i 
thing. Natine is everything. You have no right to address to me 
ihe observation of England’s greatest comic singer—** Not before 
the boy.” 

As forme. You know me. You love principles, I lack them. 
Be generous, and give me some. I will never fail you. You are 
Eepublicans, So am I. 1 am more. 1 am also a Napoleon. The 


founder of our race was once a Republican. A curious coincidence. 
Out of such coincidences you make History. 

He had his 18th Brumaire. With a whiff of grape-shot he closed 
the era of Revolutions. Let it be for you to re-open it. Let us com- 
bine to bring back the principles of ’89, now so strangely parodied. 
To revivify these principles we need three things — a man, a cause, 
and a moment, lam the man, and the cause is the people’s, sym- 
bolised in a Csesar. The moment is now. The sooner the better. 

The people and I are one. We cannot be divided. When I serve 
the people I serve myself. This is not egotism. Egotism is worship 
of the *‘ I.” I am you. My ** I ” is aU. Do not say, therefore, all 
is my ** I,” In another sense I am nothing, but put a nothing in its 
right place it means a million— many millions. This is a grand 
thought. It is more than grand— it is encouraging. 

I am prepared to fulfil my destiny. My opinions are large, wide, 
elastic. The people are everything, and so am I. I am ever^hing. 
The people are changeable, and so am I. lam changeable. Change 
is freedom. I would make free with the people. I would make the 
people free. 

I will be worthy of my name, of my career. I am a Republican, 
but then there are many meanings to that word. By Republic I 
mean something grand, generous, sublime, and, besides all this, full of 
large hopes in the future. Make a present to me of that future. 
The Bee is the symbol of industry. The Yiolet is the emblem of 
modest sweetness. Combine them, and you have the ruler that 
France requires. The Knight of Industry only asks to be called 
from his seclusion. The Yiolet seeks to be brought from under the 
leaves. Raise them, you will find me. We are a party of combat. 
You love combat. March to what you love. I vnll give you a 
banner and a blessing • . • « I wOl be your leader. The leader’s i 
place is in the rear. Time was when rank went first, now it is rank I 
audfile. Goon. I 'dU follow. NAnoLEOir. 

Second Manifesto, FosUmarh, AmerkaF 
Feieow Citizens, 

When I call you by that name I don’t mean to imply that you 
and I have been raised on the same ground, or are of the same gnt. 
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WANTED A HOUSEMAID NOT AFRAID OF DIRTY WORK, 

Apply at the Albeet Memorial. 


m PHYSIOLOQ-Y! 

The Morning Post informs Society tliat 
a resolution to petition Parliament for the 
entire prohibition of Yivisection, proposed 
at a meeting of the Anti-Ymsection Society 
on Wednesday last week, was seconded by 
a gentleman named Bray, whose voice may 
be claimed as^ that of a representative 
speaker. Carried unanimously of course. 
Whereupon : — 

^ “ Mr. ■WALBROon (Secretary) read a resolu- 
tion -which had just been passed at Blackburn of 
congratulation on the progress of the movement 
and alluded to the Gr. H. Lewes’ Studentship 
for Original Research in Physiology (or yivi- 
section), for which that day’ was the latest for 
applicants, and was to be open to women as can- 
didates. This announcement was received with 
strong expressions of surprise and disapproval bv 
the meeting.” 

By the above showing, Physiology, and 
Yivisection, in the sight of the Secretary of 
the Anti-Yivisection Society, and in the 
eyes also of that more amiable than intel- 
ligent association itself, mean the same 
thing. Of course they are alike hostile to 
both. But why are they surprised to hear 
that a physiological studentSiip is open to 
the gentler sex, and wherefore do they dis- 
approve of that very reasonable arrange- 
ment ? It oug^ht to be evident, even to the 
Anti-Yivisection Society, that an animal 
subjected to any operation involving pain 
would probably suffer all the less under the 
hands of one of the more tender-hearted por- 
tion of mankind. Against a truism so 
manifest as this, one would hardly expect to 
hear a Bray, even at a meeting of Anti- 
Yivisectionists. 


Caught Flying. 

{At the late Prize Pistribntion hy the Turners^ 
Company,) 

First JDistmguished Turner (Just honoured 
with the Freedom of the Company^ humor- 
ously) to Second Distinguished Ditto, l^'ow, 
Brother Turner, we must each buy a lathe. 

Second Distinguished Turner {in the 
darh), A lathe 1 a lathe! What^s a 
lathe ? _______ 

Whlt Letter expresses the Eawlinson 
policy in Afghanistan ? 

An X. It naturally suggests a Y, 


You have been planted on one side of the herring pond, and I have 
been planted on the other. That ’s so. But it ’s the way we usu^ly 
begin qur orations^ in these diggings, ^ And you may dedooce the 
conclusion that it a in’t a bad way of beginning. You and me like to 
talk business. ^ When we talk business over here we come to the 
point pretty slick. We have no leisure class in this infant country 
of gigantic destinies. We are a prospering and a go-a-head country. 
Being short of hands we go in for heads. W e have raised a race of 
inventors. Gruess we can turn out almost anything in the mechani- 
cal and labour-saving line, from a sewing machine to a ruling sove- 
reagn— or as we oughter call him, perhaps^ an Alniighty Dollar ! 

Economy and simplicity are the leading principles of our in- 
ventors. (^uess they have got to be, if they mean to hitch on, and 
keep a hold on the market. 

vjS new thing in Sovereigns, warranted to cost 

httle, and mm without hitches, guess you’d better try me, as the last 
Yankee notion in the patent folding and mechanical brass-joint 
rnler line—and as such hound to he just about the best on the 
^and, and a sight better than you are likely to ffnd in any 
E-^opean store where they keep that class of manufactures. 

I X oim Old Comitry is getting about used up, and would be a 
uarnecL sight better for new soling and heeling, (^ess shoe-mahdng 
gid mending is one of the things we do best out here. I admit that 
Pans IS just ^out the spryest, sliokest, liveliest, cussedest city ia 
all creation . That s why we like it so well. But it wants develop- 
ing on our line of rails. 

You get an American first Magistrate for life, ITo four-year terms, 


no President’s election, no nonsense of that kmd. Guess that aren’t 
the thing to borrow nrom this side. No, Sir. Try him, and see 
if he don’t make a darned sight more out of your privileges, water 
and others, your cars, your restaurants, your institutions generally, 
and your suffrage in particular. Why I could show your Parw 
Proletariat how to as good as double their earnings out of their 
political privileges only. And if I couldn’t put your municipal 
counsels up to a thing or two, what ’s the good of having known 
Boss Tweed for the best two years of bis reign in Tammany ? 
I dare say some of you know I ’m a Pattersoh by the mother s 
side, as well as a Buon-ararte by the father’s. Waal, I calcdate 
Corsican stock is all the better for crossing. They ’re a people of 
clear grit, who can stick to a cause or a quarrel, and find a Derrmger 
the shortest way out of a difficulty. But they want to be taught 
that business is business, if shooting is pleasure ; and that you 
should never draw a man’s blood as long as you canr get anymmg 
else out of him. If W estem Americans want that lesson, Frenchmen 
generally would not he the worse of it. 

Waal I have already told you we have no^ leisure class out here, 
so I bring my letter to a conclusion with a fair offer. 

If you want a cheap, double-action, high-pressure Emperor, 
working the maximum of power to the pound, guaranteed 
against busting up, you know where to look for Mm. You write 
to me, “ J. B. B., Box No. 1, New York,” and I’ll be to hand by the 
next White Star boat. That ^s so.. 

Your Friend and Emperor that is to be, if you like, 

Jerome B. Patxersom (Ni Bwm&pdrte), 
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A MUSICIAN OF THE FUTURE, 

Prigsby. I— A— CONFESS I DO NOT CARE FOB MoZABT. He ’s— A— TOO TUNNY FOB ME ! 

Miss Smart {innocently). “Dear me! And is that — ^A— the besxtlt of a Defective Ear, in toub cise? or is it merely 
FOB WANT OF pROPEB Tbaining ? ” [Utter collapse of Prigsby. 


"DOFT OVERDO IT.^^ 

{A Warning Word in JSeason.) 

“ In notMiig too mxicli ’’ was a wise heathen maxim, 

That holds true of blame and still truer of praise, 

Be ’t ovation of Statesman, ill-will that attacks him. 

Or warriors’ welcome from warfare’s rough ways. 

And most in these days, when no word that tongues utter 
But by trumpets unnumbered abroad must be blown ; 

When ’tis easier far to drown heroes in butter. 

Than for heroes to stand the fat douche o’er them thrown. 

Ear be it from Punch with the cynic’s cold water 
To quench warm hearts glowing in love and in pride ; 

Bight rev’rence for Crlory is Glory’s true daughter, 

Fq race e’er deserved it its meed that denied. 

But if honour in deed and in word may be kindred, 

As often as not they no-cousinship own, 

And brave men’s brave work is oft less helped than hindered 
The louder the trumpet about it is blown. 

Honour still from the hearths and the homes they defended 
Let neighbours and friends on our bravest bestow ; 

Let them^ow that day’s wage with day’s work is not ended, 

That their laurels’ good seed for the future have sowed. 

Let them feel that their names in your heart’s core are branded, 
Their devotion to duty set loyally down, 

Tlmt not one deed, chief, captain, private rough-handed, 

But J OHN Btixl is ready with fair meed to crown. 

L^ the wdl-deserved drops from the fountain of honour, 
their cups, with a crowning “ Well done I ” 

Such the Uueen’s grateful duty, incumbent upon her, 

As to give light and warmth to our earth on the sun ; 

Let Commander-in-Chief and War-Miiiister note them, 

See they ’re bronght to the tont when there’s tough work in hand ; 

content "^th up-tribntes that sound when you quote ’em, 

But fade when it comes to choose men for command. 


As for puflSlng of platforms, and muster of meetings, 

Blaring bands, bowing magnates, and colours displayed, 

There is less that is soM than shallow in greetings 
So readily vamped, and so easily paid. 

It has still Deen strength’s note in old England’s strong nature, 
That she held in stern bridle her joy and her grief. 

It was then when her greatness was grandest of stature 
That her talking about it was most bare and brief. 

The Lion roars rarely, and then not to utter 
Or echo friends’ praise but strike terror to foes ; 

Our emblem, the bull-dog, with never a mutter. 

Teeth clenched, savage, silent, “.goes straight at the nose.” 

Then he chary of praises, or yet you may rue them, 

When you find guerdon’s gilt Glory’s gold can alloy ; 

Mouth-honours axe cheap— prithee do not o’erdo them ; 

Proof you value your soldiers, promote and employ. 


PABALLEL PASSAGES. 

' {Of Arms and Letters.) 

A pitopos of Punches last week’s Cartoon, with the Beaconsfield 
Shield therein blazoned,- “ on a field Yert, three beacons fiammant 
Tinsel,” in which the beacons are figured as iron cressets, filled with 
blazing coals, he has been struck with the following passage in an 
article on “The Civil Engineers of Britain,” in the Humber of 
the Edinburgh Peview just issued. “In earlier times,” says the 
reviewer, 

“ A coal fire in a chaufferette^ or brazier, was the signal employed for a 
beacon—a signal which could be so easily mistaken, or even counterfeited, 
that it was a source of almost as much danger as safety.” 

WTiat of our Beacon in the Field of polities, at home and abroad ? 


Hint fob the Winteb {in How to keep your rooms 

‘Warm— keep your grates coal’d. 




October 25 , 1879 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHARIVARI. 


THE THREE R’S AND THE RATEPAYERS. 

{A Parochial Poem,) 






' V . V 


0 School-Eoaed, whose administration 
Provides compulsory education 
For children of the needy Masses, 

Called, saucily, the Lower Classes, 

Which schooling, my hut too dear Board, 
We Eatepayers must perforce afford 
To youth whom better-nurtured lads 
And lasses would describe as “Cads ; 

Let them be taught their hands to use 
To polish plate, clean boots and shoes ; 

To mend and darn, to cook and sew — 

All things they chiefly need to know : 

Such industries as those must learn 
Who *11 early have their bread to earn. 
Then next imbue their minds with letters, 
So much in common with their betters, 

As, crammed at costlier schools in vain, 
Most of those betters e’er retain. 

Teach all theirE’s—that primal Three ! 
But ’ware the letters L. S. D., 

Nor give, at our cost, education 
That may unfit folks for their station. 


HAPPY-THOUGHT GUIDE TO LONDON. 

{Being a Bichens of a Bickensionary for the use of Visitors to the 
Metropolis.) 

NATIONAL CLTJB.--In Whitehall. The only qualification for 
membership is to belong to some nation. Firework-makers and gas- 
men are eligible as connected with lUumi-nations. 

NATIONAL G-ALLEEY.— Originally constructed to hold the 
entire nation when it wasn’t so big as it is now. Although the 
nation has considerably increased, yet the Government has never 
completed the design, by adding a National Pit, National Boxes 
National Stalls to the present bmlding. The view from one of the 
smaE pepper-castor domes is very fine. 

NAVAL AND MILITAEY CLUB. — One of the most charming 
in London. The necessary qualification is to lelong to both Services 
at once^ as the name implies. Here, consequently, that popular 
branch of the Service, the Horse Marines, are seen at their best. 
Over the chimney-piece in the dining-room is a magnificent picture 
by DTjrvvvNKYir, representing a “ Horse Marine riding at ancW.” 
The HaE Porter is also half-and-half. The W alters were once drum- 
mer buoys, and aE the Colonels are men of war. It is a pleasure to 
look in and see some of the old Salts deep in the latest editions of the 
Evening Peppers. The waEs are covered with marine and miEtary 
pictures, cmefly consisting of naval games on crossing the Line, and 
portraits of aE the heroes of the foot regiments. Guards excepted, it 
having been the mEitary artist’s fad that “ he must draw ‘ the Line’ 
somewhere,” and so he drew it here. There is a tree in the garden. 
The naval-miEtary warriors sit in its boughs, or a party of them 
take the h’elm aE to themselves. With the veterans the favourite 
actor was Keelet, and their liveEest author, Stekne. The clearest 


round duringa sale. 

NEW ElvEE,— In accordance with the proverb which recom- 
mends provision for a rainy day, so the City of London has done weE 
—done several wells, including Sadler’s— in providing the New Eiver, 
which is always kept in reservoirs, to supply the place of the Old 
Elver, whenever the latter may be too old for use, or may run dry 


—which would be a curious sight — or when it may run out, and not 
run back again. President the Earl of Tajs^zeeville. 

NOTTING HILL.— OriginaEy spelt Enotting HiE, as being the 
place celebrated for marriages. At the churches the chorus to the 
Hymeneal Hymn used to be— 

“We ’re all Eaotting, 

Knit, knit, Knotting.” 

NUESES. — (/Sec Foot Soldiees, LiPE-GuAEDSiiEK, and other 

PEEAAmUXiATOES } 

OLYMPIC THEATRE. — In TVych Street, but in tchat Ene of 
theatrical business, has been lately a trifle uncertain. At present it 
is wearing out its old Pinafore. The management is a trifle bothered 
by legal difidculties just now— perhaps he-wych\l. 

OPERA COMIdUE. — ^Where the first Pinafore was produced. 
Both Pinafores have to be washed in public, which is a pity. 

ORIENTAL CLUB. — A hot ’un. Every room is up to 150” in the 
shade. Turkish - Baths - Smoking - Room. The Committee sit on 
carpets cross-legged, taking cofiee and hubble-bubbles. At the 
baEot, out of compEment to the Orientals, an unsuccessful candidate 
is white-balled. The waiters salaam— they say and mint 

sauce ” in summer— and are deeply respectful. The only qualiflca- 
tion for a Native Oriental, beyond being a Rajah, is to have been a 
regular litEe Oriental Pickle in his boyhood. In the Hot House of 
the Club there is a fine show of Picca-liUies in fuE blossom. The 
rules of the card-room are elastic, being made principaEy of India 
Rubber. If a person wishes to interrupt one of a whist party, he is 
bound to preface his observations with “ I beg your pardon, I don’t 
want to Hnder yer rubber when he wiU receive instant attention. 

ORLEANS CLUB.— Has a town house and a country house, and 
subscription to each entitles a Member to be in both places at once. 
The advantages of the country house at Twickenham are numerous. 
Any Member wishing to sleep there, can do so by giving notice to the 
Committee forty-eight hours before he wants to go to bed, when he 
wiE be put up— for baEot, and, if approved of by the House Committee, 
he .wiE have a bed-room given to him, the Committee wiE precede 
him down the passage with Eghted candles, wEl bring him a bath, 
boot-jack, and towels, wiE sing him to sleep with a luEaby outside 
his door, and wake him with a madrigal— a very mad-rigal— at an 
early hour in the morning. In the town house sleeping accommoda- 
tion is only provided in the chairs, and it is not necessary for a 
Member to give the Committee forty-eight hours’ notice of his inten- 
tion of going to sleep in the first vacant chair. 

OXFORD AND CAMBRIDGE CLUB.-AE the female servants 
obliged to wear caps and gowns. Yaluable map on the dining-room 
waE Elustrating “ The Course of the Don.” It seems to be a little 
irregular, but this is probably after leaving the old port. The word 
“wrangle,” or “rangle,” is here appEed to sounding beEs. Any 
servant, for instance^ in answering a summons wEl inquire, “ I beg 
your pardon, Sir, did you rangle P ” There is a sort of miEtary- 
Household -loops’ air about the place, which comes from the fact 
that the united Oxford and Cambridge men must represent “The 
Blues,” In spite of this, the Club is never duE. The Members 
constantly speak of one another in various terms, — ^the summer 
terms being the pleasantest. 

OYSTERS.— Open to the public from September to the end of 
i Amil. 

FALL MALL.— Yariously pronounced either as “PaiE Maul” 

’ (perhaps some ancestor of PalUL Meeritt, author of Meio Babylon — 

I but who wants a '''‘New Baby loan^^ except at a Baby Farm?), or else 
i as “ Pal Mai” signifying the place to meet a “ Bad Pal.” It is also 
pronounced as if spelt “PeE MeE,” which implies a regular head- 
■ long rowdy sort of place. Affected people call it “ PiE MiE,” but 
‘ there are not sufficient chemists’ and druggists’ shops there to justify 
‘ the title. 

PAl MASTER-GENERAL’S OFFICE, WniTEHAiD.-Open to 
* the public every Saturday. The head official is caEed “ Nunky.” 

Over the door is the motto, “ Nunky pays for all.” Anybody enter- 
' ing between eleven and two wEl be attended to, and aE his bEls 
► paid. No more 27o7j-doxEoureux ! 

i PICCADILLY.— Formerly the great farmyard of London. Here 
' in the morning the pigs used to be fed, and Mrs. Bond, of Bond 
I Street, would be heard inviting the ducks with her memorable 
; refrain of 

’ Billy, Billy, Billy, 

, Come and be killed I | 

■■ The combination of pigs and poultry gave it its name of “Piggy- 
5 diEy.” On the removal of the horses, which were the last to go 
^ from the yard, the “gee gee” in the name was taken ont, and 
‘ “see! seel” indicative of a novelty, was introduced. It is now 
^ Piccadilly. 

POLICE . — {See one— when wanted.) 

: POLICE COURT.— YAfeves Caught is more important. (For 
^ Police Couet, see Cooes, Housemaids, Aeea-eails, ^c.) 


Beaconsiield’s Best Friend.— Bogey ! 
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“TURNING HIS FLANK.” 

Mr. Brisket {the Butcher), “ Good Morning, Mb. Chattles ! You ’be a La-wter, and I want toub Advice. What can I 
DO WITH A Man whose Dog steals some Meat ebom mt Shop?’* 

Mr, Chatties {the Lawyer), Demand the Yalue, ob summon the Owner. ” 

Mr, Brisket {triumphantly), “ Then I want Six-and-Sixpencb ebom tou, Sib, oh else I ’ll summons tee ! Youb Dog thebe 

BAN AWAY WITH A PIECE OP MUTTON O’ THAT VALLEY PBOM THESE PREMISES LAST NiGHT ! ” 

Mr,ChaUles, ‘‘Hum — ah— H’m I Then ip you’ll hand me over Twopence, we shall just be square, Mb. Brisket— as 
MY Feb por Consultation is Six-and-Eeghtpbncb ! ! ” 


CONSTITUENCIES AND CADS. 

It is, alas I "but a nominal mistake whicli the MepulUque Fran- 
gaise makes in stating, as a case parallel to the Humhert election, 
that— 

“The late Mr. "Wh alley owed the suffrages of Peterborough to his 
extravagant pleadings in favour of the impostor Orton, who tried to pass 
himself for Sir Eogbr Tichborne.” 

1 This verbally erroneous assertion is only a little too hard upon the 
electors of Peterhorongh. They did not indeed, in the jhrst instance, 
elect Mr. Whallet as their Member simply because he constituted 
Itself the champion of the convict abovenamed. But they eou- 
tiuued to elect him after he had made that fool of himself — ^for Mr. 
Whaixey was not a humbug. The constituency which really has 
deserved to he disfranchised by having returned a person to Parlia- 
ment as their representative for the express reason that he had 
advocated Orton’s pretensions, was, the liepubli(me Frangaise may I 
as well be told, not that of Peterborough, but Stoke-upou-Trent. 
They are the stokers and pokers of the fire which blazes in the hust- 
ings speeches of Dr. Kenealy and the columns of that most Irish of 
weekly dreadfuls— the Englishman, 

The Secretaries Sing^. 

“ The latest development of the new South- Afncan policy has been in- 
stantly condemned by all the Missionary Societies without exception.” — 
Mern%nff Baper, 

Cash wanted to convert these Blacks’ accurst — 

And Five-^und Tributes coming down to One I 
A^ now, when things seemed really at their worst, 

Poor as we are — tee ’re threatened with a Eunn I 


DEMAND FOR ARMY DOCTORS. 

{LonH they wish they may get them ?) 

Wanted, for employment as Medical Officers in the British Army* 
an adequate number of tborougbly well-educated physicians and 
surgeons, willing, on occasion, to expose their lives to the utmost 
danger in active service, without any expiectation of receiving the 
Yicteria Cross, or being otherwise distinguished or rewarded. They 
must have no objection to put up with iudignity and neglect, be 
contented with an amount of pay not exceeding a sufficiency for them 
daily maintenance, and he prepared on their discharge to depend for 
their subsistence upon snen private practice as they may hope to 
pick up by hegizming the world agaia late iu life. As the want of 
competent Army physicians and surgeons is just now very urgpt, 
the supply being far from equal to the demand, immediate applica- 
tions are confidently expected at the War Office, 


Turn and Turn About, 

Punch rejoices to hear that Lord Hartington, on his visit to the 
North, has gone to stay with Lord Derry. Let ns hope Lord Derby 
will in return stay with Lord Hartington. Now two such good 
heads of the Upper Ten have come together, it would be a thousand 
pities they should part. 


AT HOME and ABROAD. 

Two valuable estates which only want to be better managed 
realise a handsome profit — ^The Daira in Egypt, and the Dairy 
England. 


e-s- 
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Bougal^ were literally the hits of the 
piece, the latter comhat heiagr the heat 
seen on the stage for many years. It 
looks ahsolntely dangerous. In these 
days, when Editor meets Editor, and 
the tug of war is expected, they could 
not do better than drop in at Sadler’s 
Wells, and see how it is done. ^ Mr. 
F. W. WxNDHAM gives us a finished 
piotae of Captain Thornton^ and 
Messrs. Gobdos’ and Habeobd and 
John O’Connor^ have ^ given us 
e(iually well-finished pictures of 
Clachan of Aherfovle — Rea.Yensl 
what a name I — ^the Crackin of Tin- 
foil would have been more theatrical 
— Fass of Loch Ard (where the 
water is so ’ard, eh, ’Abby?), and 
Loch Lomond hy Moonlight 

In conse 9 .uence of Mrs. Bateman 
having omitted to name the front 
scenes in the published programmes, 
I was a little startled on observing 
that the scene which followed “ The 
Highland Landscape,” ^ and which, 
according to my waybill, ought to 
have been Loch Lomond, was the 
interior of some room with a “ door 
in flat.” At first it struck me that 
here was a new idea, and that we 
were to see the loch through the 
keyhole. However, on being in- 
formed that the omission was 
strictiy in accordance with prece- 
dent, I was naturally satisfied. 
Sadler’s Wells is well worth a visit 
during the run of Roh Roy JJe- 
divivus^ wMch, like the Iron Chesty 
will, I fancy, not see the light again 
for many, many years — if ever. It 
would make a splendid opera, better 
than Lucy of Lammermoor^ and how 
neither Macfabben nor Wallace 
seized on the subject is surprising. 

7.45 is just a q^uarter ot an hour 
too early for friends from a dis- 
tance, though, apart from Hansoms 
and Growlers, the “Angel visits” 


and Growlers, the “Angel visits” 
made by the trams and omnibuses 
are neither few nor far between. 
May the Angel, only two hundred 
and fifty yards distant from the 
theatre, keep watch like the sweet 
little enerub perched up aloft over 
Mrs. Bateman and the family circle 
in the Bateman Family Theatre! 
RATHER AWKWARD- So mote it be. By the way, when 

Young FattUtm Bragge {affably, to middWaged Stranger, whom he finds alone in Browne* s studio). 2 ^ 

“ Good Piotube, ain’t it ! Old Stilton ’s bought it-theDukb, you know. Browne ’s going 
DOWN TO Stilton to shoot. Wish I could go with him; but I’m boozed in London till f 

Christmas— just my luck ! Capital old boy, Stilton ! Looks like an Old-Clothesman ; gets 

tight after Dinner; tells rummy Stories; makes you roar! Fine old place — capital theatre inamred 

shooting! Awf’lt jolly Girls, the Ladies Cambmbert— nearly a dozen op ’em, all freckled. ^ 

Duchess tremendous Matchmaker— bag you before you can sat ‘Jack Robinson,’ if you * 
don’t look out! Awful fun, the old Duchess! D’tou happen to know her by sight?— 

SHINY HEX. FOSE, ANH AS HNOEE-HHHO AS A BuLL-BOG— AH. HEUE’S BbOWE AT BAST !” 

Enter Browne, suddenly. “Ah, Bragge, how are you? Let me introduce you to the Duke feeling’s ^d as said before, good for 
OF Stilton!” *1,^ AS«1. ’ 


the Angel. 

The JBeaux^ Stratagem at the Im- 
OUR REPRESENTATIVE MATT. perial has given place to the Foor 

, , , „ , , . . , . Gentleman. They might be alter- 

(Sadlers Wells, and things in ge^ieral.) nated, but no run can be expected 

Sir,— I can’t understand Helen MacGregor ever having been a great part, or Rol Roy ever a them. . « 

good play. It is not until the end of the Second Act that anyone can become interested in the Mr. W tlson B a rre tt, at Court, 
characters, and it wants all the stren^h of name, and force of musical talent, to make such a conple has agproipnately laimohed Court- 
of namby-pamby milksops as JVawcij Osbaldistone Q,nd. Diana Vernon go down with an audience, ship, underwritten by H.J. Byron, 
At Sadler’s Wells on the first night it was to have been wished, for their own sakes, that they could 1 hope, success msmed, 

have “ gone down ” with, or without, the audience, and never re-appeared agam. However, I dare There s much to see and hear : 
say these blots, and that other old blot, Sir Frederick “ wid a cold id ’is ’ed,” axe all wiped out now, Italian Operaat Her Majesty s, and 
and nothing remains but the manly bearing of Mr. Walter Bentley as Rob Roy, the excellent shining Kivie:^ nowmg on at 
acting of Mr. Edmund Lyons as the Raillie, the artistically-played Dougal of Mr. K. Lyons— two Covent (larden, where J^e. Ha- 
Lyons in the same Show — “ give ye good den, Gentlemen” — ^the sprightlmess of Miss K. Mildbn- makers (by her name Enmshlypro- 
3BCALL as Mattie, and, finally, the statuesque poses and the clear declamation of Miss Bateman as im^ced) is making hay while the gas 
Helen MacGregor. shines. Which is aU at present from 

The struggle between Rob Roy and his captors, and the fight between Captain Thornton and The Your Representative. 
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BRETHREN IN BLACK. 

Stingy Parson. “ Your Charge seems a high ohe, Sweep. You earn 
Youa Money very easily ! ” 

Sweep {with a grin). “ Yes, Sir, we Gentlemen o’ the ‘ Cloth’ ho, Sir 1 
we ? ” 


LEAVE AND NO LICENCE. 

‘ The Society for ImproYing Public Morals,”— wbat- 
everthat may be, — bad a grand field-day witb the Magis- 
trates last Friday, when the Oxford Music Hall was 
limited strictly to music without dancing, so that even a 
break-down now would break up their establishment,— 
when the Aquarium Manager was informed that appear- 
ances, in spite of there being so few fish in the tanks, 
were decidedly fishy, whereupon he took to his ’eels, with 
a sorrowing cry very like a wail; and then the blameless 
proprietor of the Argyll Kooms, was again told that his 
valuable property wouldn’t be licensed, whether as a’ guile 
or a’ guileless Eooms, and he too left, expressing his inten- 
tion of giving up his "stall in Westminster Abbey, and 
probably feeling inclined to dean-ounce the Dean, and 
load the Canons with abuse, for having taken so success- 
ful a shot at him. 

And then, 0 shade of dear old Paddy Green, always 
so up to snufi, and such a friend at a pinch, the licence 
was refused to Evans’s ! ! Mr. Amor applied, hut the 
Amor-ous proceedings were against him, and henceforth 
the “ Chough and the Crow ” will seek another nest, and 
“ The Hardy Norseynan^^^ who for so many years had 
his “house of yore ” in Covent Garden, will be a homeless 
wanderer on shore, as, long ago, the Cider Cellars the 
“ C C ” — the two seas, were shut to this Ancient Mariner. 
Alas ! poor hardy Norseman ! The Ars Amoris has been 
fatal to you. So Evans’s farewell ! A long farewell ! 


A Worthy Peer. 

According to a French newspaper no worse informed 
than the Liberie : — 

“ Lord Gladstone arrived in Paris at 5 p.m. yesterday, and 
alighted at the H6tel Bedford, where apartments had been 
engaged.” 

The foreg'oing announcement was probably made nnder 
the impression that the ex-Premier has been elevated to 
the House of Lords with the title of Baron Gladstone. 
Our Lutetian contemporary is evidently not aware that 
the style by which the present Prime Minister has 
magnanimously advised Her Majesty to exalt his 
distinguished predecessor and rival to the Peerage,— an 
honour as gracefully accepted by the latter eminent 
Statesman as likely to he offered by the former,— is that 
of the Earl of Hawarden. 


The Health of Phcebds. — Our Absent Friend ! 


DUNN ON BOTH SIDES. 

{A T age from the Diary of an English Resident.) 

Monday.— early. Put on my light summer native costume of 
ostrich feathers and cowtails. Joined hunting party of native neigh- 
bours. EliBed an elephant. Assisted in eating him up raw. Accepted 
the entrails as plat (Phonneur. Returned to residence for five o’clock 
tea. ^ Assumed European costume, as I expected some Government 
officials to dinner. Had a pleasant chat with them about prospects of 
civilisation under the new Zulu Constitution. 

Tuesday. — Got hack into my cowtails for interview with Native 
Chief, who wants me to take part with him in a Missionary hunt. 
Told him it could not^ be permitted ; and that, besides, it was 
superfluous, as I had driven them all out of the country. Mem . — ^To 
send any Reverend Gent I hear of within twenty miles of my 
boundary a hint he had better make himself scarce, as I can’t 
answer for the Zulu Chiefs under me. 

Wednesday, — ^Assumed official uniform, and attended European 
wedding just over the Natal border. Returned thanks for the 
bridesmaids. 

YAwrsday.— Back again in my kraal. Inspected the new wives I 
bought last week. Afraid I have been cheated by my agent. At 
lea^ three of them must he forty, if not upwards. 

Friday. — Lunched en grand tenue diplomatigue with a dis- 
tinguished European traveller. 

Saturday.— In cowtails. Joined in a war-dance with a few friends 
from the country. 

Sunday. — ^Read prayers at home. 

Monday .—^ ent out on the trail after an enemy of a friend of 
mme* Caught him in the hush, and di^osed of bim by summary 
process, strictly in accordance with the old Zulu law and custom, as 
prescribed in Sir Garnet’s conditions. Two assegais throngh my best 
cowtoi shield. 


Tuesday. — Rode over into Natal in mufti. Took tea with the 
nearest Magistrate. Had a pleasant game of lawn-tennis with his 

Wednesday. — Settled accounts with a tribe that owed me money iqr 
arms supplied, previous to the last war. Wore my full suit of cowtaiL 
fringes, head-ring, and snuff-boxes in my ears, as a native chieftam. 

Thursday. — Busy at office. Just in time to stop an importation 
of rifles at the frontier. 

Friday. — Five out of six of last batch of wives no good. Got xid 
of them according to native law and custom. 

Saturday. — Rode ia to the Bachelors’ Ball at Utrecht. Diplomatic 
uniform. 

Sunday. — After family prayers, had a roast ox for supper, drank 
six buckets of Kaffir beer, and to bed in my war paint ! 


Long-Winded. 

See the effect of the late matches against time in long spells of 
running, walking, and bicycle riding, at the Agricultural Hall ! we 
now learn from the Guardian that — 

T he Vicar of Basingstoke REQUIRES the AID of a PRIEST who 
can INTONE from Oot. 19 to Dec. 21, for the Remuneration of Three 
Guineas a Week. 

Talk of wind ! We donht if this Intoner’s Ixmgs^ would not he 
more than a match for the bellows of tbe most enduring athlete eyer 
backed by Sir John Asilet. 

Weighed in the Balance. 

When one of Society’s Editors takes to another assaulting, 
Wretches who into Society’s pale have no notion of vaulting, 

Say, with a snigger unfeeling they scarce make an effort to snwther, 
Seems “ case of six of the one, and half-dozen or so of the other.’ 


’ To CoEKXsroiriyssTS. — Editor does not hold hi-nse!f bound to acl-nowled^e, return, or pay for Contribvtzfms, In no case can these be returned unless accompanied by a 

stamped and directed envelope. Copies shouH be kepi. 
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YIEWS THEOuaH THE INTERYIEWER. 

Encouraged by tlie reception given to the publi- 
cation of an interview bet ween “Lord’’ GtladssTONE 
and a French reporter, a foreign journalist has called 
upon Mr. Punch ^ with the following result : — 

Reporter. You have read the speeches of G-lad- 
STOiNE in the Gaulois and the TelegrapTie f 

Mr. Punch. I have. 

Reporter. You have learned nothing new from 
their perusal ? 

Mr. Punch. Certainly not. Mx. Gladstone’s 
opinions upon all subjects have been for a long 
time public property. 

Reporter. Having reached the great age of two 
thousand numbers, doubtless you are well up in 
the events of the day ? 

Mr. Punch. Very well. 

Reporter. What is the chief characteristic of 
Sir WiLEEiD Lawson ? 

Mr. Punch. That he warmly supports the Per- 
missive Bill. 

Reporter. Lord Beaconspield, too, is fond of 
what has been called an “ Imperial Policy ” ? 

Mr. Punch. Yon have reason for your assertion. 

Reporter. I am right in believing that the 
greatest Sage of this or any age resides at 85. 
Fleet Street ? 

Mr. Punch. Unquestionably. 

Reporter. AjcA. that John Bull is a worthy 
person who is frank to a fault, and hates humbug 
in all its shades ? 

Mr. Punch. Yes. 

Reporter. Lastly, I would ask whether there is 
any truth in the report that Her Majesty Q.ueen 
Anne is dead ? 

Mr. Punch. You are quite right. Queen Anne 
is dead 1 

The Reporter then retired, deeply sensible of 
the value of the information he had elicited. 


Padding-. 




THE FRENCH HORN. 

An old Tune through a New Instrument. 


THE PAENELL CODE. 

All rents in future to he paid through Mr. Parnell, who shall 
have power to make whatever abatement he may tHTnlr proper in 
favour of the tenant, before handing over the balance (if any) to the 
11 landlord to be at liberty to ask Mr. Parnell’s reasons. 

“tr between landlords and new tenants to he submitted 

approval, and revision if he deem it necessary. 

All laudlords to subscribe to the funds of the new “Land League.” 

No tenant to he discharged from a farm without Mr. Parnell’s 
P®™ission, and all arrears of rent to be considered as cancelled by 
such discharge ; hat the tenant to he compensated for improvements, 
their value to be assessed by Mr. Parnell ox his deputy. 

]^. Parnell, or his deputy, to attend rent audits ex officio, and 
to nave a casting vote in case of any division of opinion as to the 
reduction to he allowed to a tenant. 

When the whole of the rent is paid, Mr. Parnell to dictate a 
smabie letter of acknowledgment from the landlord to the tenant. 

P-^nell wiU always be ready to accept invitations to shoot 
wim landlords, and can arrange to stay for dinner and bed. 

bo long as the present anomalous system exists of tenants paying 
rent to landlords, Mr. Parnell will at all times be willing to advise 
landlords on their duties and responsibilities to their tenants, and on 
tne most effectual method of conciliating them, either by total re- 
mission, or by the grant of long leases — say, for a term of ninety-nine 
a nommal annual acknowledgment. 

Mr. Parnell (or Ins deputy) will he glad to see any landlord who 
may wish to consult him how best to secure the goodwill and 


It must he very difficult to supply paragraphs 
of news daily fresh and fresh. The other day there 
was one headed ‘ ‘ Mysterious Affair at Hampstead.” 


This was sensational. So was the story of a man 

wounded in the leg, and conveyed on a stretcher 
to the police-station. What a chance for the re- 
^ porter! But it finished with—“ Ho weapon was 
found. The injured man, who was sent to the 
hospital, was very uncommunicative^ The re- 
porter might have added, “and ungrateful,” as he 
was evidently deepljr annoyed at the wounded man’s 
inconsiderate and selfish conduct. II faut vivre. 


attachment of his tenantry, on any of those days when he is no 
engaged at an agitation meeting, 

Mr. Parnell will he ready to accompany any landlord or his agent 
on a visit to his tenants, but with the stipulation that the landlord 
(or agent) shall consent to the terms which Mr. Parnell and the 
tenant have previously agreed upon as fair and reasonable. 

Mr, Parnell will offer no obstruction to a landlord wishing to 
c^ upon a tenant alone, with a view to see how he is managing 
his farm, in what state the farm-buildings are, and what crops 
and stock are on the land, provided the tenant has had at least 
a fortnight’s notice of the intended visit, and has signified to 
Mr, Parnell that he has no objection to seeing his landlord. 

Mr. Parnell woxdd be glad to accompany landlords or their agents 
when they drive through their properties, and only regrets that his 
projected visit to America will prevent him from joining in such 
excursions. 

Any landlord who may desire to accompany Mr. Parnell to 
America is requested to conmninicate with Mm without delay, and 
I to state the sum he is prepared to contribute towards the expenses of 
the Mission. 

^ Any differences arisinghetween landlords and tenants can stand over 
till Mr. Parnell’s return ; hut landlords wishing for Mr. Parnell’s 
advice while he is away in the United States, are at liberty t > 
despatch cable messages to him, provided the answer is prepaid. If 
preferred, Mr. Biggar, who will act as Mr. Parnell’s deputy in Ms 
absence, will be happy to advise landlords. 

H.B. — Mr. Parnell wiU not he answerable for any consequences 
of any movement he may he connected with. 


TOL. LXXVII, 


S 











THE SCIENTIFIC CORPS. 

Colmel {sternly^ ^pmitiTig to large Codweb in a c(yrner of the Stables), ** What d’ye call that. Sir ? 

Toutig Subaltern {fresh from the Academy). That, Sir, is the W7eb op the Araobkida Sebentaria DomestjoA, or C0MM021 
House-Spider. We conquer him: during the day, Sib, but he gets the better of us at night. He is considered a model 

OP Perseverance I Of course, Sir, you remember the Story of Bruce and 

[_FxU Colonel, hastily, muttering something about the Service going ’’ — somewhere. 


LOVE AND WEDLOCK IN SALUTEBEA. 

{From a Fomance o/a.d. 2054.) 

The sun ms setting witli "well-tempered "warmtli— for even tlie 
orb of day bad learnt moderation in this Region of tbe Blest— over 
the scientifically-constructed and tborougbly sanitarised bouses, — 
five bouses to tbe acre,Qand five inmates to tbe bouse, — of Ricbard- 
sonopoHs, tbe capital of Saluterra. Tbe children "were singing 
scientific part-songs in tbe snow-white and spacious streets as they 
trooped merriljr borne from tbe school that was delight, or exercised 
their muscles in friendly rivalry on comfortably padded bicycles. 
Pew grown persons were visible. Tbe elite of both sexes — and nine 
out of ten of tbe inhabitants were included under tbe title— having 
finished their aesthetic or scientific occupations of tbe earlier day, were 
now engaged in their lighter occupations, some of composing 
operas and ballets, others of writing plays, perfect in concep- 
tion, faultless in construction, flawless in taste, and consummate 
in expression. Lions and tigers, their native ferocity transformed 
to 0fentleness by tbe refining influences about them, were giving 
their willing aid to tbe router work inseparable from even Salu- 
terraneous agriculture, leaving its lighter tasks to tbe lower order 
of tbe inhabitants,— lower, but yet bow lofty ! 

The one unfortunate Saluterranean at that moment hors de combat 
— if indeed such existence can be called a combat— from the accident 
of a grained ancle at foot-baU, was being pleasantly fanned back to 
bealtn in tbe luxurious retreat appropriated to the few pensioners of 
the commonwealth who bad occasion to accept the freely profEered 
benefite of its superior accommodation, consummate nursing, and ' 
scientifically studied dietary. What need of medicine under tbe bene - 1 
fioent operations of tbe sanitary conditions of Saluterra ? 

Eeclining on a scientifically inclmed couch, in tbe shady and 
fragrant g^den cro-wning tbe roof of her father’s spacious mansion, 
tired out with toying with her pet of tbe period, a domesticated young 


elephant, lay tbe fair Idalia— a ripening maiden of some forty sum- 
mers. At her side stood a table with tbe evening meal of luscious 
fruits and cunningly-prepared cereals, pulse, and fresh garden pro- 
duce. Ou her lap lay au open volume of The Sanitary Retrospect, from i 
which she turned from time to time to toy with a morsel of dainty 
cream-cheese, nibble at a fairy slice of bread and honey, or partake 
lazily from a plate of strawberries immersed in the richest cream, — 
for the cows, too, in this happy land, paid tribute to the blessedness | 
of the place, turning out ou the average ten pounds of butter by i 
the week, or, when their produce was consumed iu the liquid form, 
the milk of three pints of cream daily. To such more perfected per- 
I fectiou had the natural lactiferousness of the Alderney been carried 
by the system of Saluterra, and the confidence en^ndered by tbe 
knowledge that the butcher was banished from this Happy Land ! 

“ Strange I ” she murmured, as she lifted her eye from her hook, 

“ that little more than two hundred years ago the world should have 
been so benighted ! Fancy a land— one, too, claiming the first place 
in the civilisation of that day — in which Government ofB.ces, 

S oliticians, sailors, soldiers, doctors, and butchers could find a 
ving ! And the ladies’ dresses, too ! — so utterly unsanitary, if not 
quite unbecoming, to judge from that curious old record, Le Follet.^^ 
And she turned from the quaint reproductions of tie-backs and 
gipsy-bonnets to glance over her own well-considered costume, which 
mcluded an easy blouse, ample trousers, ’and suspenders, brightly 
embroidered with sanitary gnomes, crossing on hack and breast. 

At this moment a light'but masculine step sounded on the scagliola 
stairs which led up to the aerial garden. Idalia coloured, as, 
raising her eyes, she exclaimed, rather sharply than sweetly, “ So ! 
Here you are again ! ” t 3 1 

“Yes, here I am again ! ” sighed the new-comer as he dropped I 
into a seat at her side. He was a gallant youth, of some forty^five, 
in the prime of early manhood . “ And could I help it ? In v^ all 
the curious Crustaceans, the many-hued Molluscs, the ravishmg 
Radiata, strove to woo me to their arms during my lonely submarine 
rambles, in my self-aerating subaqueous suit, along the floors of the 
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great seas ! In spite of them, in spite of myself, behold 
me once more at yonr feet, to tell yon that I love yon — 
love yon as near distraction as in this happy land a man 
can go.’’ 

‘‘ How often have I told yon,” replied the maiden, in 
a tone of calm yet cntting reproof, “that yon are yet 
too yonng for such words i Back to school, hoy, and 
there cultivate yonr mind and develope yonr muscular 
system, till both are nearer that maturity which alone 
fits a man’s heart to bear the beating of the strong tide 
of passion.” 

‘ ‘ Cruel girl ! ” sadly exclaimed the scientific but sorely- 
smitten young man, “ yon presume upon yonr two- score 
years. But I am answered. Tour heart is given to 
another— that Mac-Moses ! ” And he ground his teeth 
in the convulsive agony of jealous rage. And ere the 
tell-tale blush had faded from her cheek, the poor lad 
had fiung down the stairs, with the irregular step of one 
who could already feel, if he could not analyse, the ex- 
quisite pain of the tender passion. 

“Poor boy!” murmured Idaiia., half regretfully. 
“But how can he hope to rival in my heart my own 
hero 1— the MacMoses, that model of mixed race— the 
man of fourscore I ” 

As she uttered these glowing words, Athelstae Mac- 
Moses — the Hero of her dream— as though called up in 
the fiesh by her passionate apostrophe — stood before her, 
stately and shapely, symmetrical and serene. Dashing 
from his lofty brow the triple hat which bespoke his 
pride in his Hebrew origin, he fiung himself upon his 
knees before her. 

“My gallant Highlander I” softly murmured the 
enamoured girl, as her eye wandered admiringly over 
the full suit of tartan ana cairn-gorms, the garb of old 
Q-aul, which set ofi his shapely limbs, “ yow at my feet, 
and stooping to 7ny hand! ” 

^ “My own Idai.ia!” he answered, proudly but pas- 
sionately, “ I worship you with all the blended fervour 
of a blood in which— thanks to the admirable breeding 
arrangements of this favoured land— the perfervid genius 
of the Celt and the sublime enthusiasm of the Hebrew 
blend with the stalwart endurance and healthy animalism 
of the Saxon.” 

“My own mixed one!” she whispered, in a voice 
hardly audible from soft emotion; and then starting up 
suddenly, as another step resounded on the garden- 
stai^ and a well-preserved elderly gentleman of a 
hundred-and-twenty appeared on the terrace roof, she 
exclaimed, “My father — the MacMoses. You come in 
the nick of time. You know my heart. He has just 
revealed his. Bless us, oh my father ! ” And with these 
simple words she had presented the mature Man of eighty 
to the enduring Elder of six score. 

The proud parent, to whom the name and fame of 
MacMoses were well known, exclaimed, as he stretched 
over their bowed heads hands in which no palsy of age 
was yet to be detected, “ Bless you, my children I ” 

And the happy two were a still happier one ! 

So short, so sweet, were Love and Wedlock inSaluterra! 


A Conditional Science. 

The new College, Bidley Hall, of which the corner- 
stone was laid the other day, is said to be designed to 
teach scientific^ theology. Some theology of course is 
orthodox ; but if there are theologies professed by Doc- 
tors who differ, and Professors who excommunicate one 
another, which theology, please your Beverenees, is the 
scientific one ? Eor those even who believe its axioms, 
and grant its postulates, can any theology be more of a 
science than Heraldry ? 


Conjectural Emendation. 

(jpbr t?ie new Skahspeare Society.') 

“ The time is out of joint I ” 

Samlet had just been telling his comrades how poor 
a man he was, and then he invites them into the house. 
He fears that he shall not be able to provide for them 
a suitable feast. Indeed, so great had been the scarcity 
m the royal larder, that the funeral baked meats had 
been served up cold to furnish forth the marriage-tables. 
Struck by this thought, the Prince exclaims — 

“ The time is out of joints I 


A VOICE FROM THE WEST. 

oodIMeastee Ptjn-ch, 

Cue young Measter 
Hon’rahle Dick, ’at I 
twold ’e we ’d meade an 
M.P., 

Is me Lord’s woldest son, 
an’ zum day a gurt noble 
hisself ’e wull oe ; 

Hot a word ’gin his kin will 
I zay, vor th’ zeake o’ 
th’ days that be gone, 
When his ancestors own’d 
dtheiis estate, an’ mine 
till’d th’ varm I be on ; 
But I wonder ef they were 
zo whindlen, th’ warriors 
hung up in HaU, 

Lookin’ ruddy among th’ 
vine Ladies’ white 
bosoms and waist^s zo 
small ? 

Ef they were, then th’ pic- 
turs he valsehoods, an’ 
young Measter Hon’r- 
able Dick 

To he gaffer an’ gran’fer 
may live, ef a maiden 
vor wife ’e can pick : 

An’ buxom young Ladies ’e mid have, irbe'twold,' just by jerkin’ his thumb, 
Tho*, go’s-truth ! no stouter his loms be than th’ hoops of a ha’penny drum I 
There ’s noo harm in un, — no, not a bit ! hut between you an’ I an’ the post, 

Ef ye talk to nn e’r a hit ser’ous, ’bout bus’ness, ’e zeems kinder lost, — 

When I show’d un dthick prize piece o’ turmets, ’e zes, lookin’ wise as ye please, 
Ah! how 7nany hoiPd wegs o’ mutton will it take to get rid of all these 9 ” 

Me Lord ’e were right in a-zendin’ th’ young gent to sit i’ th’ House, 

Ef ’twere only to teach un fine manners, an* gi’e un a zest vor th’ grouse ; 

There ’s nothin’ do gi’e zuch a relish vor spoort as a brisk spell o’ work : 

An’ t’ Hon’rahle Dick ’e worked hard stan’in’ up vor th’ unspeakable Turk. 

"Ses ! night a’ter night, he do tell ns, th’ party i’ Parli’ment zat, 

Ev’ry man o’ ’em pers’nally present, or a-zavin’ a zeat wi’ his hat, 

An’ a-strngglin’ till daylight i’ marnin’, dividin’, dividin’, like sleaves, 
A-kippin Bkitanteh triumphant, an’ a-rulin’ vor ever the weaves ! ^ 

It do yire up con’s heart in a glow, min, t’ zee th’ gurt lords o’ th’ soil 
Devotin’ th’ir sons i’ th’ Senate, vor th’ good o’ dtheiis nation, to toil ! 

When our M.P. ’d a-served th’ last Session, ’e com’ hwome, as ’t mid he, vrom 
school, 

An’ his face had a-lost dthick expression had caus’d voke to call un a fool ; 

’E look’d sterner^ an’ deeper, an’ darker, an’ fix’d his eye-glass wi’ a frown, 
Like a bwold knight returnin’ vrom battle, or a po-lis vrom puttin’ ’em down. 
Well ! as up to Q-urt Hall I were gone, as it mid he to learn o’ his fame, 

I ’d a-scarce cross’d the coourt when his voice, out o’ winder, were callin’ me 
name ; 

“ Come in, Sma’bone ! How do ! Sit you down ! Take a drink ! Have a weed ! 
How ’s y’r wife ? ” 

Hever treated mwore friendly was I ; never velt mwore at hwome i’ me life ! 

In his own noble smoke-room ’e zat, — ^ne’r hit proud, an’ zo gracious, an’ free, 
Ev’ry inch o’n a gentleman horn,— an’ such kind condescension to me ! 

He ’d a-gotten th’ lads vrom th’ steables, an’ un or two vellars i’ plush, 

A-gi’in’ o’em a slight recreation, combin’d wi’ tohaccer an’ lush, ^ 

An’ the laughter ’e rais’d were tremenjus, as his au’jeuce th’ tactics beheld 
By which th’ Young Englander party th’ Badical cats had a-belPd ! 

’Twern’t by speakin’ ; ‘^Such arguing ’s useless,” as ’e zaid, “ with au obstinate 
crew; 

To give them a chance to chop logic, ’s not the game that our side had in view.” 
Bnt th’ row ’e did raise were a caution, as he show’d ns th’ right zort o’ trick, 
Th’ cheerin’, th’ groanin, th’ whistlin’ wo’d th’ lungs o’ a steam-engine lick ! 

He c’d bray like an ass to th’ life ; an’ his meowlin’, like Tom on th’ tiles, 

W’d ’a’ fetched all th’ Tahhies t’ hear un, ef ’e ’d tried it, I do think, vor 
miles ; 

Then t’ zee how ’e draw’d hisself up, zo t’ speak, wi’ his hack to th’ rock, 

An’ his face to th’ foe, an’ his eyes shut, a-orowin’ like a gallant game-cock I 
’Twas a frolic I sha’n’t soon forget ; — ^bnt Wile Cox, when I met un next day, 
Made remarks, after bearin’ me story, most cruel I really must say ; 

He cried shame on th’ system o’ puttin’ young swells up t’ howl an’ t’ screech 
At orators parlous to touch, or reply to by fair honest speech. 

“ An’ t’ think,” zed ’e, lookin’ severe, “ while these dandies are having their day, 
Oe th’ CKILB AND TH’ TOHN& PKECIOHS LIVES SO STTJPIELT saiTANLEH’D AWAT! ” 

Jehe Shaelbone. 



An Ibish Contradiction.— In Ireland it is very difficult to get twelve men 
to agree to a verdict in Agrarian cases. And yet the class from which the Juries 
are taken evidently make a careful study of Juby’s prudence ! 
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THE LORD MAYOR’S SHOW BY AHTICIPATIOH. 

Pu^TCH haTing heard that the Lord Mayor’s Procession this year 
Tvas to have many original features, has interviewed that mysterious 
functionary the Clerk of the Hanaper, and is now able to furnish 
the following programme, which may safely he accepted as that 
“ Darlin'g’s correct card,” and no mistake. 

Four Policemen, three abreast. 

The Band of the City Fire Brigade (each man playing on his own hose). 
Alderman Noxtage proviug a negatiye. 

The Commissioners of Sewers taking a draiu— 
the Chairman as Cloacinus Maximus. 

Sir W. Arm:stro]vg, with the Woolwich Infant, siuging, 

‘ ‘ Hush thee^ my Bahy ! ” 

The Company of Salters, led by the Shades of Tate and Bradt. 
The Lord Nose-who looking for the Lord Nose-what. 

The Company of Cricketers, led by the Three Gtraces, singing catches. 
The Band of the Company playing selections from “ Vn Ballo*^ 
One Policeman, arm-in-arm. 

Alderman White and Deputy G-ret in Court Costume. 

The London Rueful Brigade led by the Band of the Blues. 

The most Designing Person in the Corporation, the City Architect. 
Mrs. J oiTES with the latest edition of Horace. 

The Company of Accountants and Liquidators, 2 iS figurantes^ 
Dancing to their favourite instrument, the loot. 

Led by Deputy Waddell, from Alderman’s Walk, 
Alderman Stoite doing a gin-sling. 

All the little Stones, looking very glad Stones. 

The Company of Barber-Surgeons, with a mixed Band 
of Medical, Surgical, and Optical instruments. 

The Civic Merry-Andrew and his pocket-companion, Joseph Miller ^ 
Cracking 'old jokes and debasing the moral currency. 

The Company of Spectacle-Makers distributing isinglass. 

The H.A.C. Mounted Yolunteers — 

With their Band playing “ Let me like a Soldier falU 
Alderman Rose — ^born to blush unseen, but never saw it. 

The Company of Dyers, led by Ex-SheriJS Brooke as Duke of Magenta. 
Eds banner bearing the device, ** Ain’t I fat upon Aniline?” 

Two Middlesex ArtiRerymen forming hollow square. 
Professors Tyndall, Darwin, and Huxley, singing 
“ Oh dear, what can the matter ” 

The Company of Fishmongers, marching to their cast-o’-nets. 
Three Policemen in double column,^ 

The Company of Wheelwrights, their offspring turning coaohwheels. 
The Corn Meters, the Coal Meters, the Gas Meters, ^ 

The Toxophi-lights, Electric-lights, and other luminaries. 

The Company of Brewers, singing a Bass Chorus, accompanied by 
One Hundred Barrel Organs. 

A detachment of one Militia Ofdcer, with great command over himself. 
Messrs. Parnell, Biggar, and O’Connor Power, chanting 
“ The Three Chafers J 
The Great City Marshal, 

The Small City Marshal, as Spurious Eoratius, singing 
the cocky Common Councilman of Farringdon Without 
The Common Crier cachinnating. 

Pages from the Chapter of St. Paul’s. 

A Company of City Horse Marines (limited). 

Ex-Lord Mayor Whetham gliding into oblivion, 

Preceded by his Wet-Blanket. 

That imposing Bod;^ of men the Deputy Lieutenants of the City, 

In full military iig, performing involuntary sword-dances. 
Tracy Turnerelli, 

On a White Elephant, in pink fleshings, wearing Wreath, 
And singing, “ Oh! dear, xohat shall I do with it 9 ” 

The Lord of Burleigh quoting Dogberry. 

Farmers’ Wives and Daughters writing him down accordingly. 
The Poetical Remains of Alderman Cotton. 

The Company of Merchant Tailors, led by Mr. Trueeit, 

Sir John Bennett, 

Intoning “Ify Grandfatheifs and putting a good face upon it. 

The City Coroner, singing “ Gin a body meet a hodyf 
The great Sir Martin Tdrper Carden as King Solomon. 
Escorted by his admirers, the Constituency of Bridge Ward Without, 
The Right Hon. the Lord Mayor, 

Sir FRANCIS TRUSCOTT, 

Combining the light of an Owden with the sweetness of a Whetham. 

Elected by some two hundred persons in Dowgate, 

To shine for one year in the borrowed light of three and a half miUions. 
Banners of the City Arms. Banners of the City Legs. 
Banners of the City Corporation. 

AH the German and Brass Bands from within the Twenty-mile 
I Radius. 



Enow’st thou that land where food is Nature’s boon 
To them that use nor knife nor fork nor spoon — 

“ Terra salutis ’’—Land we ’d fain salute, 

Where butcher-meat is dropped for herbs and fruit ? 

Enow’st thou that land ? Go there I Go there ! 

And live a hundred years on that mild fare. 

Know’st thou that land, content with water clear. 

Whose people drink no spirits, ■wine, nor beer ; 

Tobacco neither smoke, nor snuff, nor chew, 

So ne’er with nicotine their blood imbue ? 

Enow’st thou that land ? Go there ! Go there ! 

And live a hundred years as those folk fare. 

Know’st thou that land whose population browse 
Aloft, among the glad green of the boughs ; 

Land of banana, palm, and bread-fruit tree. 

Where Soko s'wings and climbs the Chimpanzee ? 

Know’st thou that land ? Go there I Go there I 
And live on Chimpanzee’s and Soko’s fare. 

Know’st thou that land where minor monkeys hang 
Hard by their long-armed lord, Orang-outang, 

From twigs depending by prehensile tails, 

Whilst them the cocoa-nut with milk regales ? 

Know’st thou that land ? Go there ! Go there ! 

And live a hundred years on apish fare. 

Know’st thou that land ? Do there as there they do. 
Teetotaller and Yegetarian too, 

Thou and thy children, brood succeeding brood, 

Subsist on those our poor relations’ food. 

Know’st thou that land Go there ! Go there ! 

And try high thinking on low living there. 

Know’st thou that land ? Think there what change might be 
Wrought by ape-diet on thy posterity— 

Developed, in their intellects and shapes, 

Back ‘to anthropoid and ancestral apes. 

KhoVst thou that land ? Go there ! Go there 1 
And centenarian prog with Simians share. 


CXrSTODIRE CTJSTODES. 

What Sir Garnet will want to keep ^e Transva^ quiet :^a Pre- 
tozian Guard, But that will be according to Imperial Precedent. 





THE HEIGHT OF >€STHET1C EXCLUSIVENESS. 

Mamim, “Who aee those extraokdinakt-looking Children?’’ 

JSJie. “The Cimabhb Browns, Mamma. They ’re jesthetio, you know!” 

Ilamma, “So I should imagine. Do you know them to speak to?” 

EjSHe, “Oh dear no, Mamma— they ’re most ExaLvsivE. Why, they put out their Tongues at us ip we only look at them! ” 


TOCK-A-DOODLE-DOO!^"—"^ SONGS BEEOEE SUNKISE/ 


It is yet gloom around us, 

The day-spring seems slow ; 

The clouds that have bound us 
Lie still dark and low ; 

But we hear the cocks crowing, 

And know ’tis a sign 
That the night-time is going, 

The sun will soon shine. 

Could the cocks’ shrill view-hoUoa 
The sun rouse from bed, 

Long ere this had Apollo 
Un-night-capped his head ; 

But if day through night’s curtain 
Be struggling to get, 

^Tis only too certain 
It ’s not daylight yet. 

Tet the verge shows a glimmer 
To weatherwise sight, 

Though the dark may seem dimmer 
By contrast with light. 

East and West, from day’s borders, 
And night’s, far and nigh, 

The cocks, their pens’ warders, 

Lift chalLenging cry. 

There ’s Hatfield’s black rooster — 
The bud for a show I— 

Might his foe’s feathered crew stir. 
Were combat all crow ! 

His spurs bravely shown are, 

And hig is his bruit— 

In thy G-arden, Pomona, — 

With more flowers than fruit I 


But fruit can’t be looked for 
This year of offence ; 

And what this cock is booked for. 
Is sound and not sense. 

Brag and blooms in high-flung MU 
So Manchester showers, 

We scarce see or smell dunghiU 
For fragrance and flowers ! 

There ’s the Stanley cock — ^famous 
His breed round Chat Moss ; 

And the Eccles Cross — game as 
He ’d ne’er fought a Cross. 

There ’s the Horthcote red-hackle, 
Who shews sparring sleight, 

But lacks “ devU ” to tackle 
A foe in hard fight. 

StUl, whate’er tliey ’re at fighting, 
They ’re all game to crow— 

To that now they ’re inviting, 

All round, friend and foe. 
Plucky cocks, and cocks cheeky, 
And cock’rels more fit 
To make cocky-leeky 
Than peg in a pit. 

With bodies a-tiptoe, 

And throats on the strain, 

AU for fight spurred and dipt, oh 
They look fighting fain. 

As, from Bantam to Cochin, 

Prom DunghiU to Game, 

They herald approaching 
Election-da5^s flame. 


But ’tis not one side only 
Breeds birds for the pit ; 

What were crowing, if lonely 
The challengers sit ? 
Cock-a-doodles breed echoes, 

And strut prompts to strut, 

And each pecker finds peckers, 

Each comb combs to cut. 

There ’s the Bright burly game-cock. 
Of tough Rochdale strain, 

Prompt to prove he ’s the same cook 
That wou many a main. 

He ’s old, you may tell us, 

But his heart is as good 
As when, hig of bellows, 

His crow bespoke blood. 

And there in the distance, 

Preparing to crow — 

The soul of resistance' 

To Beaky & Co.— 

The old cock of Ha’rden, 

The Cock of the Walk, 
MidlotMan’s yard iu 
Will soon ‘‘ toe the chalk” ! 

There ’s the DevonsMre Ginger, 

Of chaUenge less loud, 

But Ms spur is a swinger 
By judges allowed. 

Oxford’s cock weU I ween has 
Ko foe he deigns fear. 

And Ms steel is as keen as 
His clarion is clear. 
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There ’s the Pomfret game-chicken, 
A.Tistralian-hred, 

Not for show hut keen prickin’ 

His spnrs hear a head ; 

While the Elgin-Bnrgh Bantam, 
That red-hackle bright, 

As in crow he ’ll ont-rant ’em, 

Will ont-face in fight. 

But whate’er these cocks’ colour. 

Or backers or breed, 

Crow they sharper or duller, 

With more brass or reed. 


Don’t let JohjS" Bull on wrong quest 
Plain common sense shirk, 

Mistake Crowing for Conquest, 

Big Word for big Work. 

At their own yalue never 
Take cock more than man ; 

Dullest chief may show clever 
Amidst his own clan. 

On his own dunghill hoisted, 

What bird cannot crow ? 

With others’ wind foisted, 

Weak lungs far will go. 


Less for fighting than feeding, 

JoHir Bull keeps his pens, 

So should count worth and breeding 
Of cocks as of hens : 

Reckon up the egg-batch that 
Goes down to their score, 

And of chickens the hatch that 
They bring his barn-door ! 


Not much oe a Change, — {After so7ne 
late Irish Meetings) < — The Member for 
Louth— Mr. ZuLUVAN. 


LEMON-AID TO LONG LIFE. 



Dr. RrcHAHDSON, founder 'of Hygeiapolis, and discoverer of 
Salut-land, is a great makrobiotik sage, but Dr, Wilhelm 
ScHMOELE, Professor of Pathology and Graduate of Bonn Univer- 
sity, it must be confessed, is a greater. For if Dr, Richardson has 
discovered how to prolong life to six-score, Dr, Schmoele has found 
out the way to lengthen it indefinitely, and by a much shorter cut. 
For to reach Dr. Richardson’s six-score, men must submit them- | 
selves to the discipline of Hygeiapolis, and become un-naturalised 
citizens of Salut-land, where butcher’s meat is prohibited, and' 
politics forbidden. Think of John Bull without his beef, and his 
belligerent Press and Parties ! 

But to reach the indefinite stretch of life promised us by Dr, 
Schmoele, we have only to eat lemons enough. According to the 
report in the Daily Telegraphy here is the quantum of citric acid 
that will pickle the constitution against the decay of age, and make 
our bodies so sour that Time ’s teeth will take no hold of them : — 

“To ladies over forty and under fifty, commencing the citronian system, 
Dr. Schmoele prescribes two lemons per ^em, whilst gentlemen between those 
ages must ‘ assimilate ’ at least three lemons daily. Between fifty and sixty, the 
dose for ladies is set down at three, for gentlemen at four lemons a day. One 
lemon more per diem is ordained to each sex for every additional decade, so 
that centenarians must consume, if women, their eight lemons daily — ^if men, 
no fewer than nine.” 

Some meu may say, “ Come death, rather thau nine lemons per 
diem 1 ’ ’ They may prefer the grave, with all its possibilities, doubts, 
and dpkness, to squeezing such an infusion of sours, if not hitters, 
in their cup of too long life. They would, in fact, rather welcome 
the undertaker’s ghastly mockery of woe and the toll of the funeral 
hell than a life thus acidified to the tune of Oranges and 
Lemons ! ” 


HIGH SHRIEYALTY REFORM. 

Right Worshipeul Mr. Punch, 

Gentlemen who let fiy at grievances in public prints should 
fire with arms of precision — shouldn’t they ? Is it certain that this 
rule has been quite respected by a Correspondent of the Timesy who 
complains of the exactions which he says await those who are 
condemned to serve the office of High Sheriff ? 

“The gentleman who immediately preceded me in my office,” (writes 
“E. S. P.”) “ was fined £500 by the Chief Baron, for lodging his Lordship at 
the first hotel in the town — his own residence being more than thirty miles 
distant, and no suitable private residence could be had on any terms in the 
assize town.” 

Atrocious, if true. But when, if ever, was this enormity com- 
mitted? What English Judge capable of anything so outrageous 
has existed since Judge Jeeerets— and was Jefprets ever Chief 

Baron? ^ tt m t 

No doubt a High Sheriff is laden with heavy charges. Very likely 
High Sheriffs are of no use. Still, Mr, Punchy I hope we may trust a 
Conservative Government not to be prevailed upon by the clamo^ 
of a poverty-stricken aristocracy to abolish the ancient and venerable 
office of High Sheriff. Why should the office be limited to owners 
of the soil ? Let it at once be thrown open to large manuf aetoers, 
big brewers, and other wholesale business men, and even to ordmary 
shopkeepers sufficiently wealthy — grocers and tea-dealers, linen- 
drapers, and tailors. Sir, I myself am the proprietor of extensive 
artificial manure works, and I pay, I suppose, about ten times as 
much Income-tax as my neighbour, Sir Geopfret Gascoigne, with 
his encumbered estate, most of it bare acres. He can derivu no 
additional consequence from bein^ High Sheriff, and he can’t afford 
it, whereas I can, and the appointment would, give me prestigey 
besides answering the purpose of a capital advertisement for the 
concern conducted by Yours truly, 

Triple Phosphate, 


COLD COMFORT. 

Austria held by Bismarck’s heavy hand 
In an “ offensive and defensive ‘band,’ ” 

Not free to wink, or think, to stir or stay, 

But as he points his “ blood and iron” way ; ^ 

The German Zoll-vereiti strict, stern, emphatic. 
Stretching from Baltic sea to Adriatic ; 

And John Bull left to twirl an idle thumb, 

When his wares are shut out where German come. 

One will, one word, one infiuenee alarming ; 

Small neighbours quaking, and big neighbours arming ; 
On Europe’s prostrate neck a heavier heel. 

From armed might to right one less appeal — 

For England less hope, less peace, less employ — 

Such Salisbury’s “ glad titogs of great joy ” I 


‘^Wonderful, Wonderful, and again Wonderful P’ 

“ PURMj-VG/or Pleasure and Pi'oJitP Yes, there is a man who has 
published such a hook, and, stranger still, declares that it records 
actual experiences. He says he has farmed with pleasure and with 
profit! His name is Roland. Rolando jFwrioso— Roland stark 
staring mad — surely. Yet the man writes like a rational man, and 
records what read like genuine experiences ! Chapman .^d Haxl 
are the publishers, and we recommend the hook to the curious. 


INTERTING THEIR PARTS. 

To judge by their uninterrupted record of easy victories over 
American teams, it is Dapt’s Eleven that are doing tiie Yankee, and 
the Yankee Eleven that are Daft.* 

* Silly, vreak of brain .— Comtry Glossary. 
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HOOBAT ! THE INVALIDS GETTING ON THEIR LEGS AGAIN ! 


HAPPY-THOUGHT GUIDE TO LONDON. 

{Being a Dickens of a Dickensionary for the use of Visitors to the Metropolis,) 


brouglit in on every tentli day of the month. 
It is a pretty custom, and a large crowd 
may generally be expected to witness the 
ceremony. 

aUEKETT MICROSCOPICAL CLUB. 
—The smallest Club in the world. Only 
visible through, the most powerful glasses. 
The livery of the servants is invisible 
green. Their motto is “ Omne ignotum 
pro magnifico,^^ i,e.^ nothing can be done 
mthout a magnifying-glass. Here all the 
littlest of little dinners are gdven. The 
subscription is reduced to a miTiinmTp , 
RAILWAYS.— the well-known little 
book, Line upon Line,) 


THE DINING CAR. 

Air — The Low -Bached CcrJ* 

When first I used the railway, 

’Twas in Mugbjr Junction days, 

With their sandwiches so salt and stale, 
Their buns with the fiy-blown glaze. 
Their Melton pies of weight and size, 
Soup too hot down to fling, 

And sausage-rolls, if not men’s souls. 
Their stomachs made to wring. 

As you jumped from your first-class car, 
The minxes at Mugby Bar 
Your change tossed down, 

With a flounce and a frown. 

And a haughty, “ There you ara ! ” 

Five minutes of frantic fixture. 

You strove with might and main 
To gulp some scalding mixture. 

While the beU rang— for the train ! 
Your tea or soup you swallowed, 

As much as did not fly 
On your shirt-front or your waistcoat, 
From the dense crowd hustling by. 
While the minxes at Mugby Bar, 
Smiled, serene, upon the war, 

For they’d learnt the art, 

And looked the part — 

Of “ We are your betters far,” 


POLYTECHNIC INSTITUTION, — ^Divers amusements all day. The Grhost of Professor 
Pepper haunts the Institution regularly. 

POST-OFFICE.— W ell worth a visit. See how it ’s done. The Postmaster-G-eneral looks 
after all the military letters, and a Captain all the naval correspondence.^ On Black Monday 
a Post Mortem is held on all the dead letters, and a verdict given accordiugly. Refer to the 
Postmaster-G-eneral, and he will tell off a Private Letter-Box for your own particular duty. 
The Establishment in St. Martin’ s-le-Grand is always open to the public, and anyone may 
walk round and ask the clerks if there are any letters for Mm, and see how things in general 
are going on. 


r.— Found, on Hen-guiry, to he a very fair, and not at all a foul part of the 
City, whence is derived the name “Cockney.” It consists of an increasing, or crowing, 
population— that is, according to the latest cacklelation. The Old Cock, however, never roosted 
there, but always opposite the Temple. 

PRECEPTORS, COLLEGE OF, — ^AU Masters— no pupils. Yery thriving establishment. 
Every Master teaches every other Master, There is no distinction of rank, aU the young 
Masters being egually called Misters, Portraits of the Old Masters on the walls. 

PRIMROSE HILL. — Where Dr, Primrose, the Yicar of Wakefield, lived— hence the 
name. Here Goldsmith invented his episodical story of Moses and the green spectacles, 
and wrote the song of “ Where was Moses when the Light went out?^^ The ascent of 
Primrose HOI can be made with guides. You cau stop a night on the summit if you like, 
returning at your own time. 

PRINCE OF WALES’S THEATRE. — A very popular place of entertainment, which was 
almost hai^-rupt before Banc-eoet. Here !Mi. John Haee first came ont, and by Ms ap- 
pearance in Society, gave the place quite a fasMouable Hare. Mr. Bancroft’s little 
Hare was dressed regMarly every night for years, hut at last dropped off altogether. Fortu- 
nately, about tMs time Mr. Arthur Cech. cropped up, while the lost Hare came out in 
anew place. Mr. Cecil made np for Mr. Hare, but in the make-up there was no resem- 
hlance. In most of the pieces, in wMeh Mr. Cecil has had to perform, there has been a good 
deal of eating ; from which it was at first erroneously sup-posed that his engagement was 
as a supper-numerary.” Since coming here he has played in everything, never having 
nmsed a piece, hut Ms last is a master-piece. According to the rule of “ Present company 
excepted,*’ so Mr. Bancroft’s present Company is exceptionally good. At this house 
it IS all work and lots of ulay. 

under the influence of Drink, 

^ ^XJEEN ANNE’S BOUETY OFFICiE. — ^Bounty distributed every First of April to anyone 

E news as to the death of Queen Anne. The Office suffered much during the celebrated 
r of the Boui^y, and has never been 'the same since. It is also called “ The First 
ibrnits and Tenths Office,” and prizes are given to aU market-gardeners for the first fruit 


But in Pullman’s dining-can Sir, 

Now run on the Northern Line, 

You ’ve a soup, and a roast, and entries, 
And yonr cheese and your pint of wine- 
At Ms table snng the passenger sits, 

Or to the smoke-room moves, 

WMle on either side the landscape flits, 
Like a world in well-greased grooves. 
Thanks to Pullman’s dining-car. 

No more Mnghy Junction Bai^ 

No more tough ham^ and cMcken, 

Nor passenger-pickin’ 

For the minxes behind the Bar ! 


Then success to the Dining-Car, Sir, 
With elbow-room allowed. 

And leisure to dine and sip your wine. 
And blow the digestive cloud. 
Punch takes off Ms hat to Pullman, 
And Ms sleeping and eating car, 

In the cause of British digestions, 
Against Mugby Junction Bar ! 

Be the journey never so far, 

With Ms dining and sleeping-car. 

At our ease in our inn, 

Along we spin, ^ 

Nor dread Mugby Junction Bar ! 


The Great Turf Frauds. 

“ Reports are current,” says a daily con- 
temporary, that “Messrs. Druscovitch 
and Palmer have been offered good ap- 
pointments in America^and have accewd 
them.” ’Cute of the Yankees tMs. The 
unfortunate Mr. Froggatt was no sooner 
free than he was again arrested. Out oi 
the Coldbath into hot water. 
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FEMALE DENTISTRY. 

“It's nearly out; but mt ‘VYeist is so Tieed that I must eeally 

JisST A BIT » ” 


OBiaiNAL YACCINATIOlSr. 

A MOYEMENT is OE foot to cause Taccination to be per- 
formed mtb lympb supplied by tbe calf. This is an 
improvement deserving to be bigbly recommended ; be- 
cause, in the first place, primary is more effectual than 
intermediate Yaccination, and, in the next, Yacciuation 
from the calf direct can communicate nothing worse than 
the cow-pock. The only objection, therefore, that can 
possibly be made to it by fanatics is that which many 
of them alleged against Jeneee’s original operation; 
namely, that it will cause horns to sprout on the head of 
a Christian, and develop the os coccygis into a tail. 

But the calf, meaning both the animal and the limb 
of that name, ambiguity perhaps would be avoided if 
instead of “ Yaccination from the Calf,” the process 
were to be styled “ Yaccination from Yeal.” 


0 Evans! 

Middle-aged Man about Town log . : — 

Faeewell the <juiet chop ! the tatur baked! 
Farewell the grizzled bones and the big drinks 
That made digestion virtue— 0, farewell ! 
Farewell the ready waiter, the va^e bill, 

The nose-enlivening pinch, eye-winking smoke, 
The kindly hand-shake, and all quality, 

Pride, pomp, and circumstance of Paldt Gkeeit I 
And 0 you ancient Basses, whose rude throats 
The immortal Jove’s dread clamour counterfeit, 
FarewellJ— A fellow’s occupation’s gone! 

Othello irnproved. 


The Personal Press. 

It is announced that the Gentleman^ s Magazine, as it 
was of old under the dhection of Silvanus XIebak, is to 
be reproduced, on its original plan, as a new monthly, 
by name the Antiquarian* This will be a title more 
expressly distinctive than that of Mr. Stlvanus XJbbais’s 
miscellany. In these days a periodical denominated 
the Gentleman's Magazine may naturally be imagined 
by the Public to have been so styled to distinguish it 
from Blackguards’ Magazines— weekly, if not monthly. 


EEADINa AND SPELLING. 

PsoEESSOE Max M'&llee is worthily reputed one of our cleverest 
men ; and yet the Times reports him to nave spoken at the' open- 
ing of the Midland Institute, the other day, at Birmingham, as 
follows 

“He characterised English spelling as a national misfortune. It handi- 
capped the English child to an extent that would be incredible if it were not 
demonstrated by statistics.” 

Statistics may well prove that many English children are handi- 
capped by English spmling, but if a great many English children 
are too dull or too lazy to read more than they are obliged, what 
^es it signify whether they are handicapped or no ? What race in 
life is reserved for the little dunces, when they become great ones, 
as they assuredly will if they live, hut a donkey-race ? Did not 
you yourself, as a youngster, pick up your spelling unconsciously 
m the progress of your reading^ long ago ; and have you not since 
learned how to spell every word in every language in the world, dead 
and living, without an effort, iu course of getting the languages up ? 
If the first of the Three E’s has been acquired to any purpose, does 
not the S naturally follow ? Some school-hoys may never have 
learnt to spell, as spelling goes. But most certainly these hoys 
would not nave learnt more of spelling, and learnt their lessons 
more easily under the tuition of the Spelling Eeformers, and by the 
light of the Fonetic Nuz* \ 


A Hint. 

A Geema^ calling himself “Dr. Plicth,” has been swindling 
some scientific Professors, who have written to the Times on the 
subject. Why don’t the dupes appeal for assistance to the Society 
the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals, which iprosecuted a farmer 
the other day, and had him punished, for plucking live geese*' The 
learned Professors seem to have been “had alive,” and are still 
smarting under the operation. 


A HEGDLAR SGUENCHER. 

Theee was a proposal for a National Memorial— well deserved, if 
ever such Memorial was— to Howla^td Hill. The Lord Mayor, Mr. 
Chaeles Whetham, became the official head of the movement, as 
usual. It languished, and after less than £100 had come in, Lord 
Mayor Whetbeam threw up the sponge, and proposed to drop the 
business. He now writes : — 

“ I was persuaded by a small depulatiou of citizens to defer carrying out 
this intention, in order that they might have an opportunity of canvassing 
for donations among the merchants and bankers of the City. This they have 
done, with the nse of my name as Lord Mayor. The deputation now write 
and tell me that, for the present, they intend to carry on the movement by 
themselves. I am not aware what sums have been collected by or promised 
to them, but the public should clearly understand that none of the amounts 
have yet reached the Mansion House, though they were canvassed for, as I 
have said, by the use of the name of the Lord Mayor. I am thus unable to 
carry the matter any further, and I have to-day returned the donations, 
amounting in all to £90 25. 8^?., which were originally forwarded to the 
Mansion House, to the various subscribers.” 

Thank you, my Loej> Mayoe. Yery kind of you. Perhaps the 
movers had letter carry on the movement for themselves. 

If you want blankets to damp a fire down— wet ’em ! 


BOAEDINb EOE BABIES. 

It might be too truly said that “Boarding-Out” iu the case of 
poor children is apt to he very soon followed by “ Boarding-In.” 
Except where, as is too common, the Baby-Farmer fails to provide 
coffins. 


A HOUSE THAT OUGHT TO BE MOVED. 

The Standard tells us the present Parliament has another good 
year to run. Funch would rather put it, “has another had year to 
stand stiU.” 
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As the erection of a vrall-bos will inenr additional 
expense, yon must, if possible, remove your business 
to a more central position. Yon will be good enough to 
forward, at yonr earliest convenience, a plan of the town 
(or village) showing, in red ink, the position of the pro- 
posed office, that I may jndge of its suitability. J 
enclose an official declaration (which yon must si»n in 
the presence of a Magistrate) and forms relating to 

Sterveyor H.M, P.-O. 


To H.M. P.-O. Surveyor, Chubbington, Sept 29 
Sir,— I enclose plan (for which I paid 15s.), and 
have marked the position of the proposed office in red 
ink, also the position of the proposed letter-box. I have 
endeavonred to procnre a more central shop, but have 
failed. I can assnre yon no inconvenience whatever will 
be felt if my snggestions be carried ont. 

Before anything fnrther is done— (I have signed the 
declaration)— I should be glad to know the salarv and 
dnties of the office. _ 

Jacob Stop. 


S,M, St Martini^ s-le- Grand, 

To Mr. Smipp, October 4. 

Sir,— B efore the Department can sanction the 
erection of a wall-box where yon suggest, it will be 
necessary for yon to notify yonr acceptance of the 
office, which I should be glad to receive at once. You 
will be good enough to wait upon the owners of the 
property where the wall-box is to be erected, to obtain 
their permission. To have prepared by different masons 
or builders, three or four estimates, for cost of erection, 
and submit to me for approval, also, forward plan of 
inside of yonr premises, showing, in red ink, what por- 
tion you propose to use as the Post-Office, and position 
of letter-box. The latter must he two feet deep, one 
foot wide, and one foot across. It must be strongly 
made, and provided with a patent lock, the key of which 
must always be in yonr own possession. 

. As the wall-box is nearly a mile from the office, you 
will he allowed sixpence per week for collection. Por 
the delivery yon wul receive Is. 6d. per week, and as 
Postmaster yon will receive in addition the sum of four 
pounds per annum. I may add, the cost of erecting the 
wall-box should not exceed four or five shillings. 

Surveyor H.M. P.-O. 


Guileless Yov/ng Whist-Flayer [regarding Ms hand meditatively — a spade having 
been turned up). “ I wonder why — ah — the Duty on Cards is only Three- 
pence 1 ! ” \Eledrieal effect on the other three old stagers / 


OUE LETTEE-BOX. 

{Being a recent Official Correspondence.) 

H.M. JP.-O., St Martin^ s-le- Grand, 

Me. Smiee, Sept. 3. 

Your name’’ having been submitted to the Postmaster-Eeneral as 
a candidate for the appointment of Postmaster at Chnhhington, I have to re- 
quest yon will immediately inform me in what part of the town yon purpose 
establishing the Post-Office ; yonr age, fuE name, and the names of two re- 
spectable householders who wOl become sureties for yon to the department for 
the sum of J6200. It is perhaps unnecessary to add that yon must be a house- 
holder, and that the Post-Office should be as near the centre of the town as 
possible* Surveyor H.M. P.-O. 

To H.M. P.-O. Surveyor, Chubbington, Sept 4. 

Sir, — I beg to acknowledge receipt of yonr favour of 3rd inst. I purpose 
devoting a portion of my shop ^ (Stationer’s) to the postal business. It is not 
in the centre of the town, "but is admirably adapted to the purpose. The place 
is nearly a mile long : so if a wall letter-box could be placed at the end of the 
town, no objection wm be made to the position of the proposed office. 

I am forty-six years of age, and have been in my present position twenty- 
three years; am proprietor of the Chubbington Weekly News. Mj resectable 
standing in the town— being owner of my own and three adjoining houses— 
together with the fact of my having been nominated by a Member of Parliament, 
would, I should have thought, dispensed with the necessity of my procuring 
sureties: but if it is indispensable, I elect the “Guarantee Association” as 
my bondsmen— (I see they charge 305. a year for £200)— not oaring to ask my 
friends to become surety for me. It would be derogatory to my dignity. My 
fuHnameis Jacob Smiee. 

H.M. JP.^0., St Martirds-de- Grand, 
Sept 20. 

iiE,— I am surprised to hear you are a newspaper proprietor. It is 
impossibly you can hold me important position of Postmaster without severing 
: your coinection with the Chubbington Weekly News, which I presume you 
are prepared now to give Up. 


» » 4|f # 

[Mr. Smiee’s last letter is all but illegible, and what 
we can make out is incoherent, not to say abusive. "We 
regret to learn, from official sources, that Mr. SmFP did 
not accept the office.] 


GEEEH-MEAT CUM GEANO. 

^ At the Manchester Conference of the Vegetarian So- 
ciety, on the resolution of its President, Professor Hew- 
ECAN, “ a resolution was passed that persons who desire 
to abstain from all meat of quadrupeds and birds, though 
they decline to bind themselves wholly to abstain from 
fish and marine animals, shall he received by the Society 
into an intermediate grade, concerning which the Exe- 
cutive may draw up the necessary regulations.” 

The Society can thus no longer boast of including in 
its menu “ neither fish, fiesh, nor good red-herring,” and 
ought, it would seem, to change its name from Vegeta- 
rian to Pisci- Vegetarian, or Fishy-Vegetarian. An 
exclusive vegetable diet, as it stood, has always been 
regarded by meat-eaters as a “fishy” kind of nutri- 
ment; but perhaps with fish superadded, it may have 
temptations that sans fish, crabs, oysters, lobsters, 
shrimps, and prawns, it never would have held out. 
StiH, one cannot but tremble for the leguminous future of 
the Society. After fish, is it not to be feared that fiesh 
may not he so far off ? ‘What, if “ fish ” come to he con- 
strued, as in the Friday dietary of Home, to include wild 
fowl, seals, porpoises, and other cetaceans ? One sees a 
danger in this direction, which may draw on others; 
tin at last the more exclusive followers of Nebuchad- 
nezzar may have to exclaim, with Mercutio, but not so 
merrily, 

“ Oh flesh, flesh, how art thou fishified ! ! ” 


Question. — A Correspondent wants to know whether 
letters unduly delayed in their transit through the Post- 
Office, entail any charge for over-wait. 


les- To Cos®BSPO?n>itirfA — The Sditor does not hold hims^ hound to whuowUdgt, return, or puy for Contributions, In no ease can these he returned unless accompanied by o 

etaanped and directed envelope. Copies should he Tcept, 
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-VOLUMES!” 

Amatmr Composer, ** ^Heakd my New Song 

Candid Friend [with a jperce;ptible shudder). ** Oh Lob J I Hope so ! ! ” 


POES EOR PHYLLOXERA. 

Awabe, 0 Bacelius ! Lo, proclaimed 
Foe to the growth that girds thy shrine, 

The Phylloxera^ fitly named 
Vastatrix, ravage of the Vine ! 

Arise, thou King^ of Grapes, and smite 
That vermin viler than a fiea ; 

Stamp out that shameful parasite, 

The spoiler of thy sacred Tree ! 

Sad Ymeyardmen to Science cry 
Against the spreading pest in vain; 

As yet no chemicals they try 
Suffice that insect-foe to hane. 

But what, good people, if there were 
Another and a better way ? 

If you made little birds your care — 

Birds that on animalcules prey ? 

The Garden 'Warblers, Great and Small, 

The Larger Whitethroat, and the Less, 

Willow- Wren, Wood-Wren, Blackcap, all 
Those Birds that grateful Gardeners bless. 

Their quarry Phylloxera^ s race. 

The Aphis chiefiy they pursue, 

And ferret out of every place 
Where he can lurk, or creep into. 

’Mongst stems and shoots whose juice he pills, 
They hunt him up amid the leaves ; 

And pick him with their little bills 
Out of the chinks wherein he cleaves. 

But yet ye do yourselves sore wrong 
When those best friends you blinffiy slay, 

Devouring e’en small birds of song 
Under the name of gihier. 

Your Tines they will secure from hurt 
Of insect plagues, to bloom again ; 

Their timely beaks may doom avert 
From Claret, Burgundy, Champagne. 


Caxp-Love. — To Mothers! Yaccinate from the Calf 
direct, if you have any regard for your Infants’ weal ! 


THE COEEESPONDENT^S CATECHISM. 

{Afghanistan Version.) 

Q. What is a Special Correspondent ? 

A. A submissive scribbler attached (at his own risk and expense) i 
to the head-quarters of an Army in the field, for the purpose of i 
singing the praises and glory of the General Commandiug-in-Chief, 
or his divisional or brigade Commanders as the case may be. 

Q. What must you bear in mind when you accept this situation ? 

A. That my presence is merely tolerated, and that on the slightest 
show of independence, much more insubordination, 1 am liable to be 
tried by Court-Martial, certainly sent to the right-about, and, for 
all I know, shot. 

Q. What do you understand by the term “insubordination” ? 

A. This is a question I must respectfully leave to be answered for 
me by the G. C.-in-C. 

Q. Is it understood that you are prepared to obey his orders P 

A, TJnquestioningly, absolutely ,and abjectly. 

Q. Do you owe any duty to the JPublic ? 

A, None that is not over-ridden by my duty to the G. C.-in-C. 

Q. "What do you consider your relation to the proprietors of the 
journal you represent ? 

A, That I am their servant, but always subject to the G. C.-in-C., 
to whom they, as weU as myself, should feel deeply grateful for his 
kind consideration in permitting me to follow the Army to the field. 

Q, What do you understand by a “ defeat ” ? 

A. It is a word which I should only think of applying to the 
enemy. If the enemy loses one man kOled and two wounded, this is 
a signal defeat. 

Q. What do you understand by a victory ? 

A. That it is a word to be strictly confined in its application to 
the exploits of the G. C.-in-C. If the Army in the field takes a 
small undefended fort, and captures a couple of eamp-foUowers, this 
may be a very great victory. If the G. C.-in-C. says it is, I am 
bound so to report it. 

Q. Supposing the G. C.-in-C. to retire hurriedly, leaving his 


camp, stores, and ammunition behind him. How would you describe 
the manoeuvre ? 

A. I should describe it (subject, of course, to the approval of the 
G. C.-in-C.) as a strategic movement of masterly skill and profound 
combination. 

Q. Supposing that the G. C.-in-C. managed to lose all his men in 
an ambuscade. How would you describe the circumstance ? 

A. I should describe it (subject to the approval of the G. C.-in-C.) 
as one of the thousand-and-one little ups and downs of a campaign. 
At the same time I would dwell on the gallantry of the troops, and 
the firmness and foresight of their illustrious commander. 

Q. Supposing that the G. C.-in-C. were not present at the incident. 
How would you view his absence ? 

A, I would venture to express (subject to the approval of the 
G. C.-in-C.) my humble and respectful admiration at the profound 
military insight shown by him in staying away. 

Q. You have no objection to take a wigging, blowing-up, bully- 
ragging, tongue-lashing, or any other helping of humble pie, from 
any combatant officer, from a sub-lieutenant upwards ? 

A. On the contrary, I should feel honoured by any such evidence 
of their recognition of my position with the Army. 

Q. How do you understand the relations of the sword and the 
pen ? 

A. That the one may be used to cut the other ; but that they can 
have no other or nearer relationship than is implied in their being 
both made of steel, as china and stone-ware are both made of clay. 

Q. You understand the conditions under which you are to write ? 

A. Certainly. Before taking up my pen I am to have my; eyes 
bandaged, like other licensed intruders on the camp from the side of 
the enemy. 

Q. Supposing this precaution ever dispensed with, on the ground 
of your recognised subordination, general harmlessness, and good 
behaviour, what article would you be prepared to substitute for 
your bandage ? 

j A. A, pair of rose-coloured spectacles ! 

I You may go down. 

I And he went. 


voir. Lxxvxr. 


T 
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XIIITH book of EUCLID. — PROPOSITION 1. THEOREM. 

If two Flayers on two sides of a Parallelogram are equal to each other ^ each to eac\ and have likewise the hearts contained ly those two 
sides equal to each other, and shall likewise have all advantages equal, and their faults shall coincide, then shall they le equal each to each, 
viz,, a love-match, which may or may not he absurd. 

Let a and B be two Platers on the Pahallelogbam CD, EF, &c., &o., &c. * * * ♦ * * 


ME. PUNCHES SPEECH EOE THE LATE LOED 
MAYOE. 

The speeches of the Officers of the Municipality at the Lord 
Mayor’s Banquet are usually of a yery perfunctory character. This 
is greatly to be regretted, as the nineteenth century is essentially 
an age in which things ought to find their level, which should never 
be a perfunctory one. Peeling that the time has arrived for a new 
departure, Mr, Bunch ofEers a specimen of the sort of oration that 
might be made with advantage on Monday next. Mr, Punch has- 
interpolated the “interpellations” — {sls Cheers! Hears! Laughter !^^ 
&c.}— that may be anticipated as a matter of course. 

Toast— “ The Late Lohd Matoe ! ” 

After the demonstration, which this toast is sure to provoke, had 
died aw^, his Lordship rose and said — 

“ Mt Loed Matok, Mt Loeds, Ladies, and G-entlemen, 

“ The sounds that have just reached my ears have given me the 
I greatest possible satisfaction. It is one compensation for the labours 
and remonsibilities of such an office as I am retiring from that a 
I^rd Mayor, on reaching the end of his term, is sure to receive 
his just deserts at the hands of his fellow citizens. {^^Hear! 
Hear /”) As an old Sailor, who has weathered a good many storms 
— perhaps I may be permitted to point out to my 
successor his most formidable rocks ahead. (Applause,) During 
the last year I have had to sail in what I hope I may be allowed to 
call yery dirty weather. (Cheers,) I am sure you will feel as 
hea^j glad as I do that my voyage is over ! (EnthitsiastiQ applause^ 
It is,^ indeed, a pleasant thought that to-morrow my place at the 
Manaon House will be occupied by another. (Renewed cheering,) 
As you all know, I make no pretensions to wit. (“ Hear ! Hear ! ”) 
I am sure you wiE believe me, when I say, that the words I am now 
about to utter are not intended to be jocular. ( Cheers,) I am going 
to give the present Lord Mayor — (long and continued cheering ) — 
a little frienfiy advice. (‘ ‘ Hear P) 


“Pirst, I would strongly impress upon him the advisability of 
living at peace with his colleagues.^ (Cheers,) ^ I am sure he will 
believe me when I assure him that it is a great mistake to treat them 
with discourtesy. (Loud cheers,) He must never pervert the op- 
portunities of the proud position he now fills^ to personal or petty 
purposes. (Renewed cheerinq,) He will find his place an unpleasant 
one if he ever forgets the dignity of the Lord Mayor in indulgence 
of the petty peevishness of a rightly or wrongly aggrieved private 
individual. (Enthusiastic applause,) My successor has certainly 


individual. (Enthusiastic applause,) My successor has certainly 
begun well. For instance, I find that on this occasion the officers 
of the municipality have their proper places at this festive board. 
(Cheers.) It is within my recollection that this has unhappily 
not been always the case. (Cheers,) He has also a fine oppor- 
tunity of restoring the hospitality of the Mansion House to its 
pristine splendour — (cheers) — and so making this festive board shine 
by that finest source of effect — contrast. (Loud and long continued 
cheers.) Should the celebrated Company of the French Comedy 
revisit our city, he will have the opportunity of really entertaining 
them, not at a lunch Limited — (applause) — ^in one of the smaller apart- 
ments of the Mansion House, followed by a walk over his state 
apartments, but by a really representative banquet to the notabilities 
of the theatre — ^literary and Mstriomc. I hope he will do his best 
for the charities, for contributions to which he will he the channel. 
(Applause.) I trust he w^ permit the office of the Hospital Sunday 
Fund to be re-established in the Mansion House. ( Cheers.) I do not 
f.hinTr he Will find this seriously interfere with his convenience. (Loud 
cheers.) Agflin, I cannot help feeling that it will be as well to be very 
careful as to his connection with public companies— (cAecrs) — or 
political meetings. (Renewed cheering.) Let him take my word for it, 
it does not look well at home or abroad for the Lord Mayor of London 
to preside at a meeting rendered unruly by the fact of his presence, 
whether as a shareholder or a partizan. (Loud cheering,) Above all, 


board! (Enthusiastic cheering.) I warn Mm never to insult the 
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bar. [Loud applause.) I hope I may point out tKat sucli eondnct is 
not dignified — I tbink I may go so far as to say it is not gentleman- 


like. {Thunders of applause^ 

‘ ‘ And now 1 must bring my remarks to a eonclnsion. (* No, No r) 
I must, indeed. (“ No, No/”) In future I intend to devote tbe 
whole of my time to tbe protection of tbe morals of tbe City of Lon- 
don in general, and tbe Eismg Generation in particular. This, tbe 
great work of my public position, I shall henceforth prosecute in a 
purely private capacity.’^ (Loud and long continued applause,) 

The late Lord Mayor then resumed bis seat amidst every demon- 
stration of enthusiasm. 


SAYS MYSELF TO MYSELF. 

s:e N ight Thoughts 
of a British Mee- 
tor — 

Why have I 
had to wade 
through six ^ co- 
lumnsof partizan 
rhetoric Jevery 
day for the last 
fortnight? 

Have I really 
^ got any good from 
^ the infiiotion ? 

Do I really be- 
lieve, with Lord 
Salisbury, that 
the security of 
the country will 
\ be jeopardised if 
the present Go- 
1 vernment don’t 
I stay in? 

Amiprepared, 
withMr.BBlOHT, j 
to tear my hair 
and emigrate, un- 
less they go out ? 
^ — XT — Have I quite 
' ' madeupmymind 

that Eussia is onlylbiding [her^timel^to •walk!airof a sudden iuto the 
Isle of Wight ? 

^ Has Mr. CiCAMBEELAisr persuaded me that the Czar hates the 
sight of his own epaulettes, and never lets one of his birthdays pass 
without proposing an European disarmament ? 

Has the Attoeis'et- General quite convinced me that the new 
Aj.e3LANI)ee the Great wears long black curls, and is perpetually 
creeping about Europe in a cloak and mask, with loaded pistols, 
seeking whom he may bid “ Stand and deliver ? ” 

Has the Pall Mall left me entirely convinced that the Hussian 
Bear is the Beast of the Apocal^se ? And do I, in my heart, believe 
1^ the Haging and Bearing Lion he is painted, at once so diabo- 


AN EDHCATIONAL GBIEYANCE. 

Dear Punch, 

Sarah-Jane, my eldest, was worth 12s. to the School- 
Board of Linkumdoddy, last examination by H. M. I. She passed 
in three specifics— can prove that astronomy’s correct, that there 
are five periods in the English language, that flowers have polysyl- 
labic functions and botanical names. That girl is worth 4s. more 
to the Linkumdoddy School-Board than your dog Tohy to the 
Imperial Treasury. 

Tom passed in Standard YI. and two specials, clearing an ugly 
interminate decimal, and winning 205. ^ 

The twins struggled through Standard lY. and two specifics, 40s. 

Bob made 12s. in Standard II. 

And the Infant 8s. by attendances. 



veluan as the P. M, and the M,P. represent hi^ v 

Am i re^y obliged to Sir Staeeobd for putting ofE the payment of 
my Bills tifl a more convenient season ? 

Did I quite like forcing up Six Millions in a lump for fireworks ? 

Have I any intention of ordering another supply at the same 
figure this 5th of November ? 

Am I dying to see the Treaty of Berlin torn up into spills ? 

On the other hand, should I break my heart if it were ? 

Js the Berlin Treaty such a brilliant success as Lord Salisbury 
tells me? 

Is it quite the miserable failure Sir W. Y. Harcourt makes it 
outr 

Do I quite see my way on either Party’s lines ? 

1 ^ ^ fiifite know what either Party’s 

Am I so satisfied with Lord B. as Treasury tenant, that I ought to 
m^^?^* premises unconditionally for another Parlia- 

Peace -wilih Honour” and “ASoien- 
'Worth what I ’ve paid for them ? 

OoiUa I be much^worse off — suppose I concluded for the negative ? 


SOES rENNYSONIANA A!E THE EEEBESHMENT-ROOM, YORK* 
(For the Bonthward-hoimd hg Plying Bcctchmm/") 

" 0 Swallow, Swallow qmckly flying South ! ” 


w hat is the School-Board’s gratitude to poor Pater — af armer, whose 
crops are much soaked with ram, and who nas many worn clothes and 
dog’s-eared books to renew, for this magnificent contribution to the 
cause of educatiou ? Why, its school-fees are as high as ever, and 
it saddles me with an education-rate equal to what my children earn 
for it. Should not the money earned by my oflspring cancel this new 
tax ? What ’s the meaning of my having children with bright parts, 
I should like to know ? They might as well be dull, and then their 
lawful owners would not lose so much money by them. 

A Caledonian. 


MOPE “TURNING HIS FLANK.” 

(Vide Punch, Oct, 25, 1879.) 

Mr. Punch has filled two waste-paper baskets with complaints, on 
the score of age, of his illustration of an excellent old story, showing 
how a Lawyer served a Butcher. Old ? Of course it is old. But is 
its warning the less wanted ? But if age is an objection to a good 
story any more than to good wine, here is a sequel of this old story, 
which has the merit of novelty while just as true as the original 
Joe : — 

The Butcher handed over the Lawyer his twopence, and informed 
against him for keeping a dog without a licence. 

The Lawyer was convicted, and fined ten shillings with costs. 

The Lawyer again fixed his right eye on the Butcher j and with Ms 
left eye discovered a doubtful-lookmg one-pound weight lyiag on 
Ms shop-board. 

Tbe Butcher handed over to the Lawyer one pound sterling, “ to 
say nothing more about it.” 

The Lawyer cried “ Quits ! ” 

The Butcher put his shutters up, and the little dog wagged Ms 
tail, 

HAPPY YOUNG PEOPLE ! 

^'‘Monday, OctolerTI, 1^1^. 

*' Their Royal Highnesses the Prince and Princess of Wales, accompanied 
by Princess Louisa, Princess Victoria, Prmcess Maude, the Grand Duke 
and Heredita^ Grand Duke of Hesse, together with Prince Ferdinand of 
Glucksburg, Prince Louis of Battenburg, and suites, honoured Madame 
Tussaud’s ExMhition with a visit this evening.” 

AlH, Boyal lads, and lasses too, of wax, 

I No royalties of worse than wax to bore you— 

Nought heavier than young years on your backs, 

And Baker Street’s gay gaslight world before you I 

Merry f raters, golden-haired young sorors, 

Long may you take all Tussatjd shows for true— 

All, save the Blue-Beard chamber, Mght “ of Horrors.” 
Long, long may that remain locked fast for you ! 


PaUibility e Banco, Infallibility ex Catbedra. 

Sir, 

Yott have ruled that “ eggs is meat ;” and I incline to agree 
with you ; but surely the Leeds Stipendiary may plead the Pope m 
favour of his judgment, that “ eggs are not meat,” Roman Catholics 


Then 'do'* not be too hard on Mr. Brtjce. Think of the conflict of 
authorities I Punch on one side, the Pope on the other ! 

Yours, sincerely, 

Dubitans. 

P.S.— -I am glad to see that Mr. Bruce has since r^ed that 'though j 
eggs are not meat, they are provisions. Thus fallibility and infalli- ; 
billty are brought nearer, at least, to reconciliation. ^ 
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HAPPT-THOUGHT GUIDE TO LONDON. 

[Being a Dickens of a Dickensionary for the me of Visitors to the Metropolis,) 

'JkAlLyr A.YB (Metropolitan’).-— Now, a Lohdoiier can traye*- all over, or rather all xuider, the 
Metropolis by rail. Excessiye sharpness nmst not be expected from the officials as, like neglected 
knives, they are always timler-grounth Yisitors to London should be carefnl on getting a Metropolitan 


Bailway Guide ^ to “read between 
the lines,’’ or they ’ll get awfully 
mixed up. At the same time they 
must be warned^ against reading 
between the lines when two 
trains are coming ; in fact, if 
they’re reading at aU, they’d 
better remain on the platform. 
Of course this is a mere matter of 
plat-form. A Bill in Parliament 
is necessary to get up the steam 
for any new line, and when the 
mighty engine of the law has done 
its work, the ground is got over 
rapidly, and the Company are in 
possession of a “ Legal tender.” 
The^ Railway Commissioners sit 
during term time and ^ect all 
examinations for commissions in 
the (Railway) Gruards. Any one 
can be a ticket-taker, the only 
necessary qualifieation being to 
I possess the right sum of money to 
[take a ticket, and to go to the 
office at the correct time. There 
is a fine Metropolitan Railway 
Museum to which coUeotors are 
invited to contribute. 

RALEIGrH CLUB. — Sometimes 
ca,lled Rawleigh, sometimes Ray- 
leigh-, ^ For example, in the latter 
case, if you are pointing out the 
bui l ding to a friend, and observe, 
“ That’s the Rayleigh,” you must 
look for the reply, “ Is it raylly ?” 
If looked upon as JR^wleigh, no 
member can expect his chop to 
be thoroughly done, as it would be 
contrary to the traditions of the 
Club. Some pronounce it * ‘ Rally,” 
under the impression that it was 
founded by Sir Walter Rally, 
the great pantomimist of Q-ueen 
Elizabeth’s Court. He used to 
go about with a bit of a cloak 
like a square piece of carpet, which 
he would put down in the street, 
and then go through a perform- 
ance,^ accompanying himself on 
his pipe. He was of a placid and 
contented disposition, and history 
records that he only once showed 
any annoyance, and that was when 
his servant, thinking his master 
was on fire, emptied a bucket of 
water over him, and Sir Walter 
ownedto having been considerably 

“ put out.” 

RATCLIFF HICHWAY. — 
The place has very much changed 
since it deserved the name of 
RatcHfi. There is now no cRff, 
and very few rats — at least 
visible. 

REAHINaROOMS.— SpeciaUy 
for the use of those who make a 
hurried luncheon on Reading bis- 
cuits. Worth a visit. Everyone 
brings Ms own tin, and pays for 
himseH. 

RECORD OFFICE.— AR in- 
sufficiently fastened, or open 
boxes found at the luggage- 
stations are brought here, and 
each case is re-corded. CMef 
Officer (for Scottish lives) the 
Thane of Cawder. A Special 
Recorder for the City of London, 
whose duty it is to see that all 
the Lord Mayor’s boxes — ^the j 
Mayor’s boxes are called, of I 
course, Horse-boxes— are properly 
closed for traveUmg. 

REFORM CLUB,— Originally 
started by Martih Luther in 
the time of Heiurt the Eighth. 
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Only Eeformers’ names axe on. the hooks. Celebrated for chops and 
steaks. 

REGrENT CIRCUS.— One of tlie most amusing entertainments in 
London. Open free to eyerybody, Cbange of performances eyery 
quarter of an hour. The trained steeds are ■well worth seeing, and 
the business between Clowns, Swells, and Policemen, excellent. 

REGrENT’S PARR. — Only different from Hyde Park in haying no 
Powder Magazine. Its broad walks and side alleys are great places 
for rendezvous. Here nursery-maids abound, and leaying the peram- 
bulators listen to their loyers’ vows. This is a good reason for keep- 
ing no Powder Magazine, as in Hyde Park. There being so many 
young sparks about besides the Great Regent Spark itself, it would 
be highly dangerous. 

REGENT STREET.— Where Geoege the Eotjeth, when Prince 
Regent, used to walk on Sundays. “ This,” he one day said to Bea.T 7 
Beihmmel, “ is Ike Event's treat.” It was called a'fter him, but he 
took no notice of it. It is now spelt differently, and the ^*oke lost. 

REGISTRARS. — ^Any ■two persons can go and be married before a 
Registrar, unless the Registrar is married before them. 

RESTAURANTS. — Pirst started in the time of the Restauration. 
They are eyerywhere, and you can driye about in a cab and dine 
d la carte. Yebeex’s is about the oldest Restaurant in London — 
at least Yerrey old. Some pronounce it “ Yaet’s.” This is -wrong, 
for it is almost always good, and seldom varies. It was so celebrated 
at one time, and may be now, for its petit tas of coffee, that the 
motto proposed to be adopted was Magna est Verreg tas A 
ut^ lower down in Regent Street is the Caf6 Royal, prono-onced 

Kaffg ItogarV^ The idea is Prench, of course. According to the 
old nursery jingle, “ chief ” in the second Ime is evidently chef : — 

Kapet was a Preuehman, 

Eappy was a chief, 

Kappt keeps a kaffy-house, 

And don’t take any be^. ] 

This of course was the old John-Bullish notioiL of the “Mossoo in 
generations long gone by. Then there is Eetthee’s, in Chnrch Street, 
S^o, a little beyond Dean Street, where yon may fiTnl a good deaner. 
There is the Holborn Restaurant, wb^rc an excellent hand of 


music ijerforms appropriate airs. Here the sound of the flutes 
ushers in an entree of flageolets, sparkling dance music accom- 
panies the caper sauce, Morceaux from Operas-^JBouffe give a zest 
to the tripe, two glasses of pale ale are announced hy a melody 
arranged for the Double Bass, and a second demand for porter is at 
once suggested by a strain from Meyeebeee, which comes from a 
tap on the Conductor’s desk. To express the descent of a Waiter 
into the caves below to fetch some ‘"fine old crusted,” one of the 
orchestra goes as low as he can on his violin-cellar. The W alters keep- 
ing time to the music, in double sets of five, dance a-ten-dance, and 
the entire suite, whenhanding the sweets, are always puddin^ their best 
foot foremost. On the appearance of the liqueur, a “ go,” that goes 
with the coffee, the Band play a hunting air, to indicate the chasse ; 
and with the cigars comes something of an Off-an^haceg character. 
The Horse-Shoe is another large establishment where the customer 
pays on the nail ; but here the specialite is a first-rate American 
bar, showing the connection between Horse-Shoe and “Shoddy!” 
Messrs, Bbeteah aot Robbets— so clearly the operatic Bertram 
and Roberto — do the restauration for the AcLuarinm, and the Italian 
Rohaho’s — or “Roman Nose,” if you want to direct the cabmen, 
who will call the YaudeviUe the V ordyveal— in the Strand, ■will 
repay the consommateur. There’s a good Restaurant at St. James’s 
1 Hall, and, as the Christ;^ Minstrels are under the same roof, you may 
expect to see lots of Dinahs at feeding time, and can always be sure 
of grilled Bones. 

ROUS CLUB.-Motto, “Our ^Ouse at home.” Called after the 
celebrated Admiral, not the Bravo, 

BOWING.— Depends on its pronunciation for its treatment.^ Row- 
ing in the street should he immediately stopped by a Policeman. 
Rowing on the water has nothing pugnacious about it, except where i 
the Rower comes across a brawling stream. ^ | 

ROYAL EXCHANGE, — ^W e don’t want one, Q-nite satisfied with 
our present Royalty, 

ROYALTY THEATRE-(Ft*e?e “ Miss EIellt’s ” Dost ^Office 
Directorg.—lt is now the home of The Beitce.) , _ 

RUSSELL CLUB.— Chiefly for Ladies. Name misspelt, Vtde 
Rhstib, 




A SIGN OF THE TIMES, 

Mi\ Molomj, L'islh Farmer {to Mr. Flynn, the Agent). Suke, I*te comb to i-SK ter Honour to sat a Word to the Masthbb 

BOR MB, FOR THE BlACK BoREEN HOULDING.’* 

Agent. *• Ho, Molony, the Masther won’t take a Tenant without Capital.” 

3fr. Molony, ** And is it Capital ? Sure, I ’ye Three Hundred Pounds in the Bank this Minit ! ” 

Agent. “ Oh, I thought I saw your Hame to that Petition for a Reduction of Rents, as you were all Starving 1 ” 
Mr. Molony. ** Tare an’ Ages I Mb. Flynn, darlin’ I Is the Petition gone to the Masther yet ? If your Honour 

COULD JUST GIVE MB A HOULT ON IT, THAT I MAY STHRIKB MY NaME OUT t ” 


VISITATION aUESTIONS. 


FINANCINO. 


[^or Archdeacons and others . ) 

1. Are you puUing down your cliurcli, or are you building it up ? 

2. Are your Services monotonous or musical ? 

3. Do you turn your back upon your congregation, or does your 
congregation turn its back upon you ? 

4. Have you altered your tables, or do you still keep the Com- 
mandments ? 

5. Do you make use in your Services of all your senses, especially 
common sense ? 

6. To wbat price do you go for your Candles — ^if any ? ^ 

7. How many beads bave you in your sermons, and with wbat do 
you “cap” them? 

8. Do you raise your alms in your Offertories ? 

9. Wbat average of tbreepenny pieces do you baye ? 

10. How many people pass tbe plate without giving anything ? 

11. Where do your people go on special collection days ? 

12. Are your flymns Ancient or Modern ? 

13. Do you rule your petticoats, or do they rule you ? 

14. Do you teach your Curate, or vice versa ^ . . I 

15. Do the pretty girls go to mm, or to you, for religious teaching ? | 

16. How often do the plain ^Is require instruction ? i 

17. Are aU allowed to start fair for the Curate ? i 

1 8. On what prmciple do you regulate your matrimonial handicaps ? 


Mr. S.D.Waddy, M.P., Q,.C., has written a pamphlet on Liberal and 
Conservative Finance, nred by such rightful wrath against the 
financial misdeeds of the present Grovernment, that we wonder not to 


see his name printed on the title-page either L. S. D. (instead of simple 
S. D.), or Ira Waddt. Perhaps he leaves out the on the 
financial principle so cruelly violated by our present Ministers, “Take 
care of the pence, and the pounds will take care of themselves.” 

Here are some of Mr. Waddy’s only too plain figures 

“ Prom 1861 to 1866 the Liberals reduced the funded debt by £8,040,600 ; 
from 1867 to 1869 the Tories added to it £708,400. From 1870 to 1874 the 
Liberals again steadily reduced it by £4,416,500 ; and the present Gfovern- 
ment has, with equal steadiness, but with frightful rapidity, added to it 
£21,390,r500 in the five years, or £4,827,100 per annum.” 


This is only a specimen-note, out of too many to the same tune. 
Unfortunately, for the extravagances of the Administration, it 
is emphatically not a case of “A great reduction on taking a 
quantity.” 


Apropos of Some Recent Proceedings. 


What carriage best on random course 
In logic’s teeth the mind to hear ? 

Once ’twas “ the cart before the horse,” 
Now ^tis “ the cairte before the Mayor ! ” 


THE qUESTION FOR THE NEXT ELECTION, 
{Alter et Idem.) 

Do you believe in BeaconsfieIiD ? 

Bo yon believe in Bogey ? 


PROOF POSITIVE. 

It is it hut too evident that Russia is advanciag towards India. 
Isn’t she always taking Steppes in that direction ? 
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GENIUS AND ITS HOBBIES. 

Ludwig Bemolski, the geea.t Composer, pondlt imagines he can draw 

IN WATER-COLOURS, WHILE HIS OLD FRIEND, WlLKIE TURNER BrOWN, THE 

FAMOUS Landscape-Painter, is under the delusion that hs can write 

SONGS (and sing THEM) ; SO THAT WHENEVER THEY MEET TO SPEND A PLEASANT 

EVENING, Bemolski insists on inflicting his fearful daubs on Brown, 

WHO persists in REGALING BeMOLSKI WITH THE MOST GHASTLY SETTINGS OF 
OUR BEST POETS TO MUSIC. 

Brown. “Break, break, break,” &o., &c. 

Bemolski. “Anozer Tutch Yint-mill!” 


^ARRY IN PARRY. 

Cber Charlie, 

Y swee avfy reste — for a fortnit or so. Ain’t it prime ? 

I landed on Raine Dor, yer know, and I ’ve ’ad sech. a proper old time. 

And as ’twas tke Prench. ’Oss as plumbed me and give me my chance of a hont, 

I tbonght I ’d trot over to Parry, and see wot the frogs was about. 

Ob, a pocketful do perk one up like. I laid in a sweet suit o’ stripes, 

And went in a regular crusher for neckties, light kids, and silk wipes. 

If you ’d twigged me, dear hoy, on the start you ’d ’a said I was mixing it 
strong, 

But didn’t it jest fetch ces dames as I druT in the Bwor der Boolong ? 

Stunning place, though the trees is too spindly, like all Parry trees, my dear 
hoy— 

ISTot G^reenwich Park form hy a lot ; hut the City ’s a thing to enjoy. 

I ’ve picked up a heap of the patter, and feels myself pooty ofay. 

For, in course, to be out of the chat floors a feller in doing the gay. 

FTot so rorty as London, my pippin, and tant swor poo frothy and thin ; 

I ’ope you are fly to the Lingo ; so I tip you the Parleyvoo in. 

Comes nateral now, don’t yer know, though more orkerd to write than to speak. 
But my haccent ’s considered the cheese, and my style o’ pronouncin’ it cMc, 

Kot so rorty as London, I said, and I sticks to it. Somehow, yer know, 

One feels jest a little mite out of it. Lots of ler gai and lev ho. 

But jolly ? Well, no, not percisely ; the larks, like the liquors, run light, ^ 

And a spree d lar Frongsay, though gassy, don’t fill up my pewter— not quite. 

There ain’t enough body about it, no row-de-dow rollick and ramp. 

The French don’t seem up to perdoocing us cards of the jolly-dog-stamp. 

They sits at the caffys and chatters, and tipples up tots weak as tea, 

But a pot o’ four-’arf and a frolic is things as you don’t often see. 


Fine streets, and no error, though, Charlie, Them 
buUyvards bangs us to bits. 

You might play cricket well in their squares, slog for 
sixes, and run out your ’its. ^ 

That Place deller Concorde, for instance, — I ’m blowed if 
one doesn’t feel lost, 

And pine for a pub. in Cheapside, stout-and-mild and a 
out off the roast. 


There ’s a deal too much finnick and fuss, hyang Mossoo- 
ing, and that sort o’ thing. 

You don’t want your gassong — ^that’s waiter— to speak 
like a haffable king ; 

Puts yer out, don’t yer know. FTow, our “ yessir ” 
sounds proper, respeckful, and pat. 

But a Frenchman ’s all bows and hong Jours, and he lives 
with ’is ’and to ’is ’at. 

A smart Concierge in a cap, with a hey© full of mischief 
and fun, 

Seems pooty good goods for a rally, but, bless yer, it ain’t 
to be done, 

I put on the rattle to rights in the style that ’s so takmg 
shay noo. 

But they ain’t got the ’ang of it, Charlie,— it doesn’t 
come off, not a few. 

Of course you carn’t chaff cmmny /o in a language you 
haven’t quite nailed ; 

But my style ought to do it, dear boy— it ’s the very fust 
time as it ’s failed. 

It ’s the fault of young Frenchmen, I fancy— they carn’t 
come the true rorty pal, 

And yer see, when the feller ain’t wide, why, what can 
you expect from the gal ? 

Howsomever, I picked up a chum, as was out on the 
lonely like me, 

And I think we astonished the natives, and showed ’em 
our pattern o’ spree. 

’Ow they stared at our capers, dear boy ! ’ow we laughed 
at their “ Commongs and shrugs ! 

No. Parry ’s O.K., and no kid ; but the Mossoos is most 
on ’em Mugs. 


“ Fust himpressions I ” says you. Werry true, but I take 
a cou dJeel tidy quick. 

I thought to find Parry a parrydise ruled by the merry 
Old Nick ; 

It’s a City of Caffys, clean streets, open spaces, and spiok- 
and-span ’ouses, 

And women without any bonnets, and workmen in dingy 
blue blouses : 

No pubs, but long buUyvards, Charlie, aU Eustyrongs, 
tables, and trees ; 

With folks grubbin all over the place upon kickshaws 
and claret and cheese. 

But there aiu’t no ’ome feeling about ’em, these hrasserie 
cribs and wot not, 

And for comfort, and fun, and good tipple, yer true 
British bar bangs tbe lot. 


I miss it, my pippin, I miss it ; the baccy, the barney, the 
beer, 

The chumming, the chaff at the counter,— they do it so 
different ’ere. 

StiU I ’m going it nobby, dear boy, and you know there 
are capers in Parry 

That — well, mum’s the word. More anon. 

Toot d voo der hong wotsemame, 

’Abrt. 


"WlLat Base Uses,” 

While Smith and Jones were taking a walk down 
Fleet Street, as suggested by Dr. Johnson, they discoursed 
upon the new Criminal Code, Bankruptcy Act, the Ee- 
f orm of the Lunacy Laws, and various other things that 
“ are to he,” and, meantime, continue “ as they were.” 
Smith was from the country. Quoth Smith to Jones, as 
they arrived in Carey Street — ** What is that large and 
majestic building I heboid ? A shop, I presume ? ” 

“It is a shop,” replied his companion; “or wiU.be, 
if it is ever finished.” 

“ To whom does it belong ? ” 

“ To the leading firm of law-publishers.” 

“ And what will they seU there ? ” 

“ Law-stationary.” 


VOL, LXXVII. 
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OLD EIP EIFTY lEAES HENCE. 

(A Protectionist Peep into the Future^ from the Chaplin and 
Mclver stand-point,) 

Eip awoke, and, pulling himself together, wearily descended the 
mountain. He had closed his eyes in England— it was in England 
that he now opened them, after fifty years’ slumber. Sleepy 
Hollow, when he left it, had been a viUage devoted to agricnlturi 
pursuits. As he came within sight of the spot, he expected to find 
the corn-fields or pastures he remembered. Much to his surprise the 
land, jfithongh unencumbered with bricks and mortar, was quite 
uncultivated. Thistles and brambles were growing in rank luxuri- 
ance, and there was not a stalk of com or a blade of grass to be seen 
anywhere. 

As he descended into the valley he met some children, but they 
expressed no astonishment at seeing him. After half a century’ s expo- 
sure to the weather, his garments were naturally dilapidated, but still 


they were in better repair than the clothes of these wretched, ragged 
little ones. As he passed they held out their thin hands and asked 
for a penny. Unable to satisfy their demands, he passed on, won- 
dering, and soon found himself in the High Street of his native 
village. As he gazed at a row of tenantless cottages, winch, he 
remembered noisy with industrious inmates and playful chudren, a 
disreputable looking, unkempt and unshorn man, with his beard 
and hair filled with sawdust, approached him, and asked him who 
and what he was, Eip blushed a little as he remembered the revels 
of his younger days, but he replied, -o • • i. 

“ My name is Rip Van” Winexe, and I suppose I was a British 
Farmer, although I used to spend the greater part of my time m 
sport.” 

“ I know. I ’ve heard my grandfather say they all did that in the 
olden time,” returned the new-comer, dolefully. “Shootmg and 
hunting, and fishing and playing on the piano-forte ! Ah— they Imd 
fine lives of it in the good old times ! Not only the Farmer, but his 
missis, and his daughters at the boarding-school, and his sons up at 
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the University ! But it’s all passed away— all passed 
away ! ” 

'V^o and what are you ? ” asked Rip. 

“A British Fajmer of the Twentieth Century,” re- 
turned the distressed agriculturist, sorrowfully. 

“ Oh, you stni have farmers ? ” 

“Well, we keep up the name f hut we get all our 
com from Canada and the United States.” 

“ And your meat ? ” 

“From Australia, and North and South America 


And your tnilk and butter ? ” 

“ Oh, from all over the place— except England. About 1 
a hundred years ago an enterprising foreigner discovered 
how to keep butter and milk sweet for any length of 
time. So we have had to give up our dairies.” 

“ Ah ! I think I remember something about that ! ” 
murmured Rip. ‘ ‘ They were talking about it just before 
I feU asleep.” 

“ Yes, everything has passed away from us— cattle, 
sheep, poultry, milk, cheese, butter, green crops, corn, 
fruit, vegetables, everything ! They aU come from abroad 
nowadays ! ” 

“ And how do you pay for ’em ? ” asked Rip. 

“ Pay ! Bless you,” said the farmer, “ we don’t pay. 
They give ’em us. Still, a man must have pocket- 
money and his little ‘ luxuries,’ ” 

“ Yes, certainly,” said Rip, consolingly. “ And what 
do you do for them ? ” 

“ Well, we have had to take up a trade that the 
Yankees have quite discarded. Since they have become 
the food-producers of the world they can afford to let us 
have a monopoly.” 

“ I see. So the work of the British Farmer of the 

Twentieth Century is to manufacture ” 

The Agriculturist blushed deeply, and replied, 

“ ^Is to manufacture Wooden Nutmegs ! ” 

“ Oh, 1 think T had better try to get another nap ! ” 
stammered out Rip, as he thoughtfully reascended his 
mountain, sighing, “And that’s what Free Trade has 
brought us to ! Oh, Shade of Cobden, if ghosts had only 
heads to punch ! ” 


That’s How the Money Goes. 

(By a True Blue.) 

Nice Liberals ! Cheeseparing kind ! 

Not so lib’ral as we Tories — Jknow ; 
True, you may be down to the Rind, 
But ’tis we that are up to the Rhino ! 



Foe Mes. Weldon’s Consideeation.- 
relus ! There is a medium in all things ! 


‘-JEst modus in 


“SOCIETY SMALL TALK.” 

“ On the young Lady’s exclaiming, ‘ How well these rooms are lighted ! ’ the 
young Han might reply, ‘ Yes, by the light of Beauty’s eyes, and you are lending 
your sliai*e, which is not a small one, to the general illumination, the hrilliancy of 
which is almost too dazzling to a poor mortal like myself, to whom it is well that 
moments such as these are brief, else the reaction would be destructive to my peace 
of mind, if not altogether fatal to it.’ ” 

Young Peter Piper 1ms got his lesson well hy heart, and is only waiting^ to login, 
for the lovely Miss Bippingtcm to exclaim, “ How well these EOOiis are lighted ! ” 
which, unfortunately for him, they are not. 


BOARDING-OUT r. BABY-EARMING, 

Punch finds, to his deep disgust, that a recent paragraph of his, 
suggested by tiie Tranmere horrors, has been read as implying some 
relationship in his mind between the murderous abominations of 
baby-farming and the boarding-ont system, as advocated by 
that noble ministress and martyr, Mrs. Nassau Senioe, and as 
carried out, Punch is rejoiced to know, in many parts of England 
and Scotland. Wherever the attention of a Local Ladies’ 
Committee can be secured, first to select proper foster-parents 
for the boarded -out little ones, and afterwards to keei) an 
attentive eye on tbeir treatment aud^ progress. Punch helieves 
that boarding-out may supply what hig pauper schools cannot — 
something like a substitute for parental loving care and guidance. 
But id these conditions he not most sternly insisted on, the 
hoarding-out system may be a cover for horrors little less foul than 
those that made the old parish apprenticeship-system so often a 
mask for unspeakable oppression and iR-treatment. Even now it is 
not safe to consign parish apprentices to callings that carry them out 
of reach of surveillance, such as the Grimsby smack-fishing, “ Out 
of sight out of mind” is likely to be a sad law sorely verified in the 
case of many an ill-used young pauper, overworked and over- 
watched, underclad and underfed, out on the cold Northern Sea, 

But Boarding-out, under the wise and watchful eyes of a con- 
scientious and careful Ladies’ Committee, ought to he a real blessing 
to Parochial babies : enabling Boards of Guardians, with a clear 
conscience, to transfer to woman’s hands part at least of the most 
peTOlexing duties of their guardianship, 

Punch would meve deeply if any ill-interpreted joke of his 
should lead to the least confusion between “ Boarding-Out,” rightly 


managed, and Baby-Farming, which is not, and is not meant to be, 
anything but a cover for babe-murder, made manslaughter by 
cautious systematic protraction of the sufierings of its doomed 
dumb victims. 

If ever fiends in human form earned the gallows, it was the 
Baeneses, husband and wife. If ever a wise and humane Judge’s 
reading of the law erred on the side of lenity, it was Mr. Justice 
Beett’s, when it suggested to the Jury the low'ering of their crime 
from murder to manslaughter. 

If those babe- slaughterers, the Babneses, were rightly treated, as 
homicides in only, the second degree of guilt, the wretched woman, 
Watees, the Lambeth Baby-Farmer, who was himg a few years ago, 
paid too high a penalty when she gave her miserable life to the 
gallows. And yet, when have we felt more satisfied than in her case, 
ffiat the halter had no more than its due ? And who has not felt 
that the Baeneses, under Justice Beett’s direction, have had less 
than theirs ? Much as Punch objects to sitting in judgment on his 
Judges — and atove all, one of the most intelligent — he cannot help 
doing it in the case of the Tranmere Baby-murderers. Not only 
does their offence seem to him in its long-sustained and cold-blooded 
atrocity, to cry out for the highest doom of law, but it is an offence 
that above most requires for the deterrent infiuence of the sternest 
punishment on behalf of creatures that of all most powerfully claim j 
our protection by their innocence, and their powerlessness to protect 
themselves. 


WONDEEPUX. 

The late Lord Mayor, rope-maker as he was, was not satisfied 
with the rope the Aldermen gave him. He actually took more ! 
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Beas Me. Punch, 

The new Loed Matoe, wliose reign “began on Monday last, exercises, 
I “believe, the art and mystery of Printer and Stationer. Let us put every- 
thing else aside, business and pleasure, the cares of to-day, and the^ calls 
of to-morrow, the demands of duty and friendship, the absorbing occupation of 
perusing the attacks of Lord Chatswoeth, and Sir Henet Taunton, and the 
replies of Me. Clitheeow, and the Marquis of Stonehenge, and think for a 
moment or two of all the witty, sparkling, pointed, humorous, and diverting 
jokes, jests, hons-7nots, and pleasantries, which may, can, shall, and will be 
said or sung, spoken and written (do you not shrink and tremble, Jfr. JPunch^ at 
the prospect ?), with direct reference, or indirect allusion to the craft and calling 
of Sir Peancis Wtatt Teuscott, now set up by his fellow-citizens to distribute 
justice and give proofs of his hospitality at the G-uildhall and Mansion House. 
Pou will not, I imagine, be displeased if by so doing we get the start of some 
at least of your correspondents, Mr, Punch, 

^ The new Lord Mayor will he the Type of all that the Civic imagination 
pictures to itself a Lord Mayor ought to be— the Copy of all the great and good 
Aldermen who have preceded him in the Curule Chair. 


He will do his best to produce an excellent Impression. 
Other Lord Mayors have been prime, but this one will 
be Primer ; nay, we venture to prophesy he will be Long 
— Primer. 

^ V A Brilliant career may be predicted for him ; he will be 

J the Minion of neither Court nor faction. He is English 

to the backbone; and scores of aspirants will contend 
yfSy for the honour of having been the first to affirm that he 

is a Nonpareil. 

If he is not a fountain of honour, he can point with 
pride to a Fount of type. 

^ Let Italian or Yenetian masts be erected in his "Ward, 

i and for the nonce let them be called Italic ! 

% In politics it is understood that he is Conservative, 

^ and that his views are likely to be Stationary rather than 

progressive. 

More than the usual Stereotyped compliments will he 
paid to him. 

His hospitality will be unbounded — the First Proof 
^ appeared on the tenth ; he will be an Al-dine ; he will 
f not forget the Press. 

Small Capitals may boast their Mayors, their Provosts, 

. their Syndics, but our Lord Mayor is connected with the 
'' Biggest Capital in the world. 

[ A sword of honour will be borne before him— not a 

‘ Composing-stick. 

He will be tenacious of ceremony— and Form. 

^ All the invitations from the Mansion House during 

^ his year of office will be in Black Letter with Eubricated 

< ■_! > Capitals. 

Turtle and turbot, pheasant and venison may be served 
np on the sumptuous hoard, the Imposing-table, at the 
Guildhall or the Mansion House ; but it wiIL not be com- 
Lst, exercises, plete without a Pie. 

s put every- May he have nothing to regret or Revise I 

ind the calls May his slumbers in the state four-poster be tranquil 

occupation of and unbroken, iu Proof-sheets— if it should he more 

TTON, and the congenial to him to be so Composed ! 

id think for a May his career be a Justification of all these praises 

ind diverting and compliments ! 

and will be And may he never forget his best Mentor— PwwcA / 

Ir, Punchy at Tv pee 

ft and calling 

( to distribute P.S.— I have been spending some time in unbroken 
nsion House, solitude, pondering whether the ingenious can offer yon 
start of some any pleasantries founded on the Loed Mayoe’s name. | 
As at present advised, I cannot see that this is possible. 

0 imagination Happily for yon, the Loed Mayoe is not a North Country 
reat and good man, or you would certainly have been informed, over 
and over again, that he was a Tru(e)scott ! 


IN MEMORIAM. 


|o|ii 

Boen at Hoxton, September, 1802; 

Died at Lower Sydenham, Friday, Oct, 31, 1879. 

On the far-ofic snhnrhan graveyard’s hush 
Breaks the slow clangour of the burial bell ; 

Through close-set ranks of stones this press and push, 
Of an old Actor’s “ last appearance” tell. 

Spite of the shuffling of converging feet, 

And hum of tongues at funeral pitch, one hears, 

Across the monotone of the bell’s beat. 

Faint echoes of the laughs of fifty years. 

Poor “ Bucky” can this last large house command, 

On his last Act the curtain down to bring ; 

Leaving the stage, for once, without a hand, 

W aking sad sigh and thought, for mirth’s shrill ring* 

’Tis weE that men should love what makes them laugh, 
Memory and mirth find ties of golden thread, 

^hat Time’s kind hand should winnow out the chaff, 
Which brings no grist to Eving or to dead. 

Let none to-day for moral or for flout 
Mark how, or why, in sickness and sore need 
mi. - ^ 1 ^ 1 ^ burned so blythe went out ; 

Inink rather how its oil our lamps could feed 

light of laughter, from the brimming cruise 
That for so many years ran never dry. 


Author and Actor — give the man Ms dues, 

And who large debt to Bitckstone wiE deny ? 

“ Ashes to ashes ! Dust to dust ! ” we hear 
The pellets’ rattle on Ms coffin-Ed, 

Like the last knell of many memories dear— 

Glad times, glad faces, in the past long Md I 

Ask if, for all that recklessness of Ms 
’Mid rocks and reefs oft braving wind and tide, 

He had a kindly heart ? The answer is, 

From these his comrades ranged at Ms grave-side. 

They knew, none knew so weU, the open hand, 

The unjealous mood, quick all desert to read ; 

Tongue that to heg in comrade’s cause was blaud. 

Ear that, deaf else, was never deaf to need. 

The staunchness to old mates, that sometimes strained 
Tether of patience, till pit, box, and stall 

“ That he was blind as weE as deaf ” complained, 
“When for friends’ sake Art oft went to the wall. 

Light lie the turf on the old Actor’s bier : 

Of many a load he lightened many a heart : 

A more mirth-making mime for many a year 
We are not like to see. ’Tis sad to part. 

And leave Mm lying here, out in the cold, 

Who held such cosy corners of our past I 

Farewell, old “ Bucky,” many a heart wM hold 
Thy memory green, for aE shades o’er it cast ! 


Ope TTHfc Line. — A new departure in Turkish policy fox Bbacons- 
FIELD & Co. — from Concession to Coercion. 
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THROUGH A CHINK. 

“ TKe Cabinet Council deliberated yesterday for nearly two hours and a 
half. Another meeting will be held to-day.”— Jfomwy ^a^er. 

Scene— TA e Cabinet Room* Glances interchanged. Ministers 
assembled, 

EE Premier, 
Yery sorry to 
hring you up to 
town, but glad 
to see you look- 
ing so well. 
■Well, Grentle- 
men, T suppose 
you’re all sen- 
sible of the 

situation? Ra- 
ther strained. 
But of all solu- 
tions of the 

political pro- 
blem, I am 

decidedly for 

one 

The Home 
Secretary, Dis- 
solution r 
The Premier, 
duite the re- 
Terse. jKesolu- 
tion, I spell the 
first syllable of 
my name with 
one S. No. I 
have only one 
rule. As hunt- 
ing men, you 
will awreciate 
it. “Harden 
your heart, hus- 
tle your horse, 
and never say 
die!” But as we 
^ must all die^ 

sooner or later, it may be well to think, in good time, over the best 
cry to go to the country with. 

The President of the Council, Just what I was thinking myself. 
I have turned over a few. What do you say to “ Free Trade on 
both sides ” 

The Premier, G-ood idea. Has anybody else anything to suggest ? 

The Foreign Secretary, Well, ah~wasn’t my Manchester speech 
about the right thing ? The old motto of the Berlin fiag — eh ? ^ 

The Premier, Worn out. Shreds and tatters— “ Pieces without 
honour.” Ha ! ha ! {All the Ministers laugh quietly,) Anything 
else, anybody ? 

First Lord of the Admiralty, "What do you think of “ a Free 
Fleet— and no cat ! ” ? It sounds popular and catchy, don’t it ? 

War Secretary, Or a “ Half-time Army” ? Beads like a saving 
of twelve millions right off. 

Colonial Secretary, Suppose we tried “Crown and Colonies”? 
Good Imperial ring about that. Or “Beciprocity among Belations.” 
Suggests a kick to trade, you see. 

Lord Chancellor, Hardly domestic enough, I fancy. Don’t come 
home to men’s business and bosoms. 1 should say something 
like “ Justice without Jury— and down with Law Costs I ” — or you 
might even go the length of 

The Premier {rising), “An Economic Woolsack— and no Chan- 
cellor ! ” Ho, my Lords and Gentlemen, you ’re all wrong. The 
country wants something a leetle stronger. I should suggest 

All {expectantly). Yes? 

The Premier, Another Furopean blaze I 

Foreign Secretary {enthusiastically). Excellent I And for phrase ? 

The Premier, “Armed England against alarmed Europe.” No- 
thing like national sentiment* We ’re quite agreed— eh ? 

All {unanimously). All! 

The Premier, Yery well, then; here goes! (Wires off simulta- 
neously to Simla, Petersburg, and Constantinople,) How for Council 
matters. Suppose we run through our programme ? Marquis, may 
I ask you to refer to your “ Agenda ” ? 

Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs, Threatening letter to 
Bussia. Qruarrel with France about Egypt. Screw on Sultan 

Premier, Ah— perhaps that will do for the present. Hothing lihe 
a spirited Foreign policy. 

Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs, We have received an 
inheritance from our ancestors 



Premier, Oh yes , — we know, — excellent, out of doors. Could not 

be better ! But not here And now, Hardz — ^I beg your pardon 

— CuANEEOOE 

^ Secretary of State for India {atte7npting to 7'ead a paper of instruc- 
tions), quite make it out yet. I think it’s sometlang about 
annexing Herat — or is it Merv ? 

^ Secretary of State for Foreign Affan’s {angrily). Ho, no ! That is 
in my programme. Yhave to annex Merv 

Premier, My dear Marquis, you are a leetle impetuous I 

Secretary of State for India {indignantly). Please, he is always 
interfering with me. As if Ac had anything to do with our Indian 
Empire ! 

Secretary of State for Foreign Affairs {conteinptuously). Oh ! 
haven’t I just ? 

Secretary of State for India, Ho you haven’t. India ain’t Foreign 
—it’s domestic. 

Premier, My dear friends, you mustn’t quarrel. Take my word 
for it, we will find you both plenty to do. 

Secretary of State for India, Oh, I have it at last I {Readmg.) 
There’s— the Scientific Frontier — on the side of — what wretched 
writing— oh, I see — China, — or is it Persia ? 

Premier, Either will do — ^but both will keep. Fii attendant. Sir 
Michael, what have yoic got for us ? 

Secretary of State for the Colonies, Lots. There ’s the Yictoria 
row— and here — cautious public letter to Sir Gaenet, to tell him to 
be careful what he ’s about ; civil private note to beg him to go 
ahead and do what he ‘ ‘ darned pleases I ” 

Premier, Yery concisely put. However, that ’s your own affair— 
strictly. You must see we can’t he bothered with John Dunn and 
the Transvaal. And now. Smith ? 

First Lord of the Ad^nirally, Oh ! I’m all right. A few millions 
to be nsed judiciously in the dockyards. Beep Cyprus in the back- 
ground, and tell Hohnbt to bounce the Sultan a bit. It will be a 
capital point for the Election. 

Premier, Connu ! And you, Stanley ? 

Secretary of State for War, Snub the Militia, and Bed-tape 
the Toltinteers. Cardwell gave both their head far too much. 
Caul WELL was wrong. The only way to save the Election— I mean 
the Army— is to 

Premier , Undo Cahdwell’s work— only don’t he in^ too great a 
hurry. My dear Boy, you quite understand the situation. Ah ! if 
yoxir brother had been as intelligent I But that ’s a painful subject ! 
And now, my dear Chancellor of the Excheciuee, we have left 
yuu and the Home Seceetaey to the last ! I know you are all right, 
xon always are. You ’re so conciliatory, and so reasonable. 

Chancellor of the Fxchequer, Ho, I am not, and it ’s cruel to 
chaff me ! Why don’t you let me change places with the Home 
Office? He’s got nothing to do hut to keep the Publicans in good 
humour 1 It ’s too bad I With all you fellows spending r^ht and 
left, how am I to make a decent Budget ? What have 1 got to 
ap^al to ? 

Premier, Fireworks, my dear Boy ! fireworks, with your figures 
and phrases ! Blaze away enough of them, and J ohn Bull won’t 
bother himself about figures. Never fear. I’ll puU you through ! 
And now, my dear friends,, you aU know ^our cues. ( Whispers 
a date,) We advertise last nights, and ring up for the serio- 
comic entertainment of the Present Parliament, to be followed by 
a General Election I {Airily,) So holiday is over, and the business 
of the Establishment is just agoing to begin. Apropos— those fire- 
works for the Lord Mayor’s Banquet I You ’ve your speeches ready ? 

\_All rummage their pochets. Scene closes. 


Sorrow without Salt. 

“The Aylesbury Dairy Company have been trying a new, and, as yet 
secret, treatment for butter, which preserves it fresh and sweet for an 
inde^ite period without salt. We shall have unsalted butter from America 
in any quantity.” — Spectator, 

Atlesbuet duchs ! Aylesbury geese, say I ! 

Who ’d teach us, sans salt, to keep butter sweet, 

When Dncle Sam’s cow-streams, that ne’er run dry, 

In all shapes save this, make the sea their street. 

Beef, dead and living, cheese, tinned milk, salt butter — 

Must Yankee-land all its ‘ ‘ pecunia ” utter 
Upon our marts ? And now, in our dejection, 

"You take our salt— poor John Bull’s sole protection I 
What more from Neptune shall Britannia seek ? 

Take with our “ silver side ” our “ silver streak ” 1 


SOMETHING LIKE A REWARD. 

They have made our iHustrious Professor Owen free of the Lea- 
thersellers’ Company 1 Our national debt to him has long been owm. 
This is payin’ it witn a vengeance at last! 
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“SHOUTHER TO SHOUTHER!" 

ScEiNE — A W'o7'Mng-Party ! Afghanistan, Boad-Makvng at Six Annas a Day, 

Sergtmt , **Hoo mont Men ha.e she warking he dare, Corp’ral?’’ 

Corporal. ** Aboot a Dozen; but thet’rb daein’ naething !” 

Sergeant Aa bight, Cobp’bal I Shust bide awee, and I’ll send some mair up, to gib te a Haun’ ! ! ” 


THE ENGLISH OE IT. 

‘What ? The Turkiah Nonpossvmm coimtered at last 
With that parlous word “ Must,” so denounced in the past ? 
Imperative mood ! Ultimatum ! ! Coercion ! ! ! 

The patriot Jingo’s especial aversion, 

A •R-.J XT-_ ° T. -L.* J 'KIF T 1 TT 


Beaky, dear hoy, this must cause you much pain. 
S^ISBURT, really, mon cher^ one must pity you, 

Since you returned from far Stamboxd’s fair city, you 
Seem to have held it were shame, wrong, and loss for us 
Even to whisper a “Must” near the Bosphorus. 

Can you have lost, on this special occasion, 

Your faith in the virtue of soft moral suasion ? 

The Sick Man may need anodyne or emulsion, 

But aught so cathartic as open compulsion, 

So dreadfully drastic as real reform ? — 

Dear, dear ! Just imagine how Jingoes would storm 
At the very suggestion from—well, I won’t trouble you 
With the full name, it begins with a W. 

Old Bag-and-Baggage, whom Tory abuse 
Has branded as compound of traitor and goose, 

He, the inopportune, plaguy, importunate 
Trouncer of Pashas corrupt and extortionate, 

Who, long ago, ere your Sick Man had lost 
All power to bear Eeform’s burden and cost, 

Ere the mudh-petted— and parceBed-out—nation 
Had tried your fine nostrum called “ Consolidation,” 
Dared recommend, to your utter disgust, 

A very strong dose of this very same “ Must.” 

Then you were far too sagacious to heed him. 

ISTow—why here ! Latard inf orms Mahmoud Nedhi — 


A thing to put Palace and Porte in a panic— 

That Must has a meaning that’s sternly Britannic, 
And not Oriental, permissive, or funny, 
l^ow, Humpty-Dumpty, sans might and sans money, 
Einds his dear friends for Reform getting urgent, 
What wonder he’s frightened, astonished, insurgent ? 
Must ? By the heard of the Prophet, what next ? 
Will the treacherous Giaour ne’er stick to his text ? 
Has Gladstone at last got the infidel’s ear ? ^ ^ 

Have the sons of burnt fathers a new Grand Vizier r 
Not yet, gentle Turk, simple child of Tsl^m, 
Unwitting of guile, unsuspicious of sham, 

Our Hmh Huinpty'-Dumpty not yet has his fall, 

But a General Election is coming — ^that ’s all ! 


Royal Purveying. 

“ Captain Hunt Grubbe has been appointed one of Her Majesty’s naval 
aidea-de-cajiip,;.Yice Salmon, retired/’— Circular, 

It might almost he supposed that Her Majesty, like the Berwick 
and Newcastle apprentices of old, had become tired of salmon, 
had appointed this gallant OfiBlcer to hunt the grub that is wanted 
to take its place. 

Comfort from Shakspeare. 

BEN AND HIS BACKERS. 

(5h Mr, Puno\ with Monty Gorry^s Compliments^ 

“ The eagle suffers little birds to sing, 

And is not careful what they mean thereby ; 

Knowing that with the shadow of his wing 
He can at pleasure stint their melody." 

Titus AndronicuSf Act IV., Sc. 4. 
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A KICK IN TIME. 







HE wretch who Ladies soiled 
with Town TaWs 
breath 

His eighteen months of 
well-earned quod se- 
cures ; 

But kick a woman, when 
she ’s down, to death, 
And, if she is your wife, 
six months’ are yours. 

Proud pri-Tilege of husbands 
—without joking — 

The Judge thinks that ‘ ‘ she 
might have been pro- 
voking 1” 


Vc Censor Morum. 

Dear Me. Punch, 

\ The late Lord Mayor 

will be equally surprised 
- and disgusted to know that 

\ V ^ I \Y^Sr ^n=fr-r— a detachment of the Guards 

\ ' \ / / I W regularly marches past the 

N U. , Mansion-House about? p.M. 

— every night in their Bear- 

skins, much to the disgust 
and viituoLis indignation of the, at that hour, happily diminished 
population of the City. ^ Feieioly Zulu, 

OUE EEPEESENTATITE MAN. 

Ifr. Irving as Shyloch, Miss Ellen Terryh Portia^ at the Lyceum , — 
Postscript^ Imperial^ Folly ^ Gaiety y Adelphi, 

Theee were great expectations about The Merchant of Venice 
at the Lyceum, and verily they have not been disappointed. Mr, 
Ievino’s Shylochy taken as a whole, is a really fine performance, the 
evident result of careful and conscientious study. His acting in the 
Trial Scene, with one, as it seems to me, not altogether unimportant 
exception, is a masterpiece. When, in reply to Bassanid’s^ offer, 
“ For thy three thousand ducats here is six,” he taps the jingling 
coin in the open bag three times, he draws everyone’s attention to 
the forcible refusal he is about to make. While I admit the action 
implies, “Look here, Bassanioy just listen to my ultimatum,” the 
device seems xmwortny of ShylocTd^ dignity throughout the scene. 
Dignity I Why the Doge is nowhere compared with Mr. Ieving’s 
Shyloch, The faults that will be, and by this time have been, found 
with what seems allowed on all hands to be Mr. Ieveng’s completest 
Shakspearian impersonationj may be ranged in two classes : those 
which mark the Actor’s individuality, and those which spring from 
his conception. 

For the first— have not all great Actors a curious tendency to em- 
phasise those peculiarities in speech and action which distinguish 
them from their fellows? Was it not so with Maceeady, with 
Charles Kean, with Phelps ? Were they not all easily imitated 
and successfully caricatured ? The Actor must be taken as nature 
made him, “ Man is not perfect, no, nor woman neither ; ” though 
both Mr. Ieving, and Miss Ellen Teeey as Portia, in their degree, 
come very, very near to perfection, as far as that is conceivably 
possible to mortal Stage-players, 

I dismiss Mr, Irving’s peculiarities of gait and utterance with 
this remark, that they are less noticeable in Shylock than in any part 
in which I have hitherto seen him, except Sir Edward Mortimer , 
where he was always distinct, and seldom jerky. Had he been 
more jerky, and more restless, and more inarticulate, on the first 
night, I am bound to say I should have set it down to intense 
nervousness, which is a characteristic of genius, and if in the scene 
with Tubal he seemed to be palsied with frenzy, I must say that 
TuhaVs slip of memory in the middle of the Jew’s most effective 
scene was quite enough to have upset the strongest Shylock, If 
this had happened to Maceeady, I fancy that poor Tubal wouldn’t 
have been allowed to forget it in a hurry. 

As for Mr. Ievtng’s conception of the character, its truth to 
Shahspeaee, and to nature, seems to me to consist in its incon- 
, sistency. Is the plot to be judged by any rule of probabilities ? If 
' the play be measured by the critic’s thumb-rule, will the result be 
[ satisfactory ? lam not speaking of its mighiy bursts of genius, of its 
I touches of nature, sweet or subtle, grim or bitter, and of its romantic 
situations, which on the stage could be so easily robbed of all thdr 
charm, if they lacked so exquisite a Portia as Miss Ellen Teeey. 

If Mr. Irving is firm one moment, tottermg another ; now hob- 
bling, now stridiug: now bent and broken, anon upright and sturdy; 


if at one time he raves and scolds like a virago, and at another is 
calm, impassive, and unrelenting as destiny,— I say that this is 
Shaespeaee’s own Shylock, a character all lights and shades, 
evoHng laughter by his bitterest irony, punning over a matter of 
business, sharp in his retorts, and in his outbursts of passion 

“ So confused, 

So strange, outrageous, and so variable,” 

that*— 

“ All the boys in Yenice follow him, 

Crying — his stones, his daughter, and his ducats.” 

We have a Bemhrandtesque picture. This is the Jew that Portia 
the raving, maniacal old elothesman, harried and worried by 
those yelping gutter curs, the chaffing gamins, the street Arabs of 
Venice, the little unwashed of the Canals, who mob him from 
street to street, and goad him to frenzy. 

But he recovers all his composure for the great Trial Scene, when, 
unrepresented by counsel, he is going to conduct his own case, and 
have his knife into the Christian Merchant. By the way, Antonio 
ought to have been a stout, portly man ; for unless he be, Shylock s 
“ merry 'jest ” in the First Act, on which the whole play hangs, loses 
much of its significance. Antonio ought to have a “bit of fat” in 
bis part. At the Lyceum Mr. Foeeestee is naturally sad, and 
physically far too lean, Mr. Baenes could better have spared a 
fatter pound ! This by the way. 

So potent is Mr. Ieving’s embodiment in the Trial Scene of that 
concentrated hate which Jessica has previously described, — 

“ I have heard him swear 
That he would rather have Antonio’s flesh 
Than twenty times the value of the sum 
That he did owe him ” 

as to compel our admiration for the dignified bearing which 
cloaks Ms intense malignity. Then as the business of the Court 

f oes on, and the mean, quibbKng surprise is sprung upon the Jew 
y Portia, instructed by that Eminent Counsel BellaTio—-^\Oy 
between ourselves, must have been a sly old practical joker, and 
utterly unworthy of his position as a Leader of the Venetian Bar — 
which transforms the Prosecutor into the Persecuted, Mr. Ieving 
enlists aB our sympathy for the unhappy man, whose hard, relent- 
less hatred has left him no loop-hole of escape, and who stands before 
us now broken, hapless, hopeless— “A very old man, my Lord — 
a very old man ’’—smitten by the hand of Heaven. There is not 
one among the audience hut resents Qratiands “ chaff,” as the most 
ill-timed, cruel, unchristian impertinence to a fallen man, who 
would be protected from insult by any Court that cared one straw 
for its own dignity. A round of the heartiest applause would, I 
verily believe, be evoked from the audience, were the Doge to rise 
in magisterial wrath, and commit this Venetian ’Arey, tMs un- 
feeling snob Gratiano, for contempt of Court, as a just punishment 
for Ms indecent interruptions. 

Mr. Ietxng’s exit is admirable. Beaten, ruined, vanquished, 
he leaves the Court master of the situation. I have seen a 
German Shylock crawl to the Duhe^s feet, and then, after a fit 
of inarticcdate raving, and idiotic spluttering and plucking at Ms 
heard, removed apparently lifeless. I had feared lest Mr. Irvtng 
should have ventoed on this spasmodic finish, which would have 
jeopardised the entire performance. But he did not ; and of Ms 
final exit as Shyhcky it may well be said — 

“ Nothing in his life 
Became Mm like the leaving of it.” 

Miss Ellen Teeey had already shown us what she could do as 
Portia at the Prince of Wales’s, to her performance there was but 
as the sketch of which this at the Lyceum is the perfect picture. It 
is Mgh and graceful comedy, from ffist to last— pure comedy, por- 
traying the varying impulses, the vivacity and sparlding wit of a 
beauttiul woman ricbly endowed by nature, strong in the power of 
her own charms,^ never attitudinising, ever moving with uncon- 
scious grace, fascinating hy her rare spontaneity and simpHcity. 
Portia is instinctively an actress. ^ She jumps at the fun of dis- 
guising herself and her maid as barrister and merk, and takes it for 
granted that her cousin Bellario will give Ms^ grave countenance 
to what seems so like a madcap freak. She Hter^y revels in it, 
going through a preliminary rehearsal before Nerissa of the gait, 
manner, and voice of the part she is about to play. Vet, after 
aH this, her disguise in Court, _ according to Miss Teeey’ s view, is 
so transparent, that Bassanio must be the most obtuse per- 
son not to discover his wife immediately she appears, or at least 
the instant she opens her lips to speak; for in the next Act even 
Lorenzoy occupied as he is with Jessica, recognises Portia at Mght hy 
her voice alone. But, neither situations nor characters, in this play, 
can be serionsly criticised. Given Shakspeaee, we may well be 
satisfied with the goods the Gods provide. The inspired language 
and the force of the situations carry the toma triumphantly^ong. 

I hear one blemish charged against Miss Ellen Tebey’s PorUa^ 
— a lack of dignity in the Trial Scene. But I am not sure that 
a sudden assumption of dignity would not appear preposterous 
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SNOBBINGTON AND SHODD. 

Lady Snohbington [nie Shoddy “ Ah ! how do tott do, Heee Schdltz ? I want you 

TO DINE WITH MB ON TUESDAY NEXT.’' 

Serr Sclmltz, the great ’Philoso’gher {^hose acquaintance w-ith her Ladyshijp is of the slightest). 
“You ABE FEItY VEENTLY, MaDAM ! BeRMIT EAT I INTRO DITCB TO YOtT MaDAM ScHULTZ.” 

Lady Snoibington {who thinks great Philosophers are all very well, but does^'dt want to be 
bothered with their wommiJcind). “A — ^delighted, I’m sdbe I Madam Sohdltz, I want 
THIS DEAR CLEVER HuSBAND OF YOTTRS TO DINE WITH MB, AND MeET THE DCTOHESS OF 
Clapham, and the Bishop of Loughborough, and my sister-in-law, Lady Guinevrb 
Moseley, you know, — ^and you will spare him to us for one evening, won't you ?” 
Madam Schultz. ‘*Oh, certainly, if he wishes it.” 

Serr Schulte [in his innocence of the ways of Shodds and Snobbingtmis). ** You are fery 
VRENTLY, Madam ! Pox zese Latins zat you mention, zey are zen perhaps not 

EXACTLY RESJBECTABLE, ZAT YOU HAF NOT ALSO INVITED MT WiFE P’ 

^ sLe prepared that speech about mercy ? has JBellarto crammed her 

lor it * or IS it the sudden outburst of her own generous nature? If the speech he pre- 
par^, then it should he a rhetorical^ display ; which it is not. If it is a happy thought 
on the spur of the moment, then it is delivered with sufficient force and emphasis, and 


yet with a certain modesty consistent with the 
position of so young a barrister in so important 
a case. 

On the first night there were two distinct 
and equal triumphs, that of Shyloch^ and that 
of Fortia, The piece is beautifully placed on 
the stage, every scene being a perfect picture. 

For the rest of the dramatis :per50W(®,-— Mr. 
Beaumont was not haK a Do^e—perhaps if he 
were Beaumont and Fletcher together, he 
might have been stronger. Mr. Tyars as the 
Prince of Morocco, or the other Moor of 
Yeniee — Othello the Less, instead of Othello 
the Moor — was very good. Antonio was like 
the Anthony in the old song of Froggee 
would whose lay is always “Heighol said 
Antonio Rowley F Mr. Barnes decidedly 
“stood out” as BarneS’~anio~l mean Bas- 
sanio—ojod posed a bit too much, under the 
impression that he was exhibiting “gallant 
bearing.” He was also too impatient and off- 
handed in the Trial Scene — a defect which, no 
doubt, by this time he has remedied, and has 
become deeply interested in what is likely to 
be a protracted case. Lorenzo is “nice.” 
The Gohhos, p)ere et fils, are not particularly 
humorous ; their old - fashioned, wearisome 
traditional stage business ought to be re- 
arranged. Jessica obtained a laugh wheu she 
throws a good-sized casket, apparently across 
a canal, at Lorenzo's head, which might have 
induced an exclamation of “ Well fielded ! ” 
from the irrepressible, and imperilled the 
situation. 

The last Act always disappoints me— not by 
its language, which is beautiful ; not by its 
comedy, which is amusing ; but because poor 
old ShyloeJc does not reappear. I should l^e 
him to drop in on that happy party in rich 
Venetian evening dress— not as he went out to 
supper with Salarino & Co., like Guy Fawkes, 
with a lantern and tinder-box— to express bis 
sorrow for the trouble he has caused, and then 
speak the lines which Nerissa now speaks, about 
the deed of gift to Lorenzo and Jemca— adding, 
of course, “ Take her, you young dog of a 
Christian, and be happy.” 

The late Mr. Caxvert used to end the play 
with a poetically conceived scene of moonlit 
silence in the great hall of Belmont, with Foriia 
and Bassanio looking on the still night from a 
window in the gallery. It was very effective, 
and would have offered a really good excuse 
for the return of Shy loch, who, out of reve- 
rence for “the Bard,” might have expressed 
everything in dumb show, and handed over the 
deed of gift in pantomime. In fact, the deed, 
and not the word, is the only thing required. 
But these changes cannot be properly effected 
until the piece is reproduced in Our National 
Theatre of the Future by 

Your Eepresentattve. 

P.S. The Rivals as presented at the Imperial 
Theatre has not been rivalled by any recent 
revival of the admirable old play, in the 
leading parts of Lydia, Mrs. Malaprop, Sir 
Anthony, and Captain Absolute. First and 
foremost, Miss Litton gives a feminine charm 
all her own, in look, movement, and manner, to 
the sentimental heroine. I can recall few more 
, bewitching stage apparitions than hers, as she 
! interrupts the duel in the Abbey Fields, in her 
, black mantua and muslin fichu worn en fachon, 

> and infinitely becoming to her fair face. 

Of the veteran Mrs. Stirling’s Mrs. Mala- 
prop, and Mr. Fabren’s Sir Anthony, what 
need to speak ? They both belong to a good old 
time, and act accordingly. Mr. Kyrle Bel- 

■ lew's Captain is quiet, graceful, and pleasant, 
not a tone of it overdone, which is a great 

' virtue. This young man promises to go far in 
’ light comedy ; may he never find worse fare than 

■ Sheridan. I am glad to note his progress for 
i his father’s sake, as well as his own. 

I Mr. Brough’s Bob Acres is capital in the 
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first Acts, but, to my thinking:, monotonous in the terror 
of the last scene. It is guite possible that real fright 
might transform a lusty country sguire into the limp and 
deplorable creature i>resented by Mr. Brough, but the 
comedian’s first duty is to reconcile truth with humorous 
presentment of his part. Mr. Eteraru’s Sir Lucius was 
guiet, gentlemanlike, and unexaggerated— in short, “less 
Irish and more nice” than he usually is on the stage. 
Altogether, The Rivals at the Aguarium deserves to be 
seen by those who seek good tipa.e-sanctioned “classical” 
enjoyment at the theatre. It is not to be had too often.' 

Within a week, Mr. Toole appears at the Folly, with 
A Fool and his Money ^ and the rather worn-out Id on 

f arle, Mr. H. J. Byron, who will have his finger in the 
'oily pie is preparing The Upper Crust for J. L. T. 

In Robbing Roy ; or, Scotched and Kilt, at the Gaiety, 
Miss Nellie Farren plays that amiable tenor, Francis 
whose initials, “F. 0.,” stand for “Foreign 
Office,” or, more properly here, ^'‘Farren Office” — it 
being guite her office to represent the hero of burlesgue. 

The Adelphi gives us a notable example of what can 
be done, and also what can’t be done, with a bad piece, 
by an exceptionally good east. Mr. Neville as John 
Broiodie is the very spit of what Mr. Teiwiel’s John 
Bull of the Funch Cartoons must have been when about 
twenty-five. Mr. Yezin is excellent as Newman Nog^s, 
in a marvellous make-up, the actor’s individuality being 
completely destroyed. And this is egually true of Mr. 
B. Pate]!IAN, whose Rrooher, the depressed villain, is as 
good a performance as can be seen in a character so con- 
ventionally melodramatic. Mrs. Mellon looks a deal too 
kind for Mrs. Squeers, but it is always a pleasure to see 
her at the Adelphi, and to forgive her for remaining as 
nature made her. The Coach Scene is most efiective, 
though some might object to the coach as stagey. 

Y. B. 


THE MUNICIPAL EORECAST. 

Liberal Beaotion, indeed ! Bosh ! Where wiU you 
find signs of it ? In the Mayors’ nests ! 

Sir Evelyn Wood, in Brief.— 3£r. Punch's 
congratulations after the Bar Dinner of Saturday, 
Nov. 1.)— A Queen’s own Fighter, and a Devil’s own 
Talker. 

Dedication oe a New Saint’s Day.— The Fifth of 
November : To St. Beaconsfield, as the patron of fireworks. 

School Board Expenditure. — On building princi- 
pally, and too much by a precious site. 

A Health to Fast Livers. — Our Absinthe Friends. 


^mm 










TANTALUS. 

Irish Waiter {to Commercial Gent, who had done a good stroTce of business 
already). “ Brikfast ? Yessir. What’ll ye have, yer Honour— Tay or 
Coffee ? ” 

CoTinmerdal Gent {hungry and jubilant). “Coffee, and Fried Sole and 
Mutton Outlet to follow ! ” 

Waiter {satirically). “ Annything ilse, Surr?” i 

Commercial Gent. “ Yes, Stewed Kidneys. Ah ! and a savoury Omelette ! ” | 

Waiter. “ Ybssib. Annything ” 

[ Commercial Gent. “No, that will do ” 

I Waiter {with calm contempt). “ And do ye expict to foind the likes o’ 
THEM Things here? Sure, ye’ll get what tee always got— Bacon an’ j 
Iggs ! ” I 


THE PBOPBIETOB OF PHOTOGBAPHS. 

Mr. Punch, 

Your principal contemporary has lately given insertion to 
divers letters, from sundry correspondents, on the guestion of pho- 
tographic copyright ; communications in which contradictory claims 
to property in negatives are afihraied by positive persons. None of 
these, however, even though some themselves photographers, have 
thrown any light on the subject. That has been reserved for me to 
do, as tbe party, above all others, capable of domg it. Is^ it not 
strange that amongst all the controvertists respecting copyright in 
Sun pictures, nobody has hitherto come forward to point out the 
incontestably prior and prescriptive claims of tbe original and uni- 
versal Photographer, yours everlastingly, 

Ph(ebus Apollo. 

P.S.— I need not tell you how ashamed I am of the base and vulgar 
uses to which my beams are put by unscrupulous cads and snobs 
whom I cannot, unfortunately, prevent from availing themselves of 
the rays I cannot help shedding, and perverting their chemical pro- 
perties, with mercenary designs, to the annoyance, defamation, and 
prejudice of decent people. 


Quoth the Sultan. 

My long-suffiering bondholders, prick up your ears, 

I ’m resolved to reform, so no more doubts and fears ; 
When I say it, I mean it, — then do not despond j 
My word, you shall see, is as good as my bond ! 


A BISE IN GBEECE. 

! On Thursday sennight, at Montrose, Mr. Baxter, M.P., in an 
I instructive address on “ New Greece,” gave a glowing ac- 
count of that little, but rising kingd 9 m. Greece is looking up. 
British speculators would do well to invest in Greece, and thus 
effectually counteract the intriguers operating in the European 
market for the use of Bussian tallow. There is every reason to 
expect that Greeks will pay ; which it is now guite evident that 
Turks never can. The growth of the olive has wonderfully in- 
creased in Greece of late years, to a proportionate extension of trade 
in the Grecian Isles. But the existing Isles of Greece reguire to be 
augmented by Samos, Crete, and others, which were Greek of old, 
and which it is desirable for British as distinct from Muscovite ; 
interests, that Greece should get again. ^ However, in order to raise 
the wind for that purpose on the political ’Change, it is manifest 
that we shall have to change our Brokers. 


Ode to the Three Chafers (Parnell & Co.). 

By Sir S. N. 

Your Yulgar Fractions cause distraction. 

Your Divisions make me sad ; 

Your Bule-of-Tbree distresses me. 

And your Practice drives me mad. 


Who holds the Key of the Position?— General Election. 
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PUBLIC MEN. 



PUBLIC JUDGMENT ON 

msTS and Wrongs 
— Six of One, 
and Half-a- 
dozen of the 
Other* 

On Tliursday 
last the Right 
Hon. R. Pennt- 
msE addressed a 
meeting of his 
constituents on 
the subject of the 
present political 
situation. 

Mr.PEifrsnnyTSE 
said that no think- 
ing man could re- 
gard affairs at this 
hour without a 
feeling of the 

f reatest appre- 
ension. The 
only chance for 
the countrywas an 
immediate change 
of Ministry. The 
present Cabinet 
was composed en- 
tirely of monsters. 
ThePEEMiEUwas 
a very caricature 
of^sWickedness in 
its most hateful 
form. {Cheers.) 
He went out oi 
his way to do silly 
and malicious 
things. He sacri- 
ficed fame, ambi- 
tion,^ patriotism, 

respectability to his intense love for naughtiness of the most childish and mis- 
chievous character. As for his colleagues they were imbeGiles-- daughter ) — 
he might say a pack of stupid donkeys— (reweeoeti laughter)— idiots, in fact. So 
was the Pbemiee. He was the biggest idiot of the lot. {Hoars of^ laughter.) 
They had been told a great deal about our Foreign Policy.^ What did we want 
with a foreign policy ? {Cheers.) Would a foreign policy give us an additional 
twopence a day for beer? (“iVo.' iVb/”) Would a foreign poHcy renovate 
the town pump, when that great local monument required to he repaired ? 
(‘ ‘ No J No ! ”) Would a foreign policy do good to any one living in Mudborough, 
or Slocum-super-Mare ? {Cheers.) He (Mr. Pennywise) would far sooner 
have a plate of meat and potatoes than the finest foreign policy in the world I 
{Zoud applause.) It was nonsense to talk of the responsibilities of England. 
Who cared for any one living outside a radius of five miles? {Cheers^ Or, 
to put it more plainly, who cared twopence for the comforts of his next-door 
neighbour-? {JEnthusiastic applause.) “ Every man for himself! was his motto ; 
and he thought it a very good one. {Cheers.) Why should they spend money 
upon India r Why should they attempt to prevent slaughter and massacre in 
foreign parts ? {Cheers.) So long as the widows and orphans did not come upon 
their parish for relief, what did it matter to them 9 {Loud cheers.) In conclu- 
sion, he must declare, that although he regarded the House of Commons with 
great respect, he held another body of men in far greater esteem. The body 
of men to whom he referred took a far juster view of the responsibilities of 
rulers than his colleagues in Parliament. They acted invariably in the proper 
spirit, and their patriotism assumed sensible limits. He only wished that 
they could change places with the Legislators of Westminster. If such an 
alteration could be made, Mudborough would be wealthier, and England would 
become a different country! (“Wawe/ NameJ^^) Of course tiie body of 
illustrious persons to whom he alluded were that noble, that sensible, that 
economical, that self-respecting band— the Members of the Local Yestry. 

The Right Honourable Centleman then resumed his seat amidst thunders 
of the most enthusiastic applause. 

On the same evening Colonel the Honourable Aigesnon PouNTDrooiiSH 
addressed a meeting of his constituents. 

The Honourable and GraUant Member said,'that no thinking man could regard 
affairs at this hour without a feeling of the greatest apprehension. The only 
chance for the country was the maintenance in power of the present Ministry, 
The PuEMtEE was the noblest Englishman that had ever illuminated the par 
of history. {Cheers.) There was something marvellous in his abnegation of sel 
his far-sighted and penetrating patriotism. As for his colleagues they were 
band of ^ statesmen in the purest sense. On the other hand the leaders of the 
Opposition were dolts.^ {Zaughter.) He might say duffers — probably he might 
were it not un-Parliamentary, but it was the right word in the 
right place for all that. {A laugh.) He wished he could exclude Mr. GIiADStone 


and Lord" Haetington'"' from the" title, 'but he'^couldu** 
{Renewed laughter.) They had heard a great deal abo^it 
a home-policy. {Cheers.) What did they want with a 
home-policy ? Home was safe to look after itself. Was 
Beitannia such an old woman that she dared not show 
her face abroad. Were we tied to our wives’ apron-strings? 
(“iVb, wo.'”) One fair knock-down blow delivered 
straight from the shoulder was worth all the milk-and- 
water in the world. {Zoud applause.) It was monstrous 
to talk of the British Lion as if he were a well-bred 
animal exhibited in a cage at the Zoological Cardens. 
When the British Lion’s beard was pulled, he kicked*. 
( Cheers.) But he would not allow himself to he Hcked by 
anyone. {Enthusiastic applause,)^ Everybody was insult- 
ing us, and we would not be insulted, No, no 
They insulted us because they thought we were afraid 
— we were not afraid. {Zong-continued cheering.) We 
knew how to fight, and would fight as soon as look at 
them. [Cheers.) 

The Honourable and Callant Member then resumed bis 
seat amidst thunders of the most enthusiastic applause. 


DESECEATION OF A GOOD OLD DAY. 

Me. PtJNCK, SiE, 

“ In great attempts ’tis glorious e’en to fail,” as 
I failed in trying to blow up the heretical “ House of 
Lords, the King and all his Ministers.” In default of 
any due observance of my anniversary in a serious spirit 
by the proper parties, I have been well content to be 
borne about, as I used to be, in a mock procession on a 
sella gestatoria, and finally burnt in effigy. I was thus, 
at any rate, commemorated as an historical hero — call 
me what anybody might. But for some years past I have 
been gradually sinking into neglect and oblivion. For a 
long while, through the invention of “ lucifers,” I have 
been shorn of my tinder-box and matches. On many 
occasions I have been chaired under the form of some 
unpopular Minister, or other personage, obnoxious to tbe 
British Public, and only now and then so dignified as a 
Pope or a Cardinal. How, at last, I have altogether fallen 
upon evil days. My yearly festival has come to be per- 
verted to unmeaning purposes of simple jollification. On 
tbe Fifth of November lately past, for instance, as you 
read at breakfast the other morning : — 

At Borobester a fund of £500 — towards wbicb Lord 
Aelington and Mr. Brvmer, M.P., were liberal subscribers 
—had to be raised, and there was a magnificent procession of 
two hundred Guys, each gorgeously arrayed, and carrying aloft 
a lighted torch. The King of the Fiji Islands, the Duke of 
Bitchwater, Sinbad tbe Sailor, Marwood, the Ameer of Cahul, 
the Convict Orton, and Cetewayo, were among the characters 
represented.’* 

What have any of the abovenamed personages done 
to deserve tbe name of “ G-tjy ” ? As for Sheee Ali 
and Cetewayo, they were merely foreign enemies, who 
bad never distinguished themselves by any enterprise 
like mine, and neither of whom suffered martyrdom. 
What have the King of the Fiji Islands and the Claimant 
in common with me ? What has Maewood to do with 
one who was hanged, drawn, and quartered^ above 273 
years ago ? All this is bad enough ; but still worse is 
the presentation as “ Guys,” of such dummies as the 
Duke of Ditchwater and Sindbad the Sailor. I regard 
this as a base endeavour to snuff me out, by in- 
sinuating that I am no better than a merely mythic or 
fictitious character. Mr* Hunch, it is my proud boast 
that I am a Reality. The boys, in better times, used 
to sing about the streets that they saw no reason why 
Gunpowder Treason should ever be forgot ; but, alas ! I 
now see too much reason to fear tbat it very soon will be 
forgotten, unless sometbing is done to rehabilitate in bis 
time-honoured tatters 

Tour poor old friend, 

Guy Fawkes, Incendiary and Martyr* 
P.S. — ^As to fireworks and bonfires, I have become 
mere excuse for a fiare-up. 


Ex Nihilo mhn. 

What “ Tap the Porte,” Sir Heney ? ’Tis unkind 
Thus to mock British Bondholders’ dry throttles ! 
The more you “ Tap,^^ the more you’re sure to find 
There is no Porte— only the empty bottles ! 


Z'Sr To C.osvRSFOUTDViriaL — Bdiior dO€9 not hold himself bound to wknowledge^ return, or pay for Contrib'tdioTie, In no ease can these be reiu'-ried unless ac> oni 2 ’anudl &y a 

stamped and detected meelope* Copie* should be hept. 
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THE NEW (ENONE. 

An Epic Fjblagment. 

{With Apologies to the Poet Laureate,) 

0 Beitish Public, many-fadded public, 

Q,ueer British Public, barken ere I die ! 

It was the bright forenoon : one silvery cloud 
Had with soft sprinkle laid the gathered dust 
Of Mayfair. To the studio they came. 

Scant-robed they came before the Camera. 

And at their feet was laid a carpet fair, 

Lemon, and cinnamon, and ghostly §rrey, 

Purple, and nrimrose. And the artist rose 
And overhead the swift spring-curtains drew 
This way and that in many a subtle shift 
For fine effect of light and shade, and placed 
Background of statuary and drooping boughs, 
With cloud and curtain, tower and portico. 

0 British Public harken ere I die ! 

1 heard great Here. She to Paris made 
Proffer of popular power, pubho rule 
Unquestioned, an elastic revenue 
Wherewith to buoy and back Imperial plans. 
Honour (with Peace) she said, and tax and toll 
From many a Place of Arms and haven large, 

And Scientific Frontiers, and all else 

That patriotic potency may crave ; 

To all most welcome, seeing men in power 
Then only are like gods, having attained 
Pest in ‘^another place,” and quiet seats 
Above the tumult, safe from Dissolution, 

In shelter of their great majority. 

0 British Public harken ere I die ! 

She ceased, and Paris held the golden fruit 
Out at arm’s length, so much the thought of power 
Flattered his spirit ; but Pallas where she stood 
Somewhat apart, her straight and stately Hmbs 
Uplifted, and her aspect high, if cold. 

The while above her full and earnest eye 
Over her firm-set mouth and haughty cheek 
Kept watch, waiting decision, made reply. 


Juvenile ‘‘Scold.^^ Yee kastt little Thinq ! if tee Fathee wasn’t a 

P’lIOBMAN, I ’n SMACK TEE I ” 


A PAAL LUMIKAPY. 

Deae Me. Punch, 

As I know you are interested in the cause of Education, as well as in 
everything which concerns the weal of our down-trodden country, I send you 
the subjoined extract from the Clare Independent and Tipperary Catholic Times 
of November 8th, which will, I hope, convince you that the Island of the 
Saints ” is now, as it has ever been, in the van of intellectual progress. 

Tours, An Ieish Pateiot. 

TpDUCATION, Elementary, Intermediate, Collegiate, and University. — ^Mr. R., 
-Hi Visiting Tutor, Teacher of the Greek, and Latin Classics, and of the French, Italian 
and English Languages. Youth instructed from the earliest elements of the English 
language, through all the gradations of Intermediate, Collegiate.^ and University Educar 
tion, qualifj'ing them for the OompetitiTe Examinations for all Civil, Naval and Military 
appointments. _ 

The French language of which Mr. R. possesses a most critically accurate Pronunciation 
as to its Elisions, Intonation and Modification of voice, he teaches with that graceful 
Undulation of sound which particularly characterises a well-bred Parisian. Let it not, 
therefore, he inferred that it is French as it is usually taught by uneducated Governesses, 
and by many of those Illiterate Foreigners, with their Grammaires, Yocahulaires, and 
Indispensables, &c., &c. 

Besides being the Literal Translator of a number of Mooee’s most popular melodies 
and other Songs into Greek, Latin, French and Italian of the same Metrical Composition 
and Rhythmical harmony as the originals, and which, therefore, can he sung and flayed 
to the same airs, Mr. R. can also produce numerous escapades of his own composition in 
the way of hymns, songs, &o. 

In evidence of what Mr. R. here states of himself, he can produce the written testimony 
of the most exalted in rank, the most dignified by profession, and the most eminent in 
learning of all religious denominations in this kingdom. 

A series of adult evening classes will also he opened of which due notice shall he given. 

N.B. — Mi. R. purposes publishing a series of nis letters of correspondence with parties 
of distinction in high literary circles, as time and space will hereafter permit. 


duoth the Kurfiirst. 

** I notice that a rather prominent portion of the German press takes delight in running 
down the English Navy .*' — Daily News Berlin Correspondent. 

Better that than that a prominent portion of the UermanNavy should take 
delight in rxuming down each other.” 


“ Unselfishness, high honour, justice clear, 

These three alone give worth to sovereign power. 
Yet not for power (power of itself 
Is a base burden) but to hold as law 
The fiat high, ‘ Be just and do not fear,’ 

And because right is right to follow right, 

With a serene contempt of consequence.” 

* ¥ 

And Paris pondered, and I cried, “ 0 ! Paris, 
Give it to Pallas ! ” But he heard me not, 

Or hearing, would not heed me. Woe is me ! 

0 I British Public, many-headed Public, 

Crass British Public, harken ere I die ! 

Audacious Aphrodite, beautiful 
Fresh as the purple hyacinth’s rain-washed bells, 
With soft, seductive fingers backward drew 
From her bold brow and bosom her long hair 
Auricomous, and bared her shining throat 
And shoulder ; on the carpet her small feet 
Shone lily-like, and on her rounded form, 
Between the shadows of the studio blinds, 

Shifted the cunning “ high lights ” as she moved. 

0 ! British Public, harken ere I die ! 

She, with a subtle smile in her bold eyes, 

The herald of her triumph, well assured. 

Half whispered in his ear, “ I promise thee 
The negative of my next photograph 
She spoke and laughed, I shut my eyes in fear. 
And when I looked, Paris had not the apple. 

And I beheld great Here’s angry eyes 
As she withdrew from forth tibie studio door, 

And I was left alone within the place I 

4 !^ ^ ^ 


TEE WHEEL WITHIN OUR WHEELS. 

Lord B.’s proposed motto for John Bull, ^^ImpeHum 
et LibertasP What would he say to Imperium in 
Imperio f ” 
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‘‘He ‘Won it “Well, and may*]ie Wear it Long.” 

*‘Tlie Queen has been pleased to confer upon Captain Eyre Massey 
Shaw the distinction of the Order of the Bath, Civil Division, in recognition 
of his services as Chief Officer of the Metropolitan Eire Brigade.’ —(?ase«^. 

^ Punch takes off his cap to Captain Shaw, C.B. Mever was distinc- 
tion betten earned. If there had only been an order of the Fire-Engine 
as well as of the Bath I May he come to the Q-arter at last— in graceful 
allusion to the hose ! 


Wabpa k e out op Place.— a Nayal Battle in the Pacific. 


Barons of Old and Barons To-day. 

Two Barons big of Beef grace the Lord Mayor’s Ghuldhall feast, 
One installed high in the West, one installed high in the East. 
Other Barons hold we ’ve banished, and banished they remain : 
With these Guildhall Barons only ’tis “ out, and come again.” 


BY A BEAST OP AH’ OLD BACHELOB. 

What is the difference between the Male Clerks at St. Martins- 
le-Grand and the Female Clerks at the Branch OfiBiccs ? 

The one have “Manners” among them; the other haye none. 
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THE ABSTEACT LOED MAYOE. 

(From " The NiTie^^ 07 i the Ninth) 

Ho for London’s majestic Lord Mayor ! 

Who abides eyermore in the Chair, 

Serene and sublime, 

The Lord Mayor of all time, 

The Ideal, the Abstract Lord Mayor ! 

Of Lord Mayors he ’s th’ essential Lord Mayor, 
From the time first such ofBlcers were. 

Lord Mayor Absolute he, 

From all accidents free, 

Unconditioned and Abstract Lord Mayor ! 

In the Abstract he feasts on good fare, 

With the Concrete beyond all compare, 
Tnrtle-sonp thick and clear, 

An Entity dear 

To'even an Abstract Lord Mayor! 

When his form to imagine we dare, 

To OUT minds we don’t picture it spare ; 

Large the waist round about. 

As ’twixt portly and stout. 

We conceive of the Abstract Lord Mayor ! 

Peers and Princes the common lot share ; 

Flesh and blood will succumb to life’s wear; 
But so long as Time fiies^ 

The Lord Mayor never dies— 

That is, not the Abstract Lord Mayor ! 

Abstract Kings may exist here and there, 

But a fig for Qiem people don’t care. 

Abstract Sultan and Pope 
For their sway have no scope 
Like the sphere of the Abstract Lord Mayor I 

Upstanding, with all our heads bare, 

Let us drink the Ineffable Pair ; 

Here ’s a health to the Twain 
“ As one monarch who reign — 

The Concrete and the Abstract Lord Mayor ! 


'St'. "'..'iM till I'i"'! 





Wm 


Demand and Supply. 

No wonder there is the tremendous activity in trade in u a d d v t u n i i u t ? 

Chemicals proclaimed at the Uuildhall dinner, with the n/\rrY lliUUUHil 

demand for fireworks in high iplaoes! There can be no Puzzled Fremlimmu {Aside.) “ Ha! ijn Interpr^te ambulant! ! Quelle 
immediate fear of a change of Ministers, or the com- bonne Idee! {To Sandwich-Man.) Pardon, Monsieur T6le, mats par ob 
meroe in Chemicals would hardly be as brisk as Lord faut-il prendre, s’il vous plaIt, pour arrivbr au MusfsE de Soutte 
Beaconspield declares it is. Quinzinqueton ? ” 


ST. MAEK^S IN DANGER 

Venice is the wonder of the world ; St. Mark’s is the wonder of 
Venice. For eight centuries that marvellous Byzantine temple has 
been the glory of the Sea City, for its fair and fantastic art, within 
and without, its arches, colonnades, and domes, its pillars and vaults, 
its mosaics and marbles, its dusky splendour of venerable age, and 
its perenmal beauty of everlasting youth. 

For eight centuries this Sea-shrine has stood, unharmed in 
essentials by men or elements. We see it, in a picture of Gentile 
Bellini, as it was in the fifteenth century ; and such, in the main, 
it IS still, save for some modernisation of the mosaics. 

Time has, indeed, made the fabric even more beautiful, spreading 
a reverential veil over its fair face, and giving venerable and touch- 
ing grace to all that has grown old in and about it without ceasing 
to be beautiful, 

, ^me fifteen years ago irreverent and ill-guided hands first began 
tinkering at the grand old pile, stripping on old marble to replace it 
with new, so leaving what looKed hke an ugly patch on a fine old 
Oil the south side they have been working even more recently, 
^d the rawness of recent carving jars harshly on the harmonious 
beauty of the old work, where left as the tender touch of time has 
left it. So much for St. Mark’s without. Within, there has been 
too inuch rash dealing with the old mosaics in the way of so-called ! 
repair by rude hands, guided by ill-taught, if not irreverent, eyes, ! 
little careful to match colour, eveu so far as was possible between ' 
jew work and old. In the Baptistery this mischief has gone 
farthest, as far as the walls are concerned. But * * ‘ restoration,” falsely 
so-called, has worked still more harm in the pavement of the north 
aisle, striking the waves of marble into rigidity, and substituting 


everywhere dead rule and line for free fiow and curve mstmct with 
life 

• « Thus had begins, hut worse remains hehind.” 

They are proposing now to go to work on the West Front!— they 
are going “to strike at the face” — as C^sar recommended his sol- 
diers to do— to mar the beauty which past time has respected,'and 
which of a surety, present time has no power to mend, however 
much it may have to mar. These rampant “ restorers ” will have a 
fine field. There will be mosaics to pick at in the vaults ; surface 
work in stone and marble to patch ; capitals to re-cut, and shafts to j 
repolish and replace; in short, there will be the old, facade to freshen, I 
as you refresh the face of an ancient beauty, with rouge and pearl- 
powder, and enamel. And very much what the old beauty’s freshened 
face is to the natural look of reverend and self-respecting age, 
will the restored West Front of Saint Mark’s be to that front as we i 
now see it in the grace of its ancient beauty.] | 

The whole civilised world is hound to protest. Cambridge has | 
already spoken out, Oxford has followed suit. Birmingham has ‘ 
struck in, in the name of industrial England. The Society for 
the Protection of Ancient Buildings has uplifted its voice in a memo- i 
rial to the Italian Minister of Works. Punch adds his roo-ti-too-U \ 
to this chorus of consternation, and pleads earnestly, in support of 
the Society, at least for delay and further consideratiou of the mat- | 
ter— believmg, as the Society believe, that “ any rebuilding of the 
facade of St. Mark’s Church, any renewal of its beautiful and vener- , 
able surface, will be an irreparable misfortune to Art” — that “if | 
there he any.unsoundness in the structure, it is within the power of i 
science to restore its stability, without removing a stone or altering 
an inch of surface,” that “ if that surface he tampered with, all 
will disappear for which the facade is now valued, nor wiH it ever 
be possible to bring it back again.” 
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HAPPY-THOUGHT GUIDE TO LONDON. 

{Seinff a DichBTis of u Dichonsionccr^ for th$ uso of VisitoTS to tho 
Metropolis,) 

^ A D L E E.’ S 

WELLS THEA- 
TEE.— Becently 
re - opened by 
Mrs. Batemait, 
tbe seats being 
somewhat lower 
priced than at 
other Theatres, — 
at, in fact, an 
a-hatema n-t, 
Sadler’s Wells, 
in olden time, 
was mneh affect- 
ed— to tears ap- 
parently— by the 
decrepit old 
heaux^ who came 
to restore them- 
selves with the 
waters, and to 
leer at the maid- 
ens. This was 
such a sad pro- 
ceeding that the 
place was then 
called Sad-leers Wells, The history of the family is tonchingly 
romantic. Mr. Sadlee was brought up from boyhood as an orphan. 
One night he had a dream, in which he thought that a beantiful 
winged being appeared to him, and told him to go to the town of 
Isling— so called Irom the boyish game of “ J sling then much in 
fashion— where he would jSnd his long-lost father. Young Sadeek 
arose, went to Isling Town, and there he met an aged gentleman, 
who embraced him affectionately, and informed him that he was 
Mr. Sadlek Senior. 

“Ah!’' exclaimed the youth ecstatically, as he stood by the 
ancient fountain, “then, now that Sadler Junior has seen you, he 
has at last discovered his Fa I ” The people, by acclamation, at once 
named the place “ Sadler, His Spa ! ” 

Their joy knew no bounds, but found lots of springs, and thence- 
forward The Wells, where people came to be cured of their ills, 
became a fashionable lounge. Young Sadler made a fortune, and 
allowed.his father so much a week, which caused the old gentleman 
to go home every Saturday a “ Sadler and a wiser man." Sadler 
J unior, was saddled with many cares, and had several hobbies which 
he never Hked anyone to cross. He brought up his boys very strictly, 
and leathered them for the slightest fault. They could not rebel, as 
them father was a fine strapping fellow, and it was no good tneir 
hiding themselves, as their exc^ent parent preferred hiding them 
himself. He left a large sum of money, all in small change, chiefily 
“tanners," and he did not forget to commemorate the vision of the 
heantiful winged creature, by building the Angel at Islington, and 
also a theatre, where the wings were displayed to the best advantage 
on the stage. Sadler’s Wells are historic. Here Dibdun dipped in, 
and Hog-arth drew the water. Here Brahajj: sang such notes that 
sounded as if a trumpet used to Iray ’em, and here first the dramatic 
genius Edmuisd, showed his keen wit. Here the original “ Se 
Cook," T. P. CooEE, blessed his dear eyes, and never played in any 
piece without a hitch ; and here the great clown, who was Grim’-alU 
day, was funny all night. The late Mr. Phelps was so deservedly 
successful here, by energy and Ms own self-help, that the Islingtonian 
proverb ran, “Heaven Phelps them that Phelps themselves,” Scotch 
is pred 9 minant, just now, as Rob Roy is at present the attraction, 
and friends from the Horth won’t leave without “ Makin’ a veesit 
to Sadler’s Weels," — and if the Week are only kept greased, the 
runs will he certain, and the common weal of Sadler’s be assured, 
ST. GEORGE’S CHESS CLUB.— Only Three Castles tobacco 
lermitted. Everything on the square. Chessmen supplied by 
check once given, can’t be changed. 

ST. GEORGE’S HALL. — ^Where the well-lmown Germah Reed 
Entertainment is given. ^ St. George’s Hall is in Langham Place ; 
and the Entertainment is still known [as that of the Gallery of 
lUnstrajion, for “ auld Langham syne," As the Hall is completely 

in fho P-mr-no’ 4.1 1 1 T J 




time, as our Mend ’Aery would say, “ The Aonly Reed now there is 
a Ale Reed. ’ They have also a Bishop — ^the Bishop of St. George’s, 
who IS Fpmus inter Fares, Then there is Mr. Coriuey Graht, who 
snouLd chang€»his name to Mr, Fiano Graih, as the latter is the 
mstrument he plays, and never on the corney. In Ms last new song 
^ has sometMng about BoUs, wMch everyone, children of all ages, 
from sixty downwards, says is quite doll-ightiul ! 


ST. JAMES’S CLUB.— One of the Clubs dedicated to a Saint but 
whether St. James the Greater, or St. James the Less, is uncertain 
Perhaps at the East End of London there may be a Burglars’ Club 
appropriately called the “ Jemmy." But why a Biplomatic Club 
should he called after St. James of Spain, has puzzled many hagiolo- 
gists, and several waggy-ologists too. Spain being the count^ of 
onions and oranges, the dedication would have been intelligible had 
it been the Aromatic Club instead of the Biplomatic, where Scotch- 



on) informed us that, to Ms question, “Why is this called the St. 
James’s P" he received the answer, “TMs ain't James's," Prom 
wMeh it may be gathered that he went to the wrong house. 

ST. JAMES’S PARK.— St. James is certainly to he recognised 
the patron of the most f asMonable quarter of the town, as he has a 
street, a club, a park, a church, a theatre, and a palace, aU dedi- 
cated to Mm ; while St, George has only a street, a church, and a 
hall in Langham Place. The Park is celebrated as being the 
favourite resort of Charles the Second, who was always Mding up 
in the trees, and feeding the ducks. One of the ducks was called Keii 
Gwynne. Here also the game of Mall was played ; hence the name 
of the walk, the Mall, wMch is not ‘ ^Mall" d propos. Here the Hcrse- 
Gnards turn out daily in detachments, and protect the nursery- 
maids from the dangers which might arise wen the Msky cows 
near the sweet-stuff booths behold the scarlet jackets of the military. 
The walk, where these cows and the milk-stalls and sweet-stuff 
booths are established, is called the Milky Whey, The sellers are a 
very mild, quiet set, presenting rather a cow’d appearance, and 
the women seem so kindly, that it must be impossible to “catch a 
Tartar ’’ among them, though it is quite possible to find some Kurds. 

ST. JAMES’S THEATRE. — This property, after passing through 
many hands, is now in the possession of the Rightful Hare. Mr. 
and Mrs. Kendal are in it, too, which only shows that Mr. Hare, 
as the Scotch say, Kenn'd all aboot it" when he chose them for 
Ms allies. They have instituted a picture gallery in the /oyer with 
what view, or, rather, with what views, I don’t know, not having 
seen them; for my part, I don’t believe that if the Actors don’t draw, 
the Artists will. The House has been beautifully re-deoorated, and 
is so successful, that it may now be fairly hoped that it will never 
be “ entirely done up." 

ST. JOHN’S "WOOB.— A pleasant semirural quarter of the town, 
divided between Lord’s and Ladies, — the former never showing so 
brilliantly as when the grounds are thronged by the fair sex, in 
breaks, drags, landaus, victorias, and on their own pretty feet. . Here 
in tMs quarter occur the most brilliant matches of the season. Here 
is one of the cMef homes of art, where dwell artists, actors, poets, 
painters, birds of the Wood, who in their little nests agree, and who, 
as a rule, have feathered their little nests very comfortably. 

ST. PAUL’S CATHEBRAL. — Taltog of nests at si John’s 
Wood this may be considered as Wren’s nest. The Mormng Service 
is held down-stairs, and is called “Matins” on account of the 
“ cocoa-fibre mattins" used to deaden the sound of feet, while the 
Eveniug Service is held in the WMspering Gallery, and is hence 
called “ Yispers." Visit the Borne where, for an exiia sixpence, the 
attendant mil sing you Dulce Dome-um, wMch has a very fine 
effect. Go up to the Ball. The Ball has been obj ected to by thought- 
less persons as useless, but that it is not so is evident from the fact 
of there being so many Canons on the premises. Three Canons are 
always required to be readiness for active Morning and Evening 
Service, but two Canons can always be let off at once. On public 
occasions the Lord Mayor has by right Ms own stall, callea The 
Mayor’s Nest, the Military are mixed up with the Canons and the 
sailors sit in the Nave-y part of the building. A^t one time Wren’s 
Church had lost much of its sacred character, and had become a place 
of rendezvous, or rather of Wren-day^view, being a mere show like 
Madame Tdssahd’s, or the Crystal Palace. On a change tout cela, or 
very nearly. 

SALTERS’ COMPANY. — A Company of devotees bound to pro- 
vide Fsalters for the Cathedral, hut it’s alter'd now, and spelt 
difiEerently. Once a year the Company used to give a mystery-play 
called The White Horse of the Feppers, 

SANGER’S AMPHITHEATRE (late “ ASHLEY’S Here the 
original Battle of Waterloo was fought, here the original Napoleon 
Gomersal tapped his snuff-box, and the Great Duke exclaimed, 
“ Up, Guards, and at them 1 ’’ to half-a-dozen supers Mdden behind 
a ground row^ representing a corn-field. These glorious days are 
departed.^ The Wars of the Roses have left only a Thom hehind 
them — ^Miss SarahThorne— who is at the present moment condnct- 
ing the theatre. There is no Circus entertainment just now, as tMs 
excellent Lady’s hobby appears to be simply a well-mounted drama. 
The Genius of the Ring will no doubt return here about Christmas- 
time with the Scenes in the Circle, the Military Master, and the 
evergreen Mr, Merriman, 

THE SAVAGE CLUB, — ^Theic Wigwam is in Oovent Garden, 
and is one of the pleasantest resorts in London for the wMte man 
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msliiiig to smoke the calumet of peace. The Savages belong to 
various tribes— dia-tribes being excluded. The Chief is the well- 
known Tommy Hawk. The walls are hung with the scalps of their 
enemies whom they have slain when on the war-path. There are 
among them some’‘‘!N'oble Savages,” who have seats in the Upper 
House. In ordinary life the Savages are kindly disposed. Some of 
them wear their mocassins in a jaunty fashion, and are ready to 
exchange various articles for beads, rum, and little round pieces of 
metal. Several of the leading members paint their faces at night, 
and isguise themselves fantasticall]^ Their medicine-men are 
famed for their skill. Before leaving jEngland, it is most useful to 
obtain from the Savages letters of recommendation to the various 
tribes in America, with which they are fraternally connected. 


BURNISH YOUR BACKBONES. 

ft the other da^ attracted by 

^shing^a ^ boneSj^^ in 

some considerable time to it. 
The way to set about it is first 
to^rocure a rough file and an 

can.^ Then burn^off the^e- 
m^der by meaiw of a gas-jet 

cess is th^tPof cross-grainmg, 
for which a very ^fine ^l^and 

. coarse emery-cloth, then rub it i 
down the backbone with con- 
i'- > — — — siderable force, taking care not I 

to rub crossways j after which 
take another piece of emery-cloth, twist it round the backbone, and twist a 
piece of tape round that, then pall one end and then the other, so as to cut 
the grain at right angles. After this cross-graining process is repeated 
several times, proceed with French paper and whiting, in the same manner, 
only without a file.’* 

There ! I said I took pains with my figure ; hut think of the 
pains this sort of treatment would cost me ! Well may the writer 
conclude — “ If you follow out these instructions, you win be greatly 


THE POPULAR CANDIDATE EOR THE SCHOOL 
BOARD. 

(As Tie ought to he, and is, he fiaiters himself.) 

Fjelcends and Fellow Coottetmen*, 

I^ a few days you will be called upon to record your votes 
for Candidates for the new School Board. With a feeling which does 
equal credit to your heads and hearts, you have asked my aid in your 
selection. I know, my dear friends, that you are aj^ious that I 
should represent you everywhere. I think on consideration you 
he glad that I should represent you here, and that you may 
with advantage trust my representation. The London School Board 
will do its duty if it follows a few simple rules, and you -will do 
your duty if you vote for the Candidates who are likenest to keep 
these rules in view. They are 

1. To obtain tbe best article at the cheapest price that the best 
article can be had for. This is an essentm condition, since some- 
times the cheapest things in the beginning turn out the dearest in 
the end. Let teachers be really competent, and their salaries will 
never he unduly high. Keep down expenses hy all means, but not 
at the cost of the children’s progress. It is a pity to lose a good ship 
for want of the ha’p’orth of tar. And the teacher’s salary is just the 
ha’p’orth of tar. 

2. To see that the pupils receive the education that is likely to 
make them best fitted for their future work and way of life. The 
“ three R’s ” of course for all— and for the girls, plain sewing, and, if 
possible, a little practical hygiene, and plain cooking besides. Teach 
the people’s wives of the future good husbandry in the use of food, 
for such good husbandry is great part of good wifery. England is 
the most wasteful country in the world, and one of the lessons our 
chil^en have most need to learn is thrift. The health of the body, 
too, is as important as the health of the mind. So let athletics be 
encouraged— especially swimming for both sexes, that all may know 
how to keep their heads above water — a knowledge more essential 
even to poor than to rich. 

3. To avoid unseemly squabbles about unimportant details. ‘ * When 
the cat’s away the mice will play,” and when the cats are quarrel- 
ling they might as well be away. By the magic of education we 
hope in the end to turn mice and tabbies into a happy family. In 
the meanwhile the cats must be on the watch, or the mice will be 
too many for them. 

d. When there is a good woman- candidate on your Hst yote for 
her, CfBteris paribus, a good woman-candidate has at once a claim 
and a pull in her sex. The woman knows children better and feels 
for them more than the man, and she is naturally, as well as hy 
housekeeping habit, more sensible of the importance of maldng the 
two ends meet — ^the two ends in this case being economy and efficiency 
in elementary education. 

There, friends and fellow-countrymen, you have my simple words 
of warning and of wisdom. ^ ^ ^ j 

You like my programme — short and simple as it is — and wish to 


pleased at the result.” One ought to be, after one’s backbone has 
been filed, burned -with gas-jet and hlow-pipe, and cross-drained 
with coarse emery-paper, strong tape, and whiting! Isn’t it per- 
fectly dreadful ! But a girl might be willing to submit to all this 
for a sufficient result. We aU know and act on the rule, “ II faut 
souffrir pour Ure helle?^ But when these tortures have been gone 
tiuough, how can anybody see that one’s backbone has been bur- 
nished ? And if they could he seen, are burnished backbones so 
becoming ? They ought to be, seeing what one must go through to 
burnish them. Yours, dear Mr. Punch, 

Poon Little Wasp-Waist. 


Oantabit Vacuus, 

Pipes the Padishah : 

** That blood from a stone hard squeezing gets none, 
All naturalists agree ; 

So as hard as he please England’s jEJchee may squeeze, 
He gets nothing out of me ! 


A QTIESTIOISr FOE THE CITY. 

CoioiAiNT has been made that the Department of Customs is 
never represented at the Lord hlayor’s Banquet at Guildhall. Is 
this inattention to Customs quite consistent with manners ? 


HoyOBiEipM. 

Thebe is an adTertisement being sent rounds headed the “ Guinea 
Jaw.” Is it from a young Barrister who would he happy to take a 
brief marked one-pound-one, and make a speech ? 


big red house on the Thames Embankment. Still, however disap- 
pointed you may he to hear this, do not he discouraged, EaUing me, 
find out the candidates who will endorse my rules, and return them 
at the top of your respective Polls, 

On your heads he it I Do this, and receive the blessing of your 
faitbM friend, critic, and adviser, 

85, Fleet Street. . 

The Fve of the True Feast of St, Scholastica, 

Beticence and Bhubarb. 

It may be that Lord Beacohsfield, at G^dhall, laid no undue 
stress on the increasing export of “chemicals,” regarded as an 
indication of reviving business, 'Let us hope that not one of these 
chemicals will prove a drug in the market. But taking drugs 
as included amongst “ chemic^s,” the Pbemiee didn’t say a word 
on a particular drug about which everybody expected some inf orm- 
atiou— Turkey Ehubarb. 

The Crood of India, 

“What has England done, for India ? ” This question appears 
to have been satisfactorily answered by the Director-General of 
Statistics to the Indian Government, Dr, W. W. Hhntee. Pe^ps 
Dr. Huntee can also furnish some reply to the question, “ 
has England got by India ? ” Little more, short-sighted cynics wiU 
be apt to say, than gorged livers, grass-widows, chuddeis, chutney, 
and curry. Wise men nave a different answer, 

TAKiNa A KewTueh. — ^I t ’s time to put the screw on the Sttltah, 
as nobody can screw anything out of him without it. 




"CHEMICALS" 

“I -will take one trade, and one trade only , . . and that is our manufac- 
ture of Chemicals. That is a branch of our industry vhich at this moment 
is BO active that the orders which pour in cannot easily be executed.’* — Lord 
BeaconsfUld at the Mamion Sottse, 

Cowsag:e1 Though harvests fail and taxes swell, 

Burdens increase, and honour feels infect 
With clin|:ing stains, there ’s comfort, comfort yet 
In— Chemicals ! Hooray ! ‘ * That blessed word 
Mesopotamia ” never surely fell 
With a more soothing calm on senile ears 
Than this last catchword from the cmmi^ lip 
Of the Arch-phraser. “ Chemicals ! xe gods ? 

Who prates of deficits or duties shirked ? 

Of wide distress or brooding discontent ? 

Of wanton wars or greed- warped policies ? 

There is one answer, clear, compendious— 

“ Chemicals ! ” Fools, to miss the secret source, 

^hinx-f ound at last, of cheer and consolation ! 

We saw ye not, sweet angels in disguise, 

Flask-hidden, carboy-covered. How, we know 
There ’s safe^ in sulphuric acid, solace 
H sdts and in solutions, “ Arsenic, 
vitriol, sal-tartar, argoile, fl-lVftli, 

Cinoper,” and a hundred queer-named drugs 
That Bare Ben Jonson^s Subtle never knew, 

Our greater Subtle sees in his mind^s eye ” — 

Where lurks no hint of verdure — sees and sets 
In fair array before the feeding Britons, 


For new palladium ! We must thank thee, Ben, ^ 
For teaching ns that word ! “ This fellow. Captain, 
Will come in time to be a great distiller — ” 

Of moonshine out of encumber ? — ^Hay, not so, 

Bash ribald !— of Imperial power and splendour, 
From sounding nonsense and smart epigram. 

Where now are the “ three profits,” triple riddle 
Worthy of Merlin or the triad-mongers ? 

Surpassed, dulled, superseded, quite eclipsed 
By—** Chemicals ! ” Oh, how the tickled tongue 
Turns the sweet verbal morsel daintily ! 

A word of “ first-rate interest ! ” There he stands 
Arch-Master of alchemic sleight, full versed 
In distillatiQU and in transmutation. 

“ Magic of Patience ! ” Who should better know 
Its might than he ? But there be other charms ; 
^d as poor dazed Ophelia could tiirn 
*‘ All things to favour and to prettiness,” 

So he to wwer and popularity 

Makes all things minister, in all things finds 

His — Chemicals ! Aurum potabile^ 

M^ be his aim — ^the aura popularis 
Inmates his bellows ; but o£ genuine gold 
What outcome ? Fairy coin that turned to leaves 
Shone passingly, and e’en Imperial gHtto 
HaHi its brief day of dazzle. But slow Time 
Works sterner tr^smutationlthan the tricks 
Of any Cagiiosteo, solvent that 
Of aB base metals, sham supremacies. 

False interests, spurious peaces, pinchbeck honours. 
Truth finds the “ chemicals ” that test and try, 
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In spite of /Subtle^s shifts or Facets flourish, 

Though phrase-fogged JDruggers shiont, and e^en th.e tongue 
Of tickled humour finds it hard to grudge 
The patient Alchemist the praise of skill, 

The hold far geur his tribute of— a laugh 1 


A REALLY LIBERAL TENANT. 



, ) PPBECIATITE Mr. Punch, 

I I SEND you two extracts 

from letters of an oppressed 
Tenant, now owing five 
^ vB'P years arrears of rent, at £13 a 

^ year. No. 1 was sent after the 

poor fellow had applied for re- 
duction of rent. No. 2 is his answer to his cruel landlord's ofier 
of forgiveness of the arrears and a small sum in hand for quiet 
possession : — 

2^0, 1 {October), 

“ I don’t mean to put you to any trouble or expense in the matter. . . My 
original rent was far too high ; no one could pay it.” Part of the land being 
“ acres of that real bad land situated ” &o., &c. 

iVb. 2 {27'ovember), 

“ Would you allow half the arrears, and then let me sell iny good-will to 
a suitable tenant ? ’ ’ 

And these are the men who are called unreasonable ! I blush for 
my class, when I subscribe myself, 

Dear Punchy 

An Irish Landlord. 


British Army is prepared to^ march anywhere to-morrow, at five 
minutes* notice, and Europe will be kindled. I almost regret a fresh 
flare so soon ; but the Elections are ahead,- — and I can hit on nothing 
better. We are agreed ? ^ 

There was a low affirmative wail. Then the thirteen greatest men 
in England parted without another word. 

***** 

The carriages have been setting down their distinguished occupants 
at the gate of the great City Banquet Hall, Slowly and with heavy 
tread some of the most illustrious guests of the evening have tottered 
up the richly felted sta^s. The chief official in charge of the hats 
has looked after them wistfully. He has been here for many a night, 
but has never yet seen a 'sight like this. “The Ministers are.ex- 
tremely depressed and unhappy ! ** he has murmured to himself, ” 

He is right.^ They are. But a cheery step recalls him to his 
duties. ^ A bright, ■boun(^g fi^e, jubilant with good humour, 
passes him, taking the stairs lightly three at a time. There is no 
mistaking this joyous apparition. It is the Prime Minister. 

He has approached his colleagues now. They are huddled to- 
gether, helpless, on a Persian rug. He goes up to them with the air 
of a conqueror. “ Good news ! ” he cries, triumphantly. “I have 
good news! It is peace — ^not war! We have a new front. We 
shan’t want the Dulce to-night. He isn’t coining ! ” 

A sigh of intense relief has broken from the now flushed Ministers, 
hut they can say nothing. They can only shake hands all round in 
grateful silence. 

“Yes,” continues their chief , brightly, “weshaR have no blaze 
— but an announcement! You stare? I tell you, Gentlemen, 
Afghanistan, Sonth Africa, Turkey, Bismarck, the Deficit— every- 
thing, wiR be merged in one glorious bit of news ! ” 

The Ministers hesitate no longer. They give a ringing cheer. 
The Lord Mayor hears it five rooms ofi, and is startled, But the 
Premier continues — 

“Yes, Gentlemen,” he says, “enjoy your turtle, and have no 
fear for the future, for I have a glorious announoement to make — 
one that will calm the country and give us life— aye— for another 
twelvemonth ! ” ^ 

His coReagues ean not cheer now. They are trembling with 
excitement. 

“Yes,” they ask together, in husky chorus, “ you are going to 
announce — 7 -?” 

The Premier looks at them exultingly for a moment. Then, in 
a sweet, clear treble, he teRs his golden secret. “ I am going,” he 
cries, “to announce an increase in the demand for chemicals ? ” 


GLOEIOUS NEWS! 

l 

A Fragment of Political Romance, 
***** 

The Cabinet CouncR was over. The Ministers rose with whitened 
faces. The Indian Secretary lay in a swoon with his head in a waste- 
paper basket. ^ No one heeded bom. The Eirst Lord of the Admi- 
^ty was doing steps of the hornpipe by hims elf in a comer, 
^us he mastered hysterics. The other Ministers crumpled up large 
sheets of official blotting-paper absently between their fingers, as 
they looked out into the park shivering. AR felt the crisis was at 
hand, and cowered, AR— except the Premier. He alone stood erect. 
The Duke wiU come to the City Banquet, then ?*' He spoke to 
his Seeretery, 

^ He wiR my Lord, though at some personal inconvenience,” 

The youthful speaker withdrew with a bow. The Prime Minister 
look^ keenly at his coReagues. 

Gentlemen,’* he said, passing his hand thoughtfully across his 
brow, there is nothing before us but a blaze. The Duke wRl light { 
It. He wiR express his usual after-dinner conviction that the 


AN ALPHABETICAL INSECT. 

Germany is announced to have been invaded by an enemy fit to 
rank, as a destroyer of the fruits of the earth, with the Phylloxera 
mstatrix and the Colorado Beetle. This noxious new-comer is a 
sort of larva that preys upon the sugar-beet, of which the cro^s, 
especiaRy in Saxony and Hanover, are said to have suffered from its 
ravages severely. It is described as the CaterpiRar of the Gamma 
Moth ; but, considering that its speciaHty consists in devouring beet, 
some nomenolators would prefer to term it the Beta Moth. At 
a meeting of the Society for the Promotion of Beet Sugar Industry, 
at HaRe — 

“ Among the best means of exterminating the pest, the caterpiRar machine 
was greatly approved.” 

At the approaching hucoRo and georgie exhibition at the Agri- 
cultural Hall, the inquirer wiR perhaps be enabled, for the first 
time,^to inspect a caterpiRar machine. 

It is worthy of remark that, on the occasion above referred to — 

“ Among the greatest natural enemies of the insect the starling and the 
sparrow were especially mentioned.” 

Make a note of this, you whom it ehiefiy coneema, and remember 
that sparrows and starlings are useful for extiroatiou of a great 
many other mischievous insects, besides the caterpiRar of the Gamma 
or Beta Moth. British farmers and gardeners, protect your feathered 
benefactors, instead of proscribing, persecutmg, and endeavouring to 
render their species extinct. 


A RALE OE DRAWERS. 

“ This is the Jew that Shaksreare drew,” 

Of Mackiin’s Shyhch critics once could say 5 
“ This is the Jew that London drew,” 

Of iRTiNa’s Shylock holds as true to-day. 


WHAI THE WREATH ’ HAS COME TO, 

The brows of Lord Beaconsmiij) at Madame Tussaud’s. Punch 
said it would, and it has. 
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ELUCIDATION! 

Rectorh Wife, **How DO Toir i30, Mr. 'VViqqles? We have not seen you at Church lately ! Have you been away?** 

Mr, Wiggles. ** Yes, Mij’m, I *ve been a- visitin’ my old ’Aunts at Manchester, Mu’m.” 

Hector's Wife. “ Really I I hope you found the old Ladies quite well,” 

Mr, Wiggles. “ I didn’t say my Harnts, Md’m — I said my old ’Aunts — ^revisitin’ tee ’Aunts o’ my Youth, you know, Mu’m ! ” 


SOCIAL ILLUMINATION ; 

OR, SOMETHINO TO BE PROUD OF. 

Scene — A central metropolitan thoroughfare on the night of a 
General Illumination, Orderly Crowd in motion, JBnter a Bom 
Briton, with his better half and daughter^ accompanied by 
Favourably-impressed Foreigner. 

Favourably-impressed Foreigner {Jialtlng before a gas-star), Ab, 
mais c’est magninQne ! Yoild ce one .i’admire ! It is your inde- 
pendence ! ^ Eaoli |ouse sball liglit ’imself np ! 

Born Sriton {toith prid^. Yes, Mossoo, there’s no use denying 
it— we’re ahead of you in these kind of things. Your Shongs 
Fleesay Show is all very well, but it ain’t spontaneous like this. 
And then look at the crowd ! Why, a child could manage ’em ! 

Favourably-impressed Foreigner, How zey are bons enfants ! I 
admire so much your J ohn Bull in ze street. He is quite le ’igh-life 
gentlemans! I do not even perceive one of dose excellent police- 
mans. (Enter Policeman X. with a rush,) Ah! Sapristil Qu’est 
que c’est done ? 

Policeman X, (wedging Favourably-impressed Foreigner, his 
party^ and Orderly Crowd tightly between lamp-post and adjacent 
area-raihngs), stand back, will yer? (Turns round, extends 
both arms, and reclines on them,) Furtn-er back ! Furth-er back ! 

Born Briton (compressed). This is infamous! Where are the 
pouce? 

Born Briton (niore co7npressed). Police! Oh! Hoy! some- 
body, or I sball be killed I (Compression increases,) Oh, dear! — 
and ! [ffoe, into hysterics. 

Angelina, Wdl, I ’m sure, — oh, you horrid thau ! 

[Recces half of an impromptu backward lunge from 
Policeman X. 

Fa^rably-impressed Foreigner (receiving the other half). Ah! 
mon Hieu ! But are we, den, brigands, that ne boxe us in wie chest 


like dis ? Pardon, Mademoiselle !— permit me (Struggles for- 

ward,) Ha I You assault me for nosing ! But T go to take your 
letter! [^Studies his collar, 

Folice^nan X, Who are you a-talking to ? Just you stand back, 
can’t yer ? ’0 w d’you think ’Ansoms is to git by, with you a-shovin’ 
in the road like this? Stand hack— I teU yer ! (Assists him to do it,) 
Favourably-impressed Fo7xigner, But it is infame I Mon Dieu! 

I teH you I sail to [is hustled into midst of Orderly Crowd. 

Orderly Crowd (sportively), How, then, Mossoo, where did you 
’ave your ’air cut last ? Gro ’ome, and git your tea, will yer ? Take 
away hia ’at. Yah !— easy now I 

[Favourably-impressed Foreigner is carried off his legs, and 
swayed helplessly to and fro for some minutes, ^ 

Bom Briton (jammed face to face with the area-railings). This is 

disgraceful ! A set of rnf&ans, too, who 

[Has a handful of wet flour clapped on to his mouth, 
Mrs, Born Briton iferror-strucl^. Good gracious! Adolphus! 
Help ! They ’re choking him ! Police ! Help ! Police ! [fieceives 
the contents of a bagful of the same, dry, on the top of her bonnet,) 
Oh! Thieves! Help! I can’t see! Help! 

{Relapses into hysterics. 
Orderly Crowd (good-humouredly). Take away the old ’Oman’s 
brandy-bottle! Lock’ernp! Yah! 

Angelina (hustled ten feet off). It’s disgraceful! The cowards! 
Oh, if I were only a man I 

Orderly Crowd (gallantly), Brayvo ! Wouldn’t you give it some- 
body ’ot ^ Tip the young lady a gobful ? [iS'Ae is blinded with mud. 


en beasts r it cannot to be datdey are Anglisene ! 

Orderly Crowd, Ain’t we, though ? We ’ll soon show yer ! 

{They squirt a pint of dirty water into his eyes^ and playfully 
' smash his hat flat on his head as Scene closes. 
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STARTLING REVIVALS OF THE FITTEST. 

[With Mr. Punch’s CompUments to Lord Beaconsfield.) 


a 



T he follow- 
ing letters 
have been 
received at 85, 
Fleet Street, 
during the last 
week : — 

Nov. 11, 1879. 

Respected Sir, 
We have 
been very much 
struck by the 
announcement 
of the Right 
Hon. Earl Bea- 

CONSEIELD at 

the Guildhall 
Dinner that 
trade is reviv- 
ing. From our 
own personal 
observation dur- 
ing the last five 
years, we can 
verify the asser- 
tion of his Lord- 
ship. 

Before 1870 
the use of arti- 


obliged ^ 


Nmemher 1879 . 

Poe obvious reasons, as a servant of the Government I sn. 
to regnest yon te keep my name a secret. Lord Beacon^ 


T J !- • ^ n I' j a-i' j-a-st, in store lomH 

ms Lordship oarefnUy noted the inorease in the various brS- 
of mdustry, but, strange to say, quite overlooked two trades wffi 
were never more prosperous th^ at the present moment? 
supervisor of a great mmber of hands, I can honestly declare ftl? 
the weatest possible activity reigns in mat-making and o^bro 
pictog. Yours very truly, 

County Gaol, Loamshire. ^ Govebhoe. 

Sm, November 15^A, 1879. 

1 , remarks at the Guildhall Banouet 

We filled us with dehght. Until we had his Lordship’s wort’fM 
the contrary, we were under the impression that the revival S 
Chernies^ was rather. due to the war between Chih and Peru andhS 
ames, than the growing prosperity of Great Britain. It is a w ri t er 
of amcere congrat^ation that the point is settled once and for ev® 
We o^ot conclude our letter without expressing a hope that the 
present Itost^ may. long remain in power. Should Lord Beaoons- 
Fmn resim, the business in om trade would of a necessity Ungm-.T. 
considerably from tbe loss of his custom and patronage. 

. Tour obedient Servants, 

I/ieFowder Magazine, Shothee ahd Spaeks, 

Hatckffe Highway. Firework-Manufacturers. 


Honoxjeed Sra, 
In the ku 


. . Fttzzle and Feizzell, 

, Ficcadilly, W, Ferfumers, ^c., ^c. 

12th Nov. 1879, 

of tbe moment Lord Beaconsfield at tbe 


BETWEEN THE LINES. 

flcialhairby Ladies, exceptinthe-shaneoffronts:for%Siy?^^ Speech at the Mansion 

T^S almost imknown, and now we seU fringes, curls, &c. by tons! t™, • .l t , -o-o^se. 

We may add that tbe commerce in Uanc de perle, kair-restorers x? greatly {thaVs halm!), 

rouge, &o., &e., bas also shown a very Ipromming increase durine’ bear it witb cool philosophical calm, 

the past three seasons. We inclose our price list, and remain Journalists dished to a man— that ^s a lark / 

Your grateful and obl^ed Servants, mi?' Dizzy h^e kept us so much in the dark f) 

_ _ . Fuzzle AND Feizzell, Ibe wap ofour Premier none Can forecast. 

j.he xouthrestorium, Ficcadilly, W. Ferfumers. Src.. 8rc \Mumph,. that cuts hoth ways though). Rememb’ring tbe past, 

y , gr grc. amdnuncs always look out for surprise when be rises, 

ONOUEED Sra, 12th Nov. 1879, inis time the surprise is — be springs no surprises. 

In tbe burry of tbe moment Lord Beaconsfield at thp ^ Oracle seldom of late 

Banquet evidSy forgot to allude to one branch of indLtey the world with such eagerness wait. 

5b of late has been progressing bv leaps and bounds. We allude 7^$^} ^^T^bing save what they got — 

iCMleoftooth-picL YourobedieutS^Lts forecast I know was a ieasilp bad sho^- 

ct door to the Frivolity Theatre. S. TV.) ’ ’ * ^en always will pose as the high-priest of Isis). 

■O .„ , 0 « ,r Dissolution.? not he ! He avoids the polemical, 

R. Punch, Slr, 13i5A Nov. 1879. f B^ecb is cool, chatty, consoling, and chemical. 

I ADMXRE Lord Beaconsfield ; I do, npon my word. He is does he mean hy the latter ? 

if ns, ^d we are proud of him! Oh! ne is a beautiful man, ^ thke^s three prof ts^^’ mere ear-tickling chatter f) 
launch, h.Q is indeed I There ! I never saw sueh a man ! So /mi Liberal ardours and hopes what a damper I 

^arp I so cute! don’t you know. Oh! he is a beantiful 4? worst of it is that our pens it must hamper!) 

’ be IS mdeed ! about Turkey. (He canH have lost sight of it. 

Id he m trutliM! I would as soon believe him as my own ¥ t throw light on the theme, he makes light of it.) 

ROT, Mr, Funeh! Sooner, for AiaoN is not always to be trusted, i !^udos to Lytton & Co. We may hint 

Irunch, ^ i do belmve Aaron would sell his owu mother, Mr. had hopes.— / I letter not put it in print ; 

1 . He has no feelings, no sentiments ! But he is Fut what are his inteniions f He ^s preciously vague, 

autixul man lor all that ! Well, as I have already said, I would much of the Sphinx, after all, is a plague.) 

n Beaconsfield as my owu brother. There ! Look T®/ sanguine about our supremacy, very, 
lat, Jfunch. Oh, I have great confidence in Lord Beacons- m? ^ makes the Rads mad and Conservatives merry, 

iD I have mdeed! %were unpatriotic to question him- (jJAowpA 

it 1 don t Lord ^aconsfield has been quite accurate m ^ Benoy, we should like to know.) 

®t mentioned chemicals, but he ignored Trade is improving ’tis pleasant to hear, 

inaustry which^ has been increasing beautifully, I mean the )Mow lucky his speech comes so late in the year /) 

)untmg of Promissory Notes, In all my experience (and I have Oireland may raise np some clatter, 

;^^ctr® snd boy, for over fifty years), I have never ^ always howling, so that ^s a small matter!) 

plentiful as it is just now. The money flow- ^be speech is a fine one— who ventures to doubt it ?— 

E3:ehequer from Bill Stamps alone must be sometbing There zs more of the guest than the statesman about it ; 
^^ormous! It must indeed! But perhaps if Lord post-prandial display— 

CONS^LD had mentioned this industry, it might h^e'bronght But important P WeU, no ! (’ Tis dear Ben’s liUle way. 

T of interest, and so might have done harm to the » ^ must—sotto voce— say one could have wished, 

-i+a ^aconsfield is a beantiful man, and never none—) Well, the Rads he has dished, 

hfl? ^^® Funch ! Look ® financial rose-pink will but stick 

aat, we are proud of him ! (^nd didnH the Chancellor lay it on thick f) 

Your real genuine friend, yetmay be well. Though we may not quite tumble 

zr*. V Moses Solomon Shyloce. i^fUDiz^s dodges, we won’t grumble. 

He mitage, near the Ficeadilly Flats, But roiso {spite of hard times, or dark doubts, or signs sinister) 

at, James s, Ihree times three, and one more for onr plucky Prime Minister ! 

S. — Should you vrant to introduce a younir acauaintance fvre retolutely to press— on rose-tinted paper. 

commissions), you had better address ~ 

essionafphila^^stef™*’ CHEisiiAir & Co., ^^To^B^r-enEBins.— Even to steady troops rash ’uns are indis- 


-n ^be hurry of the moment Lord Beaconsfield at the 
City Banquet evidently forgot to allude to one branch of industry 
which of late has been progressing by leaps and bounds. We allude 
to the sale of tooth-picks. Your obedient Servants, 

fDT 4 ft Crutch, Stick, & Co. 

{Next door to the Frivolity Theatre, S. W.) 

Mr. Punch, ‘Sir, 13iA Nov. 1879. 

I ADMIRE Lord Beaconsfield ; I do, npon my word. He is 
him! Oh! he is a beautiful man, 
Mr. Funch, hQ is indeed ! There ! I never saw sueh a man ! So 
^ever ! so ^arp ! so cute ! don’t you know. Oh ! he is a beantiful 
man, Mr. Funch, he is mdeed ! 

he w ao truthM ! I would as soon believe him as my own 
^thOT, Mr, PwwcA / Sooner, for Aaron is not tobe trusted, 

Mr. Funch, I do belike Aaron would sell his owu mother, Mr, 

sentiments ! But he is 
a beautiful man for all that ! Well, as I have already said, I would 

+w ^ brother. There ! Look 

pibldS W^Meed ! ^ confidence in Lord Beacons- 

Lord feACONSFiELD has been quite accurate 
^® chemicals, Mt he ignored 

one industry which has been increasing beautifully. I mean the 

In all my experieLe (a^d I have 
trade, man and boy, for over fifty years), I have never 
L®® as it is just now. The money flow- 

T ® Exchequer from Bill Stamps alone must be sometbing 
giormous ! Enormous ! It must indeed ! But nerhans if T nrf 

this indiifltrv,it4|Lt haw'broS 
of interest, and so might have done harm tolfe 
?OTwt(i B^cowsixeid is a beantiful man, and never 

Your real genuine friend. 

The Mermitage, near the PieeadiOg SoMMOir Smixoci. 

St, Jameses, 

want to introduce a young acquaintance (we 
oomnussions), you had better address 
Chbi™ & Co.. 
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PUNCH TO HIS PRINCESS. 


Alexandrine Ode for Bee* Ist^ 1879, 



EiaHT Imndred years have passed away 
Since Dane and Saxon joined in fray, 

And Hen^st’s 'White Horse to stem the sway 
Of the Black Haven strove. 

’Tis sixteen years since, in fair hour, 

Onr Princess left her northern hower, 

To conquer England by the power 
None may dispute, of Love ! 

Bunchy now as then, her willing slave, 
Welcomes the day’s return, that gave 
His Princess birth by Denmark’s wave, 

And prays, in verse too mean 
Eor its sweet subject, G-od to save 
His Princess, All Hearts’ Queen ! 

What I Sixteen years I It seems but now 
That Eleet Street saw him to her bow— 

Ah me !-— he well remembers how 
His heart gave one great thump, ^ 

When o’er that sweet face flashed a'^smile 
Sweeter than graced the mile on mile 
Of welcome and good will, the while 
Those bright eyes scanned his hump ! 

Yes, sixteen years ! With you ’twerejbase 
To hint at years, but that I trace 
Each year new sweetness in your face, 

As if your kind years mn 
Each with the gift of some new grace, 
Outdoing what they ’ve done. 

’Tis not that PwncA— as leal as wise— 

Loves less his Qxteen' by closer ties. 

Though she but rarely glads his eyes, 

Erom Deeside and from Wight. 

The absent stiH are in the wrong H” 

So rnns a Erench saw current long^ 

But Bunch ’s loyalty is strong. 

Be who win wrong or ri^t. 

So, Sagest Sage to Eairest Fair, 

He cries, “ Long live his Princess rare, 

May she be happy— such his prayer — 

And bright years, as you move, 

Bring her no care but how to bear 
The burden of our love ! 


THEN AND NOW, 

OLD STYLE. 

Scene. — Study of a Statesman of the Eighteenth Century* States- 
man of the Period discovered finishing his fourth hottle of Bort, 
Enter his Private Secretary, much disturbed* 

Secretary* My Lord ! in what words shall I couch my tidings ? 
Statesman of the Beriod* Tidings! What tidings? Nay, I 
must know. {Hie !) What the plague are you fumbling at ? Speak 
out, Sir,— and be d d to yon ! 

Secretary. My Lord, the Leader of the Opposition has dared to 

hint a doubt {.JSe pauses. 

Statesman of the Beriod* Confound it, you puppy 1 (HzeJ) 
do you— (7wc hesitate ? 

^ Secretary* Because I dread the consequences of my communica- 
tion, my Lord. The fact is, the noble Leader of the Opposition has 
dared to express a doubt of your Lordship’s veracity ! 

Statesman of the Beriod* What, Sirrah — [hie /) — a doubt of my — 
{hie veracity 1 Odd ’s pistols and triggers I {Staggers to his feet^ 
and without a moments hesitation*) Give me my sword and cloak ! 
Tell him I shall be— (te .') — glad to have the honour to meet him on 
the usual ground— behind the ring in Hyde Park ! 

\_Exit to fight a duel* 

NEW STYLE. 

Scene. — Study^ of Statesman of the Nineteenth ’ Century* Statesman 
of the Period discovered deep in his third cup of Tea* Enter his 
Private Secretary. 

Secretary* My Lord. I regret to say the Duke has done it again ! 
He is always at it. 

Statesman of the Beriod* If the matter is of consequence, I shall 
be glad to hear the particulars. 

Secretary* He has once more accused your Lordship of uttering a 
deliberate lalsehood. 

Statesma7i of the Beriod* Has he, indeed! So like him? {After 
two hourd careful deliberation*) I really think I ought to write to 
the Times* \Exit leisurely for the purpose* 


BEIEE HINTS. 

Punch has seen the announcement of a handy volume, ''by a 
Barrister in Actual Practice,” entitled, Sints on Advocacy^ Useful 
for Bractice in any of the Courts^ with Suggestions as to Opening a 
CasBy Examination-in- Chief Cross-Examination^ Be-Examination, 
Reply ^ Conduct of a- Defence in a Criminal Trials &o., &c., &c. 
He offers his own compendium of such a manual, which, ii not 
suited to superior temples of Themis, wiU, at least, he good for the 
County or Police Court. 

1. Eind out the depth of your client’s pocket, and draw your fees 
accordingly — in advance* 

2. Let your Junior Clerk take instructions. (This saves trouble.) 

3. Apply for an adjournment, as soon as the case is called. (By 
this means you will obtain a second fee.) 

4. Let the Ju^e or Magistrate do aU the work (they like it) ; and 
whenever Bds Honour (or “Worship,” as the case may be) says 
anything funny, he convmsed with silent laughter, 

5. Say as little as you can yourself, and do not try to be the least 

clever or witty. ^ 

6. Should your client gain his cause, rise and denounce his 
opponent, and ask for costs, 

7. Should he lose it, shrug your shoulders, and tell him he would 
have been worse off but for you. 

8. In any event, send in a bill for further costs, after the case is 
concluded. 

N.B, — By following these instructions you are sure to^ gam the 
respect and esteem of your clients and aH who may come in contact 
witn you. 

Beflection by Sir Wilfrid, 

Shaxspeaee says 

“ Our pleasant vices 
Are made the whip to scourge us.’’ 

This must be especially tbe case when our pleasant vices take the 
form of (what an Irishman would call) “lashins of liquor.” 


MOTIONS IN AKBEST (OE JUDGMENT?) 
Olad hands upon three bellows-blowers 
Of Ldsn organs,— good ! 

Bnt stop tbe wind that feeds their roars — 
Ahy if we only could 1 
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Eor several days the eamsses of the British Emhassj had been 
isy among the Purveyors of the Palace. At last their work was 


busy among the Purveyors of the Palace. At last theur work was ! 
done. The supplies to the Yildi Kiosk were cut ofE. The Padi- 
SHAs’s kdbols were stopped— at the fountain-head ! 

* ^ ^ iff ^ 

The British Ambassador had been closeted with the Sthtait for 
a long and apparently tempestuous interview. The assiduous, 
quick-eared wat^ers outside the royal sanctum, had more than once 
caught the manly voice of Sir Henry high in storm, and the higher 
treble of the Suxtan running through the whole gamut of remon- 
strance, from angry protest to helgless wail. ^ 

I m^ust now say farewell, your Excellency,” said the Sextan, 
in a voice faint from exhaustion. “ The refems you demand are out 
of the question. They require money, and England will not jfibad me 
any. without it, I can do no more than I have done — nothing. 
By the beard of the Prophet, I can do no more 1 ” 


“ Tour Majesty has heard my summary of the situation,” returned 
the Ambassador. 

“ A great many times,” interrupted the Sextan, with a sigh. 

“ The future — ^nay, the very existence— of Turkey depends upon 
your decision. My ofEers are like the Sibylline books— I shaU ask 
I more every time yon grant me an audience. Pray reflect I Grant 
me another audience in half-an-honr.” 

“ As you will,” replied the Sextan, feebly, adding, with a melan- 
choly attempt at a smile, “ I suppose your Excellency has not sucn 
a thing as a bun in your pocket r ” , . 

“ A bun ! ” exclauned the British Ambassador, in sunrise. 

“ Eo— no — of course you have not ! ” murmured the Sultan, it 
was but a jest. The Sultanas are fond of buns, and — methought 1 
could have relished one. But, farewell 1 I will detain you no 
longer.” 

As the Ambassador made his how, he noticed that the Sextan was 
stealthily tightening his sword-helt. 
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“ Eujeka ! ” cried Sir Henry, in triumpli, as lie sprang down tlie 
steps of the Yildi Kiosk. “ At last I kold tke key to tke situation I 
I have the means of bending the stiibhorn Turk’s cast-iron ‘will to 
any pattern that suits Her jSritannic Majesty’s Government ! ’ 

* # * « * 

An hour later the Ambassador was again closeted with the Stotan. 
As he entered the Presence, he bowed, ;and placed somettog mdden 
by a cloth on a golden side-table. The Pather of the Faithful turned 
first red, then pale, as he drew a deep inspiration. Then, mastering 
his emotion under an appearance of indifFerence, he observed, 
ravenously, “ A savoury odour ! ’Tis long since such a smell has 
greeted our royal nostrils ! ” 

** I am afraid,” returned the Ambassador with a smile, that not 
only your Majesty, but all in the palace, have of late been on rather 
short commons 1 ” . a 

‘*You dare to mock me!” shouted the Sultan, on his guard. 

I “ Dog of a Christian! I believe it was you who stopped my credit at 
1 the butcher’s ! ” , , . 

*‘Nay, Commander of the Faithful!” remonstrated the imper- 
turbable Sir Henry. ^ _ 

“Yes, yon!” roared the Sultan, in a fury. “ ’Twas only yes- 
terday that the Palace tradesmen en masse refused further supplies ! 
Oh ! but for one little hour of the bow-string ! If I did not 
raise a European war, by my beard ! I would hang every dog of the 
pack over his own counter ! ” . v -i 

Impassive, as with difficulty he mastered a triumphant smile, the 
Ambassador continued — 

“There should be no secrets between us. Your Highness is 

is no word for it,” murmured the wretched Monarch ; 
I am absolutely starving ! ” j t. 

“ And yet there is food within your Highness’s reach.” And the 
Ambassador artfully raised a comer of the cloth which veiled the 
mysterious object on the golden side table. 

“ A most appetising odour ! ” sighed the Sultan, after a second 
deep in^iration, as 9ie moisture exuded &om the comers of his 
mouth. “ By the beard of the Prophet ! it is more than I can bear ! 
"What do you want of me ? ” 


The Ambassador briefl.y repeated his demands. 

Ten minutes later Baker Pasha had received his appointment 
as Superintendent of Reforms throughout Asia Minor, Sir Henry 
Layard was telegraphing to England an account of his diplomatic 
triumph, and the Sultan, his sleeves tucked up, aud a gold 
embroidered napkin under his imperial beard, was pitching fiercely 
into an enormous dish of the most appetising Irish stew. 


Prince aiamafixi. 

8m oj Theodore^ King of Abyssinia; tahen at ILagdala, April 13, 1868. 
Died at Leeds ( PFard of the Queen, the Chancellor of the Exchequer, 
and the people of England), Kov. 14, 1879. 

Buried, by the QueerCs desire, at Windsor, Kov- 21. 

Poor Rasselas I Short thy life, but not unloved, 

And so not sad, let England hope and trust ; 

A kind Queen’s mother’s heart for thee was moved, 

And near her ki-n finds room for thy dark dust. 

From THEonoRUS—God of battle’s gift, 

To faithful hands thy childhood’s care we g’ave ; 

Love by thy death-bed beard thy simple shrift : 

An d thou oam’st nearest kingship in thy grave. 


A Correction. I 

The Duke of Arg-yle has dared to 'say in his Leeds Speech that 
there was not a grain of truth in a recent utterance of the Marquis 
of Salisbury at Manchester, about She^ ^ Ale The Duke is 
wrong. Mr. Arthur Hobhouse, late Legislative Member ot OouncU, 
has shown that there teas a grain of truth in the Marq[uis s state- 
ment .... just a graim 

ABE050S OF THE Ieish Ahbests.— I f it Were as easy to mtizzle 
* martyrs as to make ’em ! 
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IMPERIUM 


LI BERTAS.” 


"Nor deal ia watchwords overmuch.” — T bnntson. 




r-^\ 










Another, plirase ! ISot of new mintage— trne, 

Bat borrowed coinage now for Buxl will do. 

Poor John ! phrase-fogged and bogey-scared so long, 
He needs tongne-triok to teach him he is strong, 

An^ changing confidence for bonneing boasts, 

Etimes all roosts, and thinks he rules all roasts. 
Imperium et Uhertas ! How large, 

And how sublime the phrase! From marge to marge 
Of foUy^s duck-pond how it seems to rise, 

An empyrean— to short-sighted eyes I 
Ample and antithetical the terms— 

Leave scrutiny of sense to drones and worms, 

Parochial pettifoggers, whose poor thought 
By dreams of Empire is not tmrilled, nor caught 
Even by sounding Latin scraps and screeds, 

Yet those who test smart mots by acts and deeds 
May ask, ‘ ‘ What Empire ? ” Roman stretch and sway ? 
Or the French Csesar’s ? ” Where are both to-day ? 
“ toeen Bess’s ? ” Let our later Cecil claim 
With his loose schemes to link her mighty name ; 

The Tudor Lioness would grimly smile 
At blittd ambition and at blundering guile, 

Fussy diplomacy which wastes its force 
On Empire’s outworks, but neglects its source, 

And finesse still peddling in intrigue, 

Entrapped by rival craft, and counter-league. 

“ Ends without means,” would be a fitter cry 
Eor shouting dupes of our new; Policy. 

“ Empire” — ^with small battalions, something strained 
By a slow conquest o’er barbarians gained. 

“Empire ’’—with timorous finance that fears 


“ Empire and Liberty ? ” For all their pother, 
They fear to pay for one or trust the other. 


^ the true meaning of this catchword cry, 
Hostile to Empire as to Liberty. 


*Vox et Preeterea Nihil.” 


‘‘Mr, Henry Bichard, M.P., has been addressing a conference at 
Swansea, advocating motion for a mutual and simultaneous reduction of 
European armaments,” 

Hapoleon described History as an old almanack. Modem His- 
tory is cl^rly not a Poor Michard^s Almanack— Mars and his 
malign infiuences omitted. 


HAPPT-THOTJGHT GUIDE TO LONDON. 

{Being a Dickens of a Dickensionary for the use of Visitors to the 
Metropolis,) 

THE SEYEH DIALS.— PAo one central spot in London where the 
time of day is kept. The Seven Dials is one of the finest sights— 
just as the National Gallery was one ."of the finest sites— in Europe. 
The Seven Dials are the work of seven renowned mechanicians* 
known as the Seven Wise Men, who travelled from the East in the 
very early part of the thirteenth century. Neither the atmosphere, 
nor the population, of London, was quite so dense as at present, and 
therefore the Wise Men who professed to “ catch the sun’s rays on 
their dials,” were considered as benefactors by quite the densest por- 
tion of the population, who expected to see the rays caught, hottied 
and ultimately used for germinating cucumbers. Seven elegant 
works of art were then commenced under dedication to St. Giles. 
But on its being discovered that the sun’s rays were not caught, and 
that the Wise Men required to he remunerated for their labour, the 
infuriated populace set upon them, and would have burnt them at 
the stake, where the flames would have been kindled by several 
volumes of their erudite memoranda called Dial Logs^ which being 
uncommonly dry, would have flared up at once. The Wise Men 
having been sufidciently wise to quit these hospitable shores, never 
returned, and the materials of the Dials were used for the construc- 
tion of the same number of superior clocks which now form the orna- 
ment of this quarter, preserving the tradition and the name of the 
Seven Dials. The Dials are wound up twice a-year, on the 
thirty-second of February, and the first of April, when crowds 
assemble to mtness this ceremony— one of the most imposing in 
London. The first idea of Dials came undoubtedly from Egypt; that 
is, from the Croco-dials. These animals lie basking in the sun, and | 
by their varying attitudes the natives are distinctly able to tell the 
time of day. Of course even in Egypt, the invention of the modem 
watch accounts, in some measure, for the disappearance of the Croco- 
dials, just as the institution of the modern pdice, instead of the old 
watch, accounts for the partial disappearance of the thieves who were 
attracted about tHs quarter by the Seven Dials, which they one day 
hoped to succeed in quietly removing. Should this happen even be- 
fore this paper makes its appearance, the reader will in vain pay a 
visit to the Seven Dials in the hope of beholding what were and what 
might he now, and what certainly ought to he, the Seven Wonders 
of the Metropolis. 

SIGHT-SEEING. — Vide any Spectacle-Maker. The Managers of 
our large theatres about Christmas-time are generally the best 
Spectacle-Makers, All sights can he accommodated at the Crystal 
Palace. The “ nearest sight ” depends on where the visitor happens 
to be residing, or dining. If be has any particular fancy for the 
shape of his glasses, he can call in at a hujSet and take hds choice ; 
and i£ he cannot stand oblong glasses, he can stand “ glasses round” 
to the assembled company. 

SKATING CLUB.— Ices of some sort all the year round, lemon 
water, or cream. No member ever allowed to walk^ when once inside 
the Club. On entermg, be at once puts on bis skates. Tbe porter 
skates up to him with his letters, the waiter skates up to him with 
the hiU of fare, and the butler skates about, superintending the 
comforts of the^ members, handing the pickles, — which are 
“the frozen^ Chilly,” — signing bills and giving change. The 
Club is dedicated to St, Katherine. Over the portico are the 
words, “ S. Kate.” The Steward who arranges the dinners is here 
called the Club’s Skaterer. Tbe invariable fish for the commence- 
ment of dinner is Skate, as a matter of course — of second course— 
and it is washed down with a glass of Must-skate-^well, pro- 
nounced, shortly, ‘‘ Mus'kafelV^ The members always sit on the 
outside edge of their chairs. Serjeant Sleigh is naturally a member, 
and if there is any carpenter’s work required in the Club, it is done 
with a sledge-hammer. A beautiful freeze adorns the walls of the 
Hall, representmg the history of a young man, showing how he 
went out and tried to reap with an ice sickle ; how it melted in his 
hand ; how he melted into tears ; and how, finding himself deserted 
by an ice* maiden, he ^ce-olated himself from the rest of the world. 
In the^ winter, entertainments are given to the members, chiefly 
consisting of magic-lantern slides. 

SKINNERS’ HALL . — K marvellous work of architecture, both 
for design and execution. It consists entirely of old flints, wMch 
have been splendidly skinned by the Skinners’ Company, the flmt- 
skins themselves serving for the rugs, carpets, and other coverings 
required for the h^ staircase and reception-rooms. Brotherly love 
is the bond of union among the Skinners, so that even a Skinner’^ 
kin is not so near to him as is his brother Skinner. They are very 
« rich, or th^ wouldn’t be the Skinners. If you want to mow more 
^ about this Company, get hold of a Skinner and ask in a Mendly way. 

A necessary qualification for a Skinner is Beanty, in order to keep 
- up the tradition of Beauty being only skin-deep.” 
s SMITHFIELD CLUB.— Chiefly intended for tbe show of cattle, hut 

not strictly limited to beasts. Swells, of a certain weight, are admitted 
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as represeiitiiij? fat old Imcks, and one Bishop is, ex officio^ a member, 
e.e., Oxon,” The -visitor should ask to see the celebrated Sheep- 
shanks’ Collection. When sitting in the window, the members look 
a little sheepish, on being caught casting sheep’s eyes at the pretty 
girls as they pass. On the bookshelves are Bulweb’s novel, Eugene 
A’-ram, A Black Sheep, LamEs Tales, boxmd in calf, and several 
volumes of the Use of the Ram in Naval Warfare, and the Nistory 
of Cowes in the Isle of Wight, Its members are only allowed to 
write with sheep pens. The usual beverage in the smoking-room is 
oxy-gin. Irish members are eligible if they can show a fair sample 
of bulls. 

SOANE MUSEUM. — Like any other museum, it ’s ‘built though 
called sewn. It grew with suoh rapidity that it seemed to have sprung 
up in a morning, having been sown on the previous night. Hence 
the name, The Sown Museum. At least this is one derivation. 
Another is, that the eminent architect claimed it as his property, 
and it being asked in court whose the Museum -was, his counsel 
replied “ His own Museum.” There are some beautiful specimens 
of the Omnium Gatherum to be seen here. 

SOHO BAZAAR. — ^ABazaar where they sow Aoos— but to what par- 
ticular branch of industry this belongs has not been made sufficiently 
clear. It may have some ^ connection with the Soane Museum. 

; We await further information. Inside is a very Soho Bizarre 
collection. 

SOMERSET HOUSE. — A topsy-turvy sort of place, as the name 
implies. 

SOUTH KENSINGTON MUSEUM.-Here is the largest loan 
collection in London. Any one in want of a loan need only a^ply 
here, and he will be accommodated on easy terms. No questions 
asked, except “How -will you take it?” And if you can get a 
fourpenny-bit the better of them, you have only to make a joke 
about the coign of ’vantage,” and they will increase it to eight- 
pence on the spot. The Museum is better known as the Cole Mine 
of Kensington, and there has never been any doubt as to the value 
of the Cole-lection. There is Art Training School, where the 
pupils are brought up on the artfuHest principles. In the painting- 
room, the Art Students are easel-ly admitted, and^ copy all the 
forms they see before them (when the forms in question will evidently 
not be in the use of the Copyist), except the form of admission, 
to copy which would be forgery— it being necessary to draw the line 
somewhere. No Student can take an old picture away with him on 
the plea that he intends to restore it. He will have to restore it 
there and then. 

STANDARD THEATRE.— As there must always be a standard 
of acting by which to judge, here it is. The Standard, however, is 
not the Criterion. 

STATIONERY OEEICE. — Never moves ; always there from 
10 to 4. Well worth seeing. 

STATUES.— The best time to see the entire collection is during 
the Statue Fair, held every year on Old Lady Day-old Lady Day, 
when alive, having been a great patroness of Statues, and very kind 
to them. For the convenience of -visitors to town, the custodians of 
the York and Nelson statues -will, on receiving two hours’ notice, 
and a sufficient, though not exorbitant, gratuity, bring these statues 
down for inspection. 

The Duke of Wellington 'can also ccxme ofi his horse when wanted 
to stretch his legs. 

There is a statue to the memory of a distinguished foreigner, 
Achnies, in Hyde Park, erected by his widow. He was a Greek, 
and well known on ’Change. 

Queen Anne has a statue in Queen’s Square. It is dated Anne-o 
something— but the rest is illegible. 

The Duke of Bedford in Russell Square has been lately touched 
up. He was quite black ; now he is not nearly so black, — as, he is 
painted. 

Lord George Bentinck in Cavendish Square. Black with Cavendish 
smoke. 

Eleanor Cross. Might be balanced by a statue of Eleanor Good- 
tempered. 

Fox, Bloomsbury Square. Fox wants the brush. 

J enner in Kensington Gardens. De-jenner-ate Art. 

Peabody. Royal Exchange, Might as well be Nobody. 

Pitt (WiUiam). Hanover Square. Turn the Pitt into a Private 
Box, and get rid of it. 

York (Duke of). This might be sent to the land of Ham. 

But if more statues are required, why not apply to Dr. 
Cabtee ? He could ‘ * have a shot at it ” at all events. 


THE MODEL SCHOOL-BOARD ELECTOR. 

course, he has oorresiwnded at 
some len^h -with each of the candidates 
sought a personal interview 
\\ wi/ with them— and ascertained their views 


on aU the vexed and vexing educa- 
tional questions of the day. He has 
elicited from them the fullest parti- 


f elicited from them the fullest parti- 
culars as to their birth, parentage, 
education, moral and mental training, 
and especial fitness for the position to 
which -they aspire. 

If there are Lady Candidates, he has 
in^ddRion requested them to oblige 

a great rehance^on ^^mognomy as an 
index to character, ability, and attain- 

He spent his holidays in visiting 
schools and other educational institu- 
tions in France, Germany, Switzerland, 
^ Holland, Sweden, &c., to enable him 
to compare foreign systems with those 
pursued in England. 

At home he has been a constant visitor at aU the schools in his 
neighbourhood, whether Board or Voluntary, Denominational or 
Undenominational, Sectarian or Unsectarian, in order to obtain a 
thorough insight into the variouB methods adopted and their results ; 
and to satisfy himself how best economy can be combined with effi- 
ciency, and discipline maintained -without any compromise of personal 
independence or sacrifice of Hberty of action. 

He has been a re^ar attendant during the last three years at all 
School Board meetings to which he could obtam access, and has 
taken down in shorthand full reports of the proceedings, and entered 
them, on his return home, in a volume set apart (with an index) for 
iMa particular purpose. 

He has made a point of reading all the pnhHshed accounts of School 
Board meetings, educational controversies. Codes, and revised Codes, 
and amended Codes, and, especially, from end to end, the Annual 
Reports of the Education Department. With all the books, pami^hlets, 
circulars, and articles on education which have come within his 
reach, besides listening to countless addresses, lectures, speeches, and 
orations on the subject. 


In Anticipation of EebruaXy 14. 

These ’s a Pasha in your service, 

, A Colonel once in mine : 

Own that his the nous and nerve is 
That fits your Valentine I 


in the family circle, at the social hoard, in public conveyances, and in 
the haunts of business and recreation. 

On the day of election the Model Elector rises early, dresses himself 
with scrupulous care, takes a turn round the garden before break- 
fast -with a volume of educational statistics as his companion; 
and then partakes of a moderate meal, at which he impresses upon 
his family the great importance of the duty he is about to discharge, 
and leads the conversation to such improving topics^ as compul- 
so^ attendaucej cubic space, the diminution of juvenile crime, -the 
utilisation of rich educational endowments, and the systems of 
PESTAiozzr and Feobel. 

If he walks to the polling place, he chooses the most quiet and 
unfrequented streets he can find, that he may meditate on the 
necessity of technical education without interruption or disturb- 
ance. If possible, he drops in at a favourite Board School on his 
way, that lie may avail himself of the very latest opportunity of 
studying practical details, and spends a quiet half ho-ui over 
suffixes or the greatest common measure. 

If he takes a cah, he selects a vehicle whose driver he finds, after 
careful examination, holds the same -views as hims elf on the great 
question of the day, , , . . ^ 

Having arrived at the Polling Booth, he records his vote for the 
Candidates who in Ms judgment are most likely -to advocate economy 
combined with efficiency, and to consult the welfare of -the masses 
without overtaxing the pockets of the ratepayers ; -taking especial 
care to support the Lady Candidate if her views are (as they are 
pretty sure to he) moderate, rational, and enlightened, and, tnere- 
fore, exactly corresponding with his own. , . , i.. 

If the Candidates he supports are elected, he -testifies his delight 
by such little attentions as sending them a copy of Ms pamphlet on 
“National Kindergartens.” leaving a card on the Returning 
Officer, presenting a splendid bouquet to the Lady whom Ms active 
exertions have helped to a seat at the new School-Board, and, wea- 
ther permitting, serenading her at night-fall. 


MOTTO— AHCIENT XSCD MODEBH. 

“ Imperivm et Zibertas ” — that’s the motto for you, Brothers, 
Libertas for yourselves, hoys, and Imperium over others I 




A DRAMA OF THE DRAWING-ROOM. 

Br MEANS OF HIS FACE AND A.TTITUDB, JONES PLATTERS HIMSELF HE CAN EXPRESS THE DEEPEST INTEREST IN THE CONVERSATION 
OF A Bore, while in reality his attention is fixed on what is going on in some other part of the Room. 

Just at present, old Mrs. Marbablb is relating to Jones the harrowing details of her late lamented’s last illness 
—while Captain Spinks is Popping the Question to Clara Willoughby behind one of Chopin’s Mazurkas— and Jones has 
no doubt but that his Face and Attitude are all Mrs. M. could wish. 


^^PULL, DEYIL! PULL, BAKEE!^" 

Ah ! j^It really looks a pretty little game, 

As it stauds. 

Let Hs tope our pet the Sultan tlmiks tke same. 

At Bull’s hands, 

As his patron, friend, defender, 

If he looked for treatment tender, 

With what ecstasies of gratitude his heart— no douht— expands I 

Pull, Devil 1— that the Manghty !N‘orthern Bear, 

Ogre grim, 

Who long has longed the Padishah to tear 
Limh from limb ! 

To save the Turk from ruin, 

And so thwart that bogey, Brnin, 

Bull’s deputy must pull his very hardest against him I 

Pull, Baker!— that’s Bull’s deputy, of course. 

Happy choice ! 

To haul in the Sultan’s slack with all his force 
He’ll rejoice, 

Por what sympathy hath he 
With the immorahtge 

Of the East ’gainst which the West uplifts its pure and potent voice? 

Pull away, and pull together, pleasant pair, 

Sever shirk ! 

Though of solving Eastern Questions men depair, 

Erom your work 
Some solution we may see, 

Viz*, oi continuity, 

In the person and possessions of your Mutual Friend the Turk ! 


The Wat St. Mark’s is going, — From the Dog(e)s to the Dogs! 


A CAUTION TO OEESE. 

According to a police report, on a summous obtained by the 
Metropolitan District Railway Company, a Mr. Gteorge G-ooset, 
attenifing the other day at the Mansion House and pleading 
“ GuE^ ” to a charge of alighting from a carriage whilst a train was 
in motion, got himself fined ten shillings. Instead of losing a small 
sum of money, Mr. Gooset might have lost limb, or life, by 
his goosehardy act. It is too probable that the monition to “ wait 
until the train stops ” will continue to he disregarded by many a 
goosey goosey gander. There are geese whom neither mulct nor 
maim incurred by birds of their feather will deter from stepping out 
on to the platform whilst the train yet moves, and thus executing a 
movement which, without ofience to the gallant recruits of me 
British Army, or to the Drill-Sergeant, may well be styled the 
“ Goose Step.” For the hero of our text, we may improve on the 
nursery rhyme, and sing — 

Goosey Goosey gander, 

Where would you wander ? 

Into trains, and out of trains, 

And in my Lord Mayor’s chamber ! 


“ On a Lee Shore.” 

“We hear that her Her Majesty’s Ship Eg&ria has received rather serious 
damage by going ashore in the neighbourhood of Pakhoi, to which place she 
had been despatched to protect British interests.” — Standard, Nov. 20, 1879. 

Let us hope the good ship Britannia will not come to grief in like 
manner, while at sea for a similar object. 


The Maccallum More’s Prescription. — How to take Ministerial 
utterances— “ Cum grano ^AXzs(BxrRT).” 







November 29 , 1879 .] 


PUNCH, OR THE LONDON CHAEIVAEL 


WAR CORRESPONDENCE IN FUTURO. 


t You onglit to Jbe very 

thankful lor this letter. 
The dMcnlties ^ttactog 

no^time to read up the 
“ Enles for the gniaaiice 
of Editors of Newspapers 

with an. Lrmj ia the 
field,” which yon thmst 
into my hands when you 
tenisned ^ me^^^th^ my 

and to tackle mj ardu- 
ous duty as quickly as 
possible. I wished by 
my own personal exer- 
tions to increase the debt 
of gratitude which a grateful country owes to its Special Correspon- 
dents. The names of E-ttssell, Forbes, and a score of others, com- 
mand the respect and admiration of England. My name, I was 
determined, -should deserve a place by theirs, if by devotion to my 
duty I could command it. Thus, burning with zeal and good reso- 
lutions, I joined the army in the field. 

On reporting myself at head-quarters, “Hallo^ who are your 
was my greeting from a beardless subaltern, who paused a 
second in the absorption of an S.-and-B. to address me thus curtly. 

I pointed with some pride to the ‘‘distinctive badge I wore m 
my character of Special. He looked at it and observe(V Oh, that s 
your little game, is it? Badge, eh? See Rule 5. Here,, orderly, 
take this feUow round to the Military Censor.” , ^ i 

CEather surprised at the youngster’s tone, I followed the Corporal 
to whose care he had consigned me. 

“You keep close to me, Sir^^” said the worthy Non-Com. By 
Eule 6 you ain’t to roam about tne theatre of war at pleasure, so keep 
close to me.” , w t 

Before I could express my astonishment at such a regulation, i 
found myself in the tent of a Stafi-OfSlcer. He looked at me sternly 
and shook his fist in my face. 

“Now, look here, my lad, I don’t stpd any nonsense. The 
General holds me responsible for everything you write, so 1 don t 
stand any nonsense. Do you know the Eules r” 

“ The Eules ! What Eules ? ” I exclaimed. . 

“ Come to attention. Sir, when you address your superior omcer . 
shouted the Major. ‘ And don’t forget to salute when you pass me, ; 
or any officer, in camp, or out of it.” 

Thinking it better to temporise, I adopted a conciliatory tone. 
“ My dear Sir, I really don’t know what ypu mean.” 

“ Who the devil are you calling ‘ dear Sir ’ ? ” screamed the Stall- 
Officer. “ But you ’re evidently new to your work,” he continued, 
in a milder tone, “Let me give you a line.^ See you ke^ it, or 
it may be worse for you. You may take it for granted, as a 
Special Correspondent, that everything you do is wrong, and so 
you musn’t do it.” 

“ But you said something about the Eules ? ” 

“ Yes. You ’d better get them into your head before you put pen 
to paper. It may save us both trouble. I "mil read 
‘ You are not to go to the outposts on any consideration whatever, 

“ Where are the outposts ? ” _ , , 

“ Wherever they are^ you are not to go to them. You are not to 
go anywhere unless I give you a pass.” , „ , • -lj-o j? 

“ Then, with a pass, may I assume that I shaE be all rigkt r ^ 
“Not a bit of it. MypasswiE be exactly worth the paper it is 
written on, and may be torn up at any moment, anywhere, by any 
one. When it is torn up, you come back as fast as your legs can 
carry you.^ For further particulars, see Eule 6,” 

“ Anything more ? ” 

“ Heaps ; You are not to write in cypher, but only to u^ Eng- 
lish. So none of your Greek, or Latin, or foreign imgo, X have to 
supervise your intmligence. See Eule 8.” 

“ Anything more ? ” 


“ Lots! Eule 10 : ‘ The Military Censor has the power of obliging 
aE communications sent by Correspondents to their newspapers to 
go to their destination through him. Should he deem the mteUi- 
gence to be dangerous to the good of the country, he may stop it, or 
alter it. In the case of telegrams, the Military Censor will generaUj 
exercise this power.’ So be careful what you say, my man, or it 
wfil be the worse for you.” 

“ I see. I am to; trust my letters to you, and if you can’t, or 
won’t, send them, I am to see what I can do for myseLE,” I exclaimed. 

“Yes. But, mind, your ‘ new arrangements are to be entirely 
under niy control and surveillance.’ See Eule 18. And you are to 
write nothing, or go anywhere, without my sanction ; and I am ‘ to 
give you as much information as I may consider advisable and 
consistent with my duty.’ And you mind you come for it.- See 
Eule 11.” 

“I do see.” (For I had glanced over the Eules while he was 
imeakiag.) “And you are to have a copy of my paper regularly 
(Eule 15), and I am to be liable to dismissal at a moment’s notice 

(Eules 16, 17, 18), and This is simply shameful I Look here ! ” 

And I placed my hand on his arm in my agitation. 

“ Mutiny, by Jove ! Striking a superior officer ! ” shouted the 
Stafi- Officer. “ Take him away I He is under the Mutiny Act, see 
Eule 4.” 

In a moment I was surrounded, and, under a Corporal’s guard, was 
led back to my tent, whence I despatch this letter. Whether the 
Censor will let it pass, I have no means of ascertaining. 

[Of course I wul show these newspaper fellows at once what they 
must expect. — Note hy M, C.] j 

No. 11. 

(From Our Own /Submissive Special,) 

* 

Never mind where I am, but here I am at last, fairly within the 
radius of mfiitary jurisdiction, the Government licence duly granteL 
and everything perfectly en regie down to my distinctive badge. I 
am distinctively, if not becomingly, dressed in a suit of a broad 
yeUow-and-black zigzag pattern, while my hair has been officially 


out close to my head, that there may be no mistake about my 
identity. The sentinels have instructions to challenge me as I pass, 
and I nave several times been shot at and arrested as a Persian 
spy. But the production of my licence has as yet generally resulted 
in wtr ralaafiA fl. ffiw davs’ detention in handcufis, on a diet of 


UXCiXU-ttXXU-watcx. Jxi.a,uwoi.» M/xv jr-' — ^ .T® 

And when I tell you that I have been mtrodueed to the Military 
Censor, who has only cut out three-fourths of my letter, as unde^- 
able for publication, you will understand that I am beginning to feel 
quite at home at my work. . /i. x 

But to plunge in mediae res at once, and give you Ihe progress oi 
the campaign up to the moment of my dispatching this letter. 

Personally, I cannot vouch for anything, having omy once suc- 
ceeded in getting within seventeen ^miles of the scene of operations. 


reprimanaea oy une vyeneriu jjj. uujjxxu.a,xxu.. j. 
may safely assume that the campaign has begun. But to proceed 
with my letter. « ^ n 

This is a fertile country, as far as I can see it from my 
windows. Of its chief products I know nothing. The dogs, cattle, 
and the smaller and more strictly domestic insects, seera, on distant 
and nearer view, such as might be met with in an English Midland 
county. This morning, in my walk under the sentry s X have 
come across some specimens of the FolyanthMS vulgans toat remmd 
me strongly of those in the fiower-walk in Eensmgton Gardens. X 
wish I could add any details of a military character, but a fresh 
I order of the authorities just issued having made any attempt to 
gather any information whatever an mfrmgement of the Mutiny 
Act, I am afraid I must reserve myseH for anoti^ letter. You wm j 
be glad to hear that I am quite well, and getting accustomed to j 

Crasor is an exceUent 

officer, and mil thorougMy deserve Ms K-C.B., and any other 
decoration or promotion that may be awarded Inm at the conclusion 
of the war. I shall haye a great deal to say about bim m my next, 
in which, in addition to some interesting mfomation on the pimcipaJ 
parasites of the country, I hope I may he able to annou^e that I 
haye at last heard the sound of c^on. If Ido enjoy this urm- 
lege, it vrid he due entirely to the kindness, courtesy, and considera- 
tion of the Mfiitary Censor. Here is the Corporal s guard come to 
take my candle away, and lock me up for the night, so I must brmg 
this letter to a close. 

* Address suppre^ed by order of Mihtafy Censor. 

Bt T.ast iNEEMiaBS-ctES.— “ The cry of Woekf”— A nyiifa™K 
promising for next election at Bournemouth. 
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A WORD FOR THE WOMEN, 



to stand in an oyer- crowded railway-carriage, wMle well- 
dressed young members of tbe ‘^^^Aiuar-stocracy ” are 
comfortably seated. M^e Man, old or young, must take 
Ids chance, and has no right to plead manners on his own 
behalf. I 

Nor is it eyeryone who is of Chabxes Lajio’s opinion 
about “the sacredness of female eld.*^ But most of 
our sex, it is thought, are ready to recognise the claims 
of young womanhood, particularly with good looks to 
back them. Let me correct this impresssion, by exactly 
describing what I saw on the North London Line the 
other day.' The seats were all filled in our carriage, 
when a modestly-mannered and modestly-dressed girl 
got in, exactly like the pretty young creatures Johit 
Leech used to draw for us in the olden—I mean my 
younger — time. Three young fellows occupied the seats 
on either side the door against which she stood. One was 
puffing a cheap cigar, another reading a red-and-yellow 
railway noyel, the third pretending to sleep, with his 
hands resting on the head of his fiashy cane. Not one 
stirred all through the ride ! 

Again and again I have seen pretty and delicate- 
looking girls, though of no higher rank, T am bound to 
add, than shop-attendants, or milliners’ workwomen m 
all probability, on their way to their daily work, treated 
in the same un-cayalier fashion by well-dressed men. 
In fact, “ every man for himself ” seems to be the rule 
on the East End lines. The offer of a seat to a crowded- 
out woman, young or old, is the exception. 

It is said that Mrs. Teoliobe’s telling pen-and-ink 
caricatures cured the Americans of th 3 ;pwing their^ legs 
on tables and over chair-backs. I can’t help thinking a 
few of Mr. Punch's pen-and-pencil pictures might work 
an improvement, if not a cure, of the unmanly state of 
things I have described. I believe half of it arises from 
shyness ; but it seems fast hardening into custom, and 
the sooner the indurating process can be stopped the 
better— or so it seems to 

Your constant reader and subscriber, 

Jonathan Oldbuok. 


Mb. Punch,— Having become the fortunate possessor of half-a-dozen Bank 
Shares by the will of a well-disposed relative, Ihave no right to grumble that 
in my old age I am forced to travel third-class by rail, and to ride m tram-cars. 
I make no complaint of this. The differences between classes— on and off the 
rail — ^are only smn-deep. Still, there are some of them that want lessening— 
and I think you and your artists could lessen them— however you like to spell 
the word. 

It is little matter if I, with my shaky legs and uninteresting white hair, have 


Grive and Take. 

(2b my Lord L.y on Ms ‘‘ Jmperium et LihortasP) 

Fear for Liberties we have 
If your Imperium waken, 

All question we may waive 
Oi the Liberties you’ve taken I 


MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. 

(^71 EcstaiiG Esthetic d Zct Mode.) 

“ I sits^with my feet in a brook, 
if any one axes me why, 

I giyes 'em a tap with my crook — 

‘ 'Tis sentiment makes me/ says I.” 

Her softly sculptured Bps, sharply indrawn, 

As with some subtle shiver half supprest, 

Blanch to the snowiness of hleachdd lawn. 

The trim and taper finger-tips that rest. 

Soft as new-faBen snow-flakes, on her crook. 

Are tinted with a tender turquoise blue ; 

Her feet flush red, as, plunged in a chill brook. 
Fair feet are apt to do. 

The morbidezza of her marhle cheek. 

Speaks it of dying lip or living death ? 

One seems to see — so doth the canvas speak — 

The swift soft sibilation of her breath. 

So sits she, shadowing mysteries manifold, 

In incomplete e:^ectancy of— what ? 

Perhaps ’tis of an influenza cold, 

Perhaps, again, ’tis not! 

What precious pregnancy of pnlsing life I 
What vast potentialities of passion ! 

What strange rdnotimee with desire at strife 1 
The robe’s white tissue, cut in clinging fashion, 

Against her coy carnations, warmly wan, 

Shmes like to tarnished silver’s chastened sheen, 

Her flesh-tints pure are joy to gaze upon. 

Purple, and grey, and green ! 


Languor supprest, quivering intensity. 

And unripe insufficiency of self. 

Speak in each eyelid broad, and caverned eye, 

And ridged clavicle’s projecting shelf. 

Deep sympathies of orescent womanhood,’ 

Eeen urgency of unperfected love, 

Dull aching thrills, as of half-frozen blood, 

That may not freely move. 

Such aches as chaste desires— and chilhlains— give. 

Oh ! quite too perfect quiteness of sick sweetiiess, 
WTiat subtly sensuous symphonisms live 
In thy soft sumptuousness of calm completeness ! 
In which — ah! curse of Momus and his mockings !— 
Nought sees the ribald, rash, Philistine fool,^ 

Save a sham-shepherdess sans shoes and stocldngs. 
Foot-paddling in a pool ! 


As Good as a Pantomime. 

We learn from the Homan Correspondent of the Daily News 
that 

“ Signor Caiholi and Signor Depubtis have been busied in tbe forma- 
tion of a Cabinet, to take up the work of the Government pretty much where 
it was broken off in July.” 

When to this is added that— i 

“ the President of the Budget Commission may he brought in to answer | 

the expected criticism of Signor Grimaldi,” 

—no wonder if we anticipate that the criticism of Signor Grimaldi 
win be “ Here we are again ! ” 

The “ Distinctive Badue ” (to he worn hy Newspaper Corre- 
spondents accompanying Armies in the Meld),— A gag. 
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DOUBLED IRRITATION. 

Brown {ly no means an Adonis), “The Letter’s eor you, Sir! Con-found it all, we’re 

ALWAYS BEING TAKEN FOB EACH OTHER ! I ! ” , I — T 

SmUh {no Adonis either). “ I know wk akb ! And, if it combs to that, ‘ Con-fotjnd it all [ case is six months impii o - 

YOURSELF , Sib ! ! ! '’ 


MIND WHERE YOU PUT YOUR 
EEET. 

Herb Yisches, an eminent Ger- 
man antLonty on Art and iBsthetios, 
has lately been emptying the vials of 
his wratn in a Stnttgardt journal 
over rude people who lay their dirty 
foot-ooverings on railway cushions 
in front of them. This is a nasty, 
dhty habit; but still, if people were 
never guilty of setting their feet on 
anything more sacred than Railway 
cushions ! When one thinks of all 
that Prince Bisimarck, for instance, 
has set his feet on I And such big 
boots as he wears too—and so far 
from clean as they are sometimes ! 
Suppose Herr Yischer looked a little 
beyond the railway carriage! But 
Bunch, in his insolent and insular 
freedom forgets there is the Correc- 
tional Pohce-Rod-in- pickle for the 
backs of all who dare impiously to 
pokeifun at the awful Chancellor of 
the Empire, whose will is law,— 
justice to the contrary notwithstand- 
ing,— and whose warning to his critics 
in the press, short, sharp, and deci- 
sive, is “ Shut up, or be shut up.” 


A Really Hard Case P 
“ The Irisb labourer, John Whelan, 
who was sentenced to death at the last 
Manchester Assizes for the murder of his 
wife, by kicking her, but who was strongly 
recommended to mercy on account of his 
wife’s irregular habits and the provoca- 
tion he received, has been respited.”— 
Last Friday's Tims, 

Of course he has, poor fellow! 
Sentenced to death for kicking his 
wife to death— and an ag^avating 
wife too! Hard lines, indeed 1 
They manage these things better 
at Liverpool. There, the sentence in 


A VOICE EX CATHEDRA. 

Dear Me. Punch, 

I AM an Arm-chair Politician. I am not at this moment 
sitting in my arm-chair, hut if any Statesman wishes to adtoss m^ 
I can go back to it at the shortest notice. I have been told th^ i 
can turn the scale at the next election. It is very pleasant to leei 
one ’s own importance, and to know that it rests on so solid a basis 
I as this very comfortable piece of furniture. My upholsterer imorms 
I me that there never was such a demand for well-stufced and well- 
planned easy-chairs witl^ his memory, and I know that ms memory 
IS good, for he has just sent me in a bill wMch I thought was paid 
two years ago. . . _ , . in 

Of course I have not yet made up my mind how to vote, in au 
probability I shall support that Party which soothes my tears 
and flatters my vanity with the greatest degree of success. 1 
consider that English Politics are in a very unsatisfactory condition. 
Merit is not sufficiently rewarded. I myself have applied tor 
appointments to flve successive Goven^ents, and have received 
merely evasive replies. I have no opinions, but I rather fancy | 
that what the country really needs is a Ministry composed ot men oi 
the same opinion as myself. An Arm-chair Cabinet would, 1 tniTifc , 
meet the wants of the situation. My upholsterer thinks so, too. 

As to the Eastern Question. The Government seem to me to nave 
done their best, hut not to have done it at all well. They seem In be 
a very honest set of straight-forward men, yet, at the same tun^ 
I am afraid they are rather deficient in mtegrity. I do not agree wku 
those who accuse them of having carried on two unjust w^s, yet i 
am not satisfied of the justice of the campaigns in which they have 
engaged. Their conduct of the finances may, perhaps, he o^n to 
criticism, though, as far as I can see, our finances are m a better 
condition than those of Turkey. I do not approve oi tlm attachs 
that have been made on the polic;:^ of the Minis'^, i 

course, the duty of an Opposition is to oppose what they thinic 
wrong. 


As to home questions, I do not see what reforms aje J^^eded, nor 
do I i-bi-nlr an;^ody else does ; and I am equally ffivided between a 
dread of going too fast and of standing still. I hope I have made 
my views perSoHy plain. , . , ^ ^ ... 

Mv wife says something which I cannot quite heax about ^ a wme- 
thing betweeu two bundles of hay ; ” but the female mind is always 
a foe to impartiality. Unless my upholsterer lowers ms pnces, 1 am 
opposed to Female Suffrage, as I foresee ihat nw wife, h^ she a 
vote, would infallihly demand, another Arm-chair. I think one 
Arm-chair Politician in a house is enough. Yours, 

Eitheeside Eastman. 


A Check Marked **170 Effects.” 

Whaietee the “Elswick Gas Check”, may ^ve done at 
buiyness (see the Times' report on its efficimcy), it seems tlwt, 
up to the present, the “Edison Gas C^’’-as we may oaJl the 
Mectrio Light^has not proved praotieally etteotnal. 


LOGIC AND LIGHT. 

It used to be commonly said to be impossible to prove a negative. 
But now Photographers say that they can. 

Abeest of Ibish Anti-Rent Agitatoes.— Daly Killen Da^tt? 
If it was only Biggar KiUen Parnell ! 

Ieish Reading.—” Riotousness exalteth a nation,” 

The One Home-Rulee foe Ireland.— The Law ! 
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A CHURCHWARDEN’S QUESTION. 


'5''M 






AHiLCioTTS Me. Punch, 

Among- divers let- 
^ ters on the contemplated 
\ patching, cobbling, or tin- 
kering, as it were^ of St. 
Mark’ s, Y enice, whiohhave 
appeared in the TimeSt you 
V perhaps noticed a some- 
I'A what remarkable one, to 
r which the letter is 

1 appended. desires 

r to ask a question, and asks 
^ accordingly 

“Wbat are the Vejietiaus 
proposing to do more tiiap. 
every mediaeval builder was 
ready t^ do at a moment’s 
nQti& to the ^opbs of his pre- 
deeessors ? Medieval builders 
never hesitated to null down 
^ and re-build or to alter in the 
mok ruthless fashion. Hence, 
jlilj surely, the great historioal in- 
\!l'l terest of mediseval buildings. 

' i ' ' "Why should not the Venetians 
i be allowed to do what wo are 
. so glad the builders Peter-; 
p" borough or Canterbury did ? ” 

Why, “G-”? Do you 
wish to knqw ? Because 
the Venetians are artists 


of n. we^ different grade 
from the architects who built Canterbury and Peterborough, If 
these latter altered the works of their predecessors, it was as though 
a Michelangelo, say, improved, or tried to improve, upon the 
composition of a Feancia, The same improvement might be at- 
tempted by a modem house-paiater ana decorator, and this is 
what the Yenetians threaten St. Mark’s with. But G.’’ proceeds 
to argue : — 

“ EQatory does not end with any particular century ; and if any society had 


been strong enough to prevent the Decorated architects from meddling with 
the Early English churches, should we not have lost by the prevention ? ” 

Perhaps ; though is it not, Mr, Tunch^ a very disputable matter 
of opinion whether the Decorated Architects would not have done 
better than they did if they had restricted themselves to working in 
their own style, and had left Early English work alone ? However 
friend “ G.” is quite right in urging that “ History does not end witi 
one particular century” Of course not ; but Architecture can de- 
generate— can’t it ? History did not end with the seventeenth cen- 
tury, or ^hen the House of Hanover came to the Crown. Then 
commenced the Georgian era of History, and with it the Georgian 
style of Architecture, and the Georgisation or Churchwardenisation 
of not a few mediseval churches. This appears to be pretty nearly 
the sort of process which the Yenetian ‘^restorers” propose ap- 
plying to St. Mark’s Cathedral, and therefore, perhaps, it is that 
their apologist “G.” adopts th^t signature, meaning thereby 
“Georgian.” If so, he signs himself “G.” appropriately enough- 
but might he not as aptly write himself down “ A. ” ? You need 
not, of conrsp, answer this question in condescension to the capacity 
of any one of all yoi|.r innnmerahle readers. Imagine me, Sir, 
yours truly, an Architectural Connoisseur descended— collaterally 
of course— from William op Wxkeham, 

Empty Benches out of Place. 

MiGHjc Punch take the liberty of asking the Governors of that 
wealthy institution, the Foundling Hospital, how it is that, with 
a handsome Chapel, a competent Clergyman, an efficient Choir, and 
a willing Organist, the congregation at the afternoon services, exclu- 
sive of the children of the Hospital, varies from three to ten, includ- 
ing Yerger’s children ? Can this miserable meagreness of outside 
attendance have any connection with the printed board outside, 
rectuesting people (not Governors) to pay on admission ; and, if so, 
might it not be an advantage to the crowded neighbourhood of Gray’s 
Inn if one Board— of Governors— abolished the other board— of “pay 
at the doors,” so that the beautiful service might be offered up 
before a congregation, instead of empty benches ? 

Egg and Cockatbice. — Confiscation Cromwellian : Agitation 
Pamellian. 


A YOICE PROM THE WEST. 

MeIstee Punch, 

I’th close sheltered combe, by th’ pond, where th’ riv’let retarded its flow, 
With th’ dusty bain-doors open’d wide, an’ th’ cow-stalls all ’rang’d in a row, 
There was old Uncle Joe’s Yenny-Court, as it stood in our forefathers’ time, 

Wi’ its gables, an’ chimneys, an’ porch, an’ th’ dairy-house whiten’d wi’ hme. 
Where th’ swallows i’ mom began twitterin’. Aunt Ann began bustlin’ about, 
An’ at slug-a-bed maids while she ’ll rate, Uncle Joe yellin’ loud w’d turn out, 
An’ a-fleld sharp th’ teams vor th’ hay, or, in barton, help mOky th’ cows ; 

Ho peace vor the lazy was there, when the Farmer an ’s Dame ’gan t* rouse ! 
There was plenty vor afl hands to do, as in, quick, pass’d th’ pails foamin’ full, 
Th’ scaldin’, th’ mixin’, th’ skimmiu’ ; th’ light laughter o’ maids never dull ; 
There was Dolly, an’ Ejttt, an’ Peue, wi’ their coats all tuck’d up to their knees, 
While, a-tumin’ the chum, i’ th’ corner, raw-bon’d Eogee groan’d, never 
at ease ! 

But away, i’ th’ dairy so cool, ’mong th’ milk leads, th’ curds, an’ th’ cream, 
Cousin Maey w’d stand, wi’ bare arms, so sweet, as a shape in a dream I 
To see her a-monldin’ tn butter, while a- warblin’ some wold ballad tune, — 


Th’ pink tips o* her white nimble fingers, like th’ blooth o’ th’ dog-rose i’ June ! 
Alas ! all th’ property’s gone ! — ^how it veU away needs not t’ teU : 

AH th’ wold volk be pass’d to their rest ; an’ poor Maet is now never well ! 

But how they do manage up there— at Yenny Court— now, t’is a plan 
Yor a-woikin’ a Daw Farm well, as do stagger a wold farmin’ man ! 

Uncle Job own’d th’ land, ye must know, work’d hard, an’, wi’ no rent f pay, 
They all liv’d a free, happy life, an contented, while all pull’d oone way. 

But when t’was a-sold— Yenny-Court, t’was a-bought by a mighty rich lord, 
Who a tenant must have t’ pay rent ; let us hope he t’ pay ’t can afford I 
But dtheus is th’ curious thing ; dtheus new tenant pays rent an’ finds stock, 
But ’e lets all th’ dairyin’ off, at a price, to a man in a smock ! 

An’ th’ wold double cottage, below, wi’ its small di’moud casements so quaint, 
Is all done up, an’ righted complete, wi’ new peaper, new glass, an’ new paint ; 
Yor th’ Dairy-man must hev a house, vor hisself, an’ his children, an’ wife ; 

But why they be wanted at all, why I can’t understand vor me life ! 

“ Ye c^’t get two bites of a cherry,” was a sayin’ when I was a hoy, 

But i’ dtheus case they try t’ get three J — a meal which I hope they’ll enjoy. 
WTiafs dtheus pother about a piano f — t’ isn’t music as does any harm! 

When I was a boy, there was music, an’ sweet, too ! at Yenny Court Farm : 
When Mae y w’d zmg of an eve’inen, or young Joe breathe his soul thro’ th’ flute, 
There was rapture in many a heart, an’ all our young voices were mute ; 

When th’ tasxs o’ th’ day were all done, an’ th’ bat ronn’ th’ rick-yard w’d flit, 
What mwore blessed thing c’d there be, than thus out in orchet t’ zit ! 


But, I fear, dtheus new tenant’s young wife has never a 
task vor t’ do, 

Ho more an’ she mid hev if she were th’ wife ov a Gent., 
or a Jew, 

Why a plain dairy-farm sh’d be let, an’ thus sub-let’s a 
question o’ taste, 

But ou th’ basis o’ cash, an’ p’raps brains, I think it ’s a 
question o’ waste ; 

There ’s a factor too much i’ th’ sum, cast it up, or turu 
’t round, as ye may, 

An’ a profit t’ find we must take th’ sub-tenant or the 
tenant away. 

Gi’e th’ former mwore coin in his pouch, or th’ latter 
mwore fitness vor ’s place, 

But togethee they eide oveeweighted— an’ th’ 
Yankee must win such a. eace. 

Jeee Smallbone. 

“ Ex Nilo 

At the late meeting of the Anglo-Egyptian Banking 


Company, the Chairman, while announcing a dividend, 
gave his winion “ that a steady stream of prosperity had 
set in on Egypt, consequent on the overflow of the Nile,” 
and he hoped that there would now he a satisfact 9 Ty 
arrangement between the bank and the Egyptian 
Government. 

The misfortune for the shareholders is that the tide of 
prosperity — i,e,, the Nile— never can set in on Egypt 
without over-ruDuing its hanks, or overdrawing them. 
Let us hope the new Controller may do something to 
keep — ^if not the river— the Khedive, at least— within | 
banks and bounds. 

In more Places tlian One. 

EYory prospect of bad weather. Ships ordered to sea.” 

A little later — 

Weather now fine. Ships returning.” 

SuEELY the above telegrams, sent in the course of last 
week,- by Lloyd’s agent, from Madras, might have come 
from Admiral Hoenby, at Malta. 


SSS" To ObssEsroiniBKXS .— EdiUor docs not hold hinudf bound to acknowledge, Teiuryif ov pap for C&ntrihutione. In no case can these be returned wnless accompanied by a 

stamped and directed envelope. Copies sihou Id be kept. 
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BONDS AND BENEFICES. 

O ITR venerable friend, 
dear old Arolideacon 
Denison, the other 
day, addressing a meeting 
of the English Chnicn 
Union at Manchester, said 
some good things as iisnal. 
Having premised that Lord 
Penzance had been 
“shoved into a position 
he was undt for,’^ ithd pre- 
dicted that: ^'on Satnrday 
he would either complete 
his character for folly by 
sending Mr. MACseNOCHiB 
to prison, or fold his hands 
and go to bed,” the reso- 
lute and determined Arch- 
deacon declared th&t : — 

“ilembfeTS of the Church 
Union would not deviate a 
hair’s breadth from their posi- 
tioil- They could not gutfer 
death like martyrs of old, but 
they could suffer bonds or im- 
prisonment — 

That is, for persisting 
in Romanes<ine and illegal 
practices. They certainly 
can possibly suffer imprisonment; but, if they court it, let ns 
hope they won’t get it, so as not to he enabled to pose as Mart3rrs 
and Confessors. But the truest thing onr Archdeacon said was, 
that the parties he referred to “could suffer bonds.” They not! 
only can, but do. They are in bondage to Articles which they | 
ignore, and obligations which they violate ; and they eoxdd free 
themselves at will from these bonds by disendowing and disestab- 
lishing themselves, but prefer to remain in them because their bonds 
hamper them so little as to allow them morally, or rather immorally, 
to dance hornpipes in fetters. 


IN MEMORIAM. 

Ton Thirty-six Years Editor or the ** Times.” 

Born at BracJcnell, Berks, 1817. Died at Ascot Meath, Kav. 22, 187^. 

Throug-h the dark hours one sleepless workshop strains, 
With strength of busy brain and lightning hand, 

Engines of iron hands and all hnt brains, 

To fix in words the whirl of sea and land. 

The daily paper— brain-core of our times, 

To which Earth’s nerves with lightning pulses thrill, 
Whence promptings to all classes, creeds, and climes 
Speed to take shape in action good or ill. 

Work still finds man or makes him ; need provided 
The central pivots of this central toil, 

Brains of this brain-stuff, guiders of these guides, 

Eresh under their night’s load, calm through its coU. 

If all these centres, brains, guides had been asked 
To name one centre, brain, guide of them all, 

For many a year the answer had not tasked 
Long time or thought ; one name had had the call — 

His name, who, from his schoolboy days, was marked 
By wise eyes for the work he was to do ; 

Who — youth still — mate first, master soon, embarked 
On the great ship, that, with him, greater grew. 

The old salts saw, and bent a scornful brow ; 

At “Walter’s ‘ three-year-olds’ ” the laugh went round. 
Youth at the helm, not Pleasure at the prow — 

The good ship Times sailed, on bold venture bound. 

And from thaJt time The Times was John Delane, 

Till e’en that iron frame was warped and worn, 

And those tense brain-springs slackened ’neath the strain 
Of such toil as man’s strength has rarely home. 


For thirty years and six, think of his life ! 

To keep a wary eye and ready tongue, 

With blithe cheer for all sides, let paxty-strffe 
Rage ne’er so bitter, ’mid the missiles fiung 

From hand to hand, hatred to hatred, stiR 
To feel no hate, and own no captain’s beck: 

To wield power with soft word but iron will, 

Correct olass-claima, and pen-presumptions oheok. 

Wooed, 'Welcomed, worshipped, to be stone to smile ; 

To list the pretty prayer, and yet not yield ; 

To he all things to all with honest guile, 

Frank behind mask, and open under shield. 

Awake while we slept, Ms day was the night. 

Beside the shaded lamp Ms tireless eye 
Through the dark hours was watchful still and bright, 
To focus the world’s face as it swept by. 

E’en Science taxed Mm, brought Mm larger load, 

Harder to trim, and heavier to hear : 

When through the unsleeping wires unresting fiowed' 
The tide of news to winnow, sift, and share. 

Still he found ’strength and spirits, Nature’s hahn, 

Tear after year, till those who watched Mm knew 
Blanks in Ms hlitheness, rufflings of Ms calm. 

And slowet speech for thought that flagged, not flew. 

And the strong hand, for the hard helm too weak, 

Was fain to rest, first for brief speU, and then 
Still longer rest and longer had to seek, 

Till we knew this born Captain among men 

Had handed over charts and signal-book. 

And sailing-orders and all captain’s gear, 

For leisure and repose hard by the nook 
Where he drew breath, to watch green leaves and sere. 

And tend Ms garden and Ms stock, and live^ 

Among the country acquires a country sq.tdre. 

Alas I he had but little time to give 
To that late idyl— not e’en time to tire. 

Death finding Mm, unwontedly, at rest, 

Smote Mm who, till now, seemed too swift and strong 
For dart or scythe, too prompt and labour-stressed 
To hear the summons all must hear ere long. 

Rest in thy grave, that knew no resting here. 

Editor without eq.ual, strenuous soul,^ 

Staunch friend, despising favour, scorning fear. 
Far-seeing, forward-cleaving to thy goal. 

He left a different scene from that he found, 

And had a large part in ail change he saw. 

Hor slave, nor leader, of his time, but hound 
Abreast of it to keep its glass £:om flaw. 

And not a hostile hand is raised to t(;irow 
A black stone at Ms name, who in his place 
Had need to fight and fling so many a foe, 

But ne’er fought false, nor struck hut at the face. 

’Tis oue who served Mm twenty years who writes 
TMs tribute to Ms memory. Those that read 
May well be proud of Mm, and pray om fights 
In Freedom’s cause breed men like him at need. 


The Pacific Main. 

ii appears that the Pacific RepnbKcs, two to one, Peru and Boli'^a 
against Chili, now for some time at war, originally fell out for the 
possession of nitrate and guano beds; so that, m fact, ^ they have 
been fighting over fertilising material. In this particular the 
belligerents may bethought to exMbit some resemblance to;^ultry- 
yard combatants ; though it may he doubted whether on either side 
they have signalised themselves by any display of vMour analogous 
to that of the gamecock as compared with the less noble barn-door fowl. 
However, at lQ[ui(iue there has recently been some warm work, 
wherein Chili, nevertheless, got the advantage. TMs, it is to be 
hoped, may lead to a termination of a struggle which certainly does 
not “ boat cock-fighting,” however analogous it may be to battles 
between feathered champions, each on his own dunghill. 

Doomed to be Blown-ur {by Anti-rent Agitators or Cabul 
incendiaries ,) — ^A Balla-Hissar. 
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Tippet, which looks so well on John Thomas and the Coachman^ and is so beoomino to the stately Mbs. Parker, does not somehow seem to shit 
Miss Henbietta Riprington — ’Andsome 'Abriet, as Mb. Bellkvili-e and his Pals call heb. 
















Now word IS gane to tlie Baiild 
In Dalkeitli Palace, where that he laj; 

That Midlothian has summoned wordy WHlie, 
His ain son’s hame-seat to win away. 

He has taen the table wi’ his hand, 

“ But o’ Provost and Baillies avenged 1 U be i 

“ Olu is mv rent-roll n Borougli rate-book, 

Or my dukedom a baiUie’s penny-iw, 

Or my son Dalkeith daft as wed as dumb, 

That Midlothian’s Kads should hohtly me f 

“ And iae they hrooht W*n— wrd-iae ‘WlcnE,— 
Sae hard on the tnmo’ the Jingo-tide, 

AtiH forgotten that the Banld BnocEroeH 
Is master here on the Scottish side . 


“ Hae they gien him oyations and airches o green, 
And rugs and mauds, and clai^es 
And forgotten that to the hauld Btjcomuoh 
T hey ’re the main o’ them tenants frae year to y 

“ Oh, were Dalkeith a lad o’ brains I— 

' IT ^ xI.—a.'Iia va nana • 



He . - , 

Thong: 


»anel 


“ AtiiI ’ein his words and wits ran low, 

_AsthS’sUtfledootre^tswnth^^nld, 


AS mere s utiiic u.wu *vv«v 

I »d tak’ ither means ^ m^ 

Too bet for this firebrand where he stood. 


“ Rut since my son’s no a lad o’ his haun s, , 

A^d against WnxiB wad woner dee, 

I’H^o tost a ba^^to T,e ” 

And yet word-rife Millie bowled out shaU be. 

He has caUed him «*“® 

I trow there was nae lack for the game, 
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For their hits o’ hau’dins the prices they paid 
He were a seely man conld name. 

He has called him some five-score henchmen hanld 
A’ qualified under the hanld BtrccLErcH, 

Wi’ receipts in ponch and faggots on spanld, 

And colours on hack o’ the Tory hlne. 

There were five and five, before them all — 

Wi’ qualification-papers right ; 

And five and five, wi’ hands no sae clear, 

But o’ titles gude for a little fight. 

And five and five, that wi’ brass recht strung,’ 

Might pass the revisin’ barrister’s ee’ ; 

And five and five, that had broken down, 

But for their swearin’ unco’ free. 

And as, wi’ our faggots on our back, 

By the palace-gates our stand we held. 

The first salutation that we met wi’ 

Was wi’ Willie’s hard words to be sairly shelled. 

“What recht hae ye, ye puppets mean ?” 
duo’ word-rife Willie, “ come teE to me.” 

“ We ’ve our qualification gude at law, 

And mair than law-fast what man can be P ” 

“ What recht hae ye, ye out-county men ? 

And what betoken your colours blue ? ” 

** That to stand fast to the gude auld fiag 
We ha’ qualified under the bauld Buccleitch.” 

“ And where be yt ^aun’, ye bits o’ lads, 

With your Jingo jargon sae loud and hie ? ” 

“ We gang to gie Dalkeith, at the poll, 

Hot wit nor words, but majoritie.’^ 

“ Where be ye gaun’, as rational men ? ” — 
duo’ Willie, “ Stop ! and hand talkwi* me.” 

How a tough auld Tory led that band, - 
And never a word o’ lear had he* 

“Why trespass ye on Midlothian’s vote, 

Ye faggot-voters P—Be afii ! ” quo’ he. 

Then never a word spak’ the tough auld Tory, 

But his thumb to his nose crouse coekit he ! 

« « « « « 

Then Willie he stood in Dalkeith Corn-Market, 

^d nae time in tunin’ his pipes he lost, 

His wind it was lang, and his voice it was strung, 
And nae trouble in choosin’ his words they cost. 

And ere he reached the end o’ his screed-^ 

If to an end it was aye to come — 

Had Dalkeith’s ainseU been there to hear, 

He ’d hae prayed to be deaf as weel as dumb. 

For when Lord Dalkeith he gars to talk, 

’Tis like an organ wi’ nane to blaw ; 

But it ’s a’ the neet and the morn to beet, 

Ance Willie begins, ere ye ’ll win awa I 

And so sweet ’s his tongue, that ye hand your breath, 
And ye mind na the night o’ time ava ’ ; 

And I doot na the bauld Buccleitch himself 
Wad ha’ cried “ Hear, hear ! ” before us a’ ! 
***** 

(Eere fhe fragTM.'nZ hreaTis off.) 


A DISAGREEABLE IHH-OYATIOH. 

A BEMA RKAU LE demonstration of Welsh warmth of temper was 
recently experienced, on somewhat slight provocation by Mr. Archi- 
bald Fobbes, who is now engaged in denyeiing a series of lectures 
m South Wales. Mr. Forbes, we read — 

“ Refused last night to deliver his address at Hewport (Monmouth) in 
consequence of the local catererrefusing him permission to curtail his remarks, 
in order to enable him to catch a train. Mr. Fobbbs was followed to the 
station by an excited crowd, who hooted him, and pelted him ifith eggs.” 

Elsewhere Mr. Forbes, on his lecturing expedition, has been 
received with wml-deseryed plaudits ; hut it seems that at Hew- 
port an immc^rately indignant popnlace bade him farewell with a 
regular, but totally unmerited, ovation I 


Colossus op Words. —GLADST oirE in Midlothian. 


OUR REPRESENTATIVE MAN. 

Stage JDoor-- Christmas Annuals — Children's Boohs and Christmas 
Cards— At Cambridge— The Hunchlack. 

ERE we are 
again! The 
season of 
Christmas An- 
nuals has be- 
gun, in fact, 
to judge by 
these hardy an- 
nuals, Christ- 
mas may be 
said to have 
begun about a 
month ago. 
Mr. Rodt- 
LEDGrE (pub- 
lisher), and 
Mr. Clement 
Scott (editor), 
have hit upon 
a capital no- 
tion in The 
Stage Boor, 
which has al- 
ready “assem- 
bled in its 
thousands.” 
The contribu- 
tors are all of 
them well 
known to the 
theatre - going 
public, which, 
acquainted 

- with the occa- 
_ ^ sional lucu- 

- - — — brations of 
^ Messrs. Irv- 

^ ^ , INO, Heville, 
and Toole, 
has ^ naturally 
exhibited con- 
siderable curi- 
osity for tbe first appearance, as authors, of Mr. and Mrs. Ban- 
OROPT, Miss Hodsoh, Mrs. Johh Wood, Mr. Walter Lacy, Mr. 
Hare, and Miss Kate Muntroe. They are for the most part amus- 
ing ; Mr, Reece’s playbill, however, being first among the funniest. 
But there ought to nave been no authors admitted ; it should 
have been written entirely by^ actors, actresses, the ladies of the 
ballet, the supers, and, most important of all, a genuine stage- 
door keeper. 

The wrapper” of The Stage Door is quite “up to the knocker,” 
The Lady represented outside as issuing from the stage-door with a 
roll of music under her arm is evidently either a burlesque actress, an 
operatic prima donna, or one of the chorus, which is deceptive, as 
none of these are represented inside. On second thoughts, this may 
be intended to represent the burlesque actress, or prima donna, or 
chorus- singer, or whatever she is, leaving the theatre, carrying 
under her arm her rejected contribution. The glance which the 
stage-door keeper, supposed to he the editor, I presume, is casting 
over the top of his JEra at the unhappy young Lady, is very sug- 
gestive of the poor man’s nervousness, lest, at the last moment, 
she, the rejected one, should turn round on him, and have a row. 

As the contributions are only “by those who enter the stage- 
door, of course, the accepted story-tellers have all gone inside, and 
are stopping there. Hot the least among its interesting and amusing 
features, are the portraits of the writers prefixed to each story. They 
are all beaming and beautiful. The likenesses are marvellous— most ' 
marvellous. Mr. Walter Lacy looks as if he had stepped out of a 
sportiug tailor’s advertisement; Mr. Sterrt (why is he behind a 
stage-door ? the sly boots !) apparently represents the Hatting in- 
terest; Mr, JoHH Hare shows what an admirable effect may be 
produced by wearing the St. James’s open collar ; Mr. Frank Mar- 
shall is something between Nicholas Nichlehy and the late Count 
de Mohtaleimbert ; Miss Rate Mdhroe’s portrait is a study for 
an O'^helia at Colney-Hatch ; Mr. Toole is as he appeared when 
suffering from the mumps ; Mr. Lionel Broxtoh’s portrait conveys 
the idea of his having been interrupted suddenly while washing Ms 
face ; Mr. Reece is like somebody else, probably a Russian Prince ; 
Mr. Hollingsheab seems to have partially recovered from a severe 
rash; while Mr. Palorave Simpson’s head of hair is apparently 
intended to exhibit the perfection of the permquier’s art when the 
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rtiles of self-measHremeiit haye been carefully observed. Altogether, 
including the illustrated advertisements (see the portrait of “The 
Blood Purifier” and others— real gems!), the Stage Door is a first- 
rate Shilling’s-worth. 

li Little Wideawake, from the same publishers, Mr. Ernst Q-riset 
is at his best in his Illustratmns to “ The Black Kolf of Rookstone,” 
and Miss G^reenaway’s “ Miss Patty” is a charming frontispiece. 
Mrs. Sale Barker’s stories are excellent for young folks ; and if 
the latter are pleased with their Mrs. Barker, the publishers ought 
to be delightedfwith their “ Sale.” 

Mr. Caldecott’s JBahes in the Wood is almost perfect from cover 
to cover, including the wrapper, or, one might say, considering the 
subject, perfect from covert to covert, including the toood-engravings. 
The picture of the wicked Uncle making much of the ch&dren, of 
his interview with the villains, and of the finish of the fight, are 
deliciously humorous, while the wandering of the babes is touching. 

The same artist has also illustrated Goldsmith’s poem of “ The 
Mad Dog,” in which, for the comfort of all burlesque rhymesters, 
the poet has made “ foes ” rhyme with “ clothes.” The picture 
representing the dog’s jealousy of the cat as the foundation of the 
idea that 

** The dog, to gain some private ends, 

Went mad and bit the man,** 

is intensely fi^y, and old and young will heartily welcome this 
new contribution to Eather Christmas’s library. 

Prom the lugubrious locality of St. Paul’s Churchyard, those old 
juvenile entertainers,^ Grefeith and Fareaht, successors to New- 
berry AND Harris, time out of mind the children’s book-makers, 

[ pour on us a shower of boys’ and girls’ books, about all sorts of sport 
and earnest, from aU quarters of the globe and all races, Eaffir and 
Red-Indian included, among which the young folks who can’t find 
favourites, must be hard to please indeed. Of Christmas Cards, 
what is to be said ? Ask Messrs. Be La Bite and Marcus Ward, 

' those veterans of the game, and those who have “followed suit” — 
Hildesedeimer and Eothe, and Butler, and who knows how 
many besides ?— whose “packs” now fill the stationers’ windows. 
If they find that Lejeu vaut la chandelle — that they are winners by 
their Christmas Card playing— ^o be it. Punch hopes they may. 

A fortnight ago I paid a visit to Alma Mater, and witnessed a 
I very good performance of The Game of Speculation and The First 
Night by the A. D. C. of Cambridge. The nouse was crammed every 
ni^t. One matinSe was given for the benefit of the funds of the 
Adenbrook Hospital, when, as the prices were doubled, a consider- 
able sum must have been realised. 

Why does that absurd theatrical stucco-Shakspeare play, The 
JEunchhack, keep the Stage so pertinaciously ? I believe that most 
people think it is by some “ old dramatist,” with whose name they 
ougnt to be familiar, but aren’t. They are not absolutely certain 
it isn’t one of Shakspeare’s, or, at least, ^ written by a cousin of 
Shakspeare’s ; and I have actually heard it ascribed to Sheridan 
—without the Knowles. The true answer probably is, that, despite 
its tawdriness and its tinsel, and its absurd Elizabethan afiecta- 
tions, there are in it some touches of nature, which are genuine 
inspirations. These — and only these— prevent this silly, iininterest- 
ing and wearisome Five- Act Play from sinking into oblivion. When 
it was revived at the Adelphi, with Mr, Henry Neville, Mr. Her- 
mann Yezin, and Miss Neilson, it was a big success, and drew 
crowded houses for a long time. 

At Sadler’s Wells it has been reproduced for the sake of Miss 
Isabel Bateman’s Julies, a performance of considerable merit. 
Mr. Kelly’s Master Walter is disappointing. Mr, Walter 
Bentley was better as Poh Poy than as Sir Thomas Clifford — 
it is puzzling to have Mister Walter and Master Walter in the 
same piece, and both disguised as somebody else— while Mr. F. W. 
Wyndhaji is quiet in Mqdus, which is a fault on the right side. 
Leah is already underlined for reproduction, with Mrs. Crowe in 
her ori^al part. So that when Miss Isabel has finished playing | 
her Julia, her elder sister will come out in her Jew Leah. ^ \ 

Mr. Wilson Barrett has got a good orew together to man his | 
Court Ship, Mr. Byron’s Comedy crackles with witty things, j 
which go off like Prince Eupert’s drops, bnt Mr* Anson makes his i 
part, which is a sort of first consin to Perkyn Middlewick, rather j 
too burlesque. The Story seeips to come to a natural finish at the ; 
end of the Second Act, and there is a mysterious Uncle played by j 
M r, Price,— -disguised apparently as Sir George Bowter, M.P.,— 
who has evidently founded himself on a mixture of Sir Oliver in 
the School for Scandal, and Burchell in the Vicar of Wakefield, A 
good Paper might be written on stage Uncles, — and, by the way, on 
stage relations generally, a subject I will reserve, in petto, for a 



future treatise from the pen of Yotfr a Tm a. 

P.S . — Ours has been revived at the Prince of Wales’s, hut I have 
not yet seen it. I oannpt add Oufs to my present minutes,’— Y, B. 


Gladstone’s Gifts {To apd J?’ro)>*wPreejBes and Addresses. 


NOT the right man IN CTE l^GHT PnACE, 

It is announced in the Irish papers that a Mr. Bolster is to be the 
new Member for Limerick. Surmy Home-Bnl® wants Pillars to prop 
it more than Pillows to go to sleep on I 


WHO WOTTLD HAVE THOUGHT IT ? 

The latest bulletins of Bismarck’s health describe as “suffer- 
ing from fatty degeneration of the heart.” Strange that the man of 
blood and iron should turp out softhearted, after all* 


Imitation MoSAics.—DjSRABLi’e designs e, Chatham’s. 







AGRICULTURAL IMPROVEMENTS. 

Larid-Steward {to TemmUFarm&r)^ Well, Gans, 'What aee TOtr ooma to Sow m Hebe ? ” 

FaTTner, ** Ain't 'zaotlt made ttp mt mind, Sib ; bdt ie we codid vvt in a pew Stewards and Land-Agents — ^they seems 

ro THRITB BEST ON THE LaND NOWADAYS 1 


BEARDING THE BUCCLEUCH. 

{After JScott^s Zady of the LaJce,’^ 

BmtPoxiNDEBJiD at the Southron’s jaw. 

Quoth the TJnknown, “ What right of law 
Hast thou Midlothian’s vote to sue, 

Without a pass from hold Bdcciedch ? ” 

What right ? ’ My pass, in tongue-fence tried, 
Hangs in my mouth, not easy tied. 

And sooth to tell,” the Southron said, 

“ This time I much shall need its aid. 

Although for hut a week I’m out, 

Six columns daily I’ve to spout. 

Though while there ’s pen and postcard known, 

My taste for peace and rest I own,” 

* * Then why this wordy venture ? ” 

^Partisan thou, and ask me why f 
Enou^ I seek to drive from place 
Lord B.’s black band, our land’s disgrace. 

Slight reason may sufiGloe to guide 
An errant Statesman’s wanderings wide ; 

A gauntlet thrown, a speech gainsaid, 

Proffer of rugs or breeks or plaid ; 

Or, if the path he dangerous known. 

The danger’s self is lure alone.” 

^But Stranger^ speech-primed though you came, 
^ spoil ImperuLuism’s game. 

How in Midlothian dare to wow 
BncGDEUCH’s avowed and mortal foe ? ” 

Answered Stout Wm, — “ Buccousuch:, no doubt, 

. Is honourable as he ’s stout ; 

Tn fact, a right good sort, and 1 
± eel for the Chief no enmity. 


But by proud promise I am tied 
To match me with a man of pride. 

To talk I seek Midlothian now. 

But when I come again, I trow, 

I come with banner, band, and bow, 

As strong man seeks strong man for foe. 

No placeman spying chance of pow’r 
E’er hungered for the approaching hour, 

As I to see before me stand 
This Tory Chieftain and Ms band.” 

Have then thy wish ! ” He whistled shrill, 
And he was answered with a will. 

Sudden from their concealment rose, 

FeUest if funniest of foes. 

The Faggot-Yoters one and all, 

In answer to their Chieftain’s call. 

Fresh levied troops, but game to fight 
Till all was blue. From left to right, 

Before, beMnd, above, below, 

Sprang up at once the lurking foe. 

That whistle thronged MidlotMan’s glen 
With Faggot-laden franoMsed men. 

That host ticked duly off, and tied, 

The Unknown’s eye surveyed with pride, 

Then fix’d calm eye and Mndling brow, 

Full on Stout Will— “ How sa/st thou now ? 
These are MidlotMan’s Yoters new, 

And, Southron, J’m the bold BucciJETrcB: ! ” 

Will was true grit Deep in Ms heart 
These Faggot Yotes provoked a smart. 

He maimed himself with dauntless air, 

GMve hack Bpccleitck Ms haughty stare, 

His back ’gainst principles he bore, 

Planted Ms foot firm on the floor, 

“ Come one, come all I the Truth shall fly 
From its broad base as soon as 1 1 ” 
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IRISH PROVENDER, 




1 






R EFEEBXsra to tLe 
Tvell-known anec- 
dote, respecting 
the man -who said he 
had tried eyerything 
to (inieken his horse’s 
pace, and was asked if 
he had tried oats, the 
Times, in a leader on 
Irish affairs, ohseryes: 
— “We haye now tried 
oats with Ireland, and 
yet she is not satis- 
iied.”^ With reference 
to a kind of proyender, 
possibly more accept- 
able to the coUectiye 
Irish animal, on which 
oats haye failed to haye 
the desired^ effect, the 
question still remains 
to be asked — “ Haye 
you tried thistles? ” 
Certainly, we haye 
not yet tried Home 
Rule. 


been presented by the 
^ ^ Society of Arts to Messrs. 

J. AND A. W. Biht for 
“ the collection of buoyant articles sent .in by them.” We shall be 
glad to hear from these gentlemen. 


HIPPT-THOUGHT GUIDE TO LONDOIf. 

{Being a Dickens of a Dickensionary for the use of Visitors to the 
Metropolis,) 

STOCK EXOHAHQ-E. — ^Built for exchanging Stocks of all sorts. 
Formerly there used to be a larger yariety of Stocks than now. 
There were satin Stocks that went round the neck, and^ wooden 
Stocks that were sat m as a punishment, and Stocks which were 
worth so much per scentum to their growers, and were the pride of 
the Haughty Culturists. Then there are the other Stocks which are 
considered as haying something to do with Ritualism on account of 
their being On the Exchange there are all sorts of 

dealers, — fair dealers, dark dealers, plain dealers, and handsome 
dealers. "Besides dealers, there are also Siufllers. The dealers in Stocks 
are called Stock Brokers and Stock Jobbers. Ho one can become a 
Broker unless there is good security for his not breaking. As far as 
a client from the outside public is concerned, the distinction, between 
a jobber and a broker, is about the same as between an attorney and 
a solicitor. There is a third class, which is an amalgamation of the 
two, and may be either a broker or a jobber, or something of both, 
and is called a Joker. The Jokers at one time formed a yery large 
and powerful party, and the Exchange itself , like old Exeter Change, 
was yery nearly being turned into a Bear Grarden— a bare garden and 
nothing more. But Bulls on the establishment were not to be cowed ; 
and haying pronounced the Bears unbearable, they preyented them 
from haying it entirely to themselves. “Bear and Forbear” was 
thenceforward the motto. But to a certain extent the danger stiR 
exists, and no stranger is allowed to venture unprotected among these 
ferocious animals. Ho one with a red handkerchief is ever admitted 
under any pretext whatever. The operation of Stock-breaking may 
be witnessed every morning early, and is most interesting. While the 
Jobbers, in their picturesque dresses, are driving in the Bulls and 
Bears for the day, the Brokers go on breaking^ the^ Stocks until 
they become merely Reduced Consols, when being in a portable 
form, they are taken to the Bank. On holidays the Bulls go to the 
theatres, and are great patrons of the style of entertainment called 
Opera Bceuf, 

STOKE HEWIHOTOH.— A suburb, so called from the larye 
colony of Stokers residing in the neighbourhood. They are early [ 
victims of the tender passion; and on Sunday, being fond of finery, | 
go about like wild Injines. 

STRAND, — Is the link between the City and the West, but it was 
more than a mere when Mr. Holling-shead’s electric light shone 
in every direction from the Gaiety Theatre. 

STRAND THEATRE. — Formerly noted for burlesque, and now 
for operas houffes. It was at one time probably nearer the river than 


it is at present, and was known as the “ Home of the Swans,” or the 
Swan-borough. Mons ” Maeitjs, the celebrated Roman noble who, 
haying become tired of crying oyer a ruin, is now singing for a 
fortune, has for a long time been one of the notabilities of tins theatre. 
Miss St. John, or, as it is pronounced, “ Sinjttn,” is another; and 
they both join in a duet — harmoniously sinjun together. It is still 
the Swan-borough, or Town of the Swans, where a Men durstnH 
show up, though A JSen-derson does. 

STREETS. [See Steeetee.) 

SURREY THEATRE.— Across the water, {See Holland.) “ A 
Surrey Sight ! ” — Shaxspeaee. 

SWIMMIHG. — Baths for this purpose on the Thames, established 
by a public benefactor, who had water on the brain and swimming in 
the head. They are getting on swimmingly. 

T. — “ He always came home to T,” — and here we are at last in 
this Dickensionary. 

TELEGRAPH. — The Daily Telegraph, or D, T, The proprietors 
of this journal are the only instance on record of persons happy in a 
chronic state of “ D. T.” So far from its affecting their general 
health, they are announced as haying the largest circulation in the 
world, 

TELEGRAPH OFFICES.— Words, twenty a shilling, use of 
pencil and paper, or pen and ink, iwMnded. Many of the officials 
are young Ladies who are instructed to wire written messages, being 
of a yery ink-wiring turn of mind. Hone but lissom and wirey 
young people are chosen. They soon overcome their natural repug- 
nance to anything as startling as an electric battery, and work the 
wires regularly without even being shocked. The first qualification 
for a telegraph girl is that she must be an adept at the needle. (The 
eccentric person once notorious as Sal YolatRe or “ Wirey Sal” was 
a dancer, not a telegraphiste.) The second qualification is that they 
should be able to make an electric-Sfljf^ery pudding. The examina- 
tion stops at this point. 

THAMES COHSERTAHCY.— A Company Limited, having shares 
in the two Thames Banks which keep the river between them. 

TOWER HAMLETS LIBERAL CLUB.— A Shakspearian Society 
for providing Hamlets on liberal terms to any of the theatres. Un- 
fortunately, there is no Ophelia Club, and therefore the Hamlets 
have little opportunity. 

TOWER OF LOHDOH.— Formerly the property of Mr. Hahb i son 
AinswoetHj but now thrown open to the public. Ask to see the ‘ ‘ Re- 
galia” — ^which is the finest specimen of a cigar introduced into Eng- 
land by Sir Waltee Ralekjh. The wood block will interest Artists. 

TRAFALGAR SQUARE.— Where the celebrated battle of Tra- 
falgar was fougbt, the site of which is marked by the Helson Column 
and the four Lions of Landseee, which compiemorate the fact, 
that, in consequence of this great naval victory, the Great Hapoleon 
did not invade our lands here. Sir Jdwin is the only sculptor who 
has carved the British Lion for the public. 

; TRAVELLERS’ CLUB.— The great advantage of belonging to 
this Club is, that, on Sunday if you are out for a long walk and in 
need of refreshment, you can always show your certificate of mem- 
bership, and be served with refreshments as a hand fide Traveller. In 
this Club there is a fine Commercial Room, much frequented by the 
best kind of Travellers, 

TREASURY.— Open every Saturday to every one from 12 till 2. 
Present your bills and they will be paid in ML This institution as 
a relief for oppressed individuals is very little known. Ho change 


TURF CLUB. — Principal members Bishops, qualified on account 
of their Lawn. Motto — “ All Flesh is Grass : and Everybody more 
or less Green.” Masters of Hounds, wishing to play cards, must 
bring their own packs ! 

TUSSAUD’S EXHIBITIOH. — THs Exhibition is perpetuaUy 
making “ AtVs” with its wax. In the Chamber of Horrors, for six- 
pence extra, you can hear lectures on ^orrery, 

TYBURHIA. — A portion of London so called from old Tyburn, 
where the celebrated Tyburn Tree, ^.c., Gallows, was. The place to 
a certain extent still preserves its ancient reputation, as numbers of 
people “ hang out ” here. 


Paris to her Parliament. 

(A Bound, Offered to the Senate and Assembly reassembled at Baris, in the 
Luxembowg and Falais Bourbon, November 27 , 1879 . 

Welcome, little Stranger ! 

So long from us a ranger. 

From Versailles and all its glories, 

And all the silly stories 


Of onr rowdyisms and shindyisma. 
And Victor-Hugo windyisms, 

Our Amnesterians plenary. 

And our Revolution scenery— 
Welcome, little Stranger, 

So long from us a ranger ! 
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neighbonrliood.” Not a doubt of it, says 
Punch; and begs to congratulate bis cor- 
res;ipondent and his Board on not having laid 
their heads together in this case. 


THE MAGPIE. 

(-4 Modem Study ^ after Cowper and Vincent 
Browne,) 

There is a Bird, who, by his note, 

And by the motley of his coat, 

Is known to all the town ; 

A constant haunter of back-stairs, 
Eaves-dropping nooks, and area lairs, 
And keyholes up or down. 

He has a look, though sly, elate, 

Whose twinkle seems to indicate 
Chronic internal chuckle : 

A port to all occasions squared, 

And, as events may turn, prepared 
To menace, trim, or truckle. 

Fond of the Spy’s ignoble part, 

He haunts the Court, the Camp, the Mart, 
And there securely pries 
Into Church, State^ and Fashion’s show, 
And all that occupies below 

The great, the good, the wise. 

Think you that as he spies he muses 
On morals sage or honest uses 
Of all that doth befall ? 

Not so, too high the bird you rate. 

No such thought in his hollow pate 
Finds room or place at all. 

He sees in that huge roundabout, 

The World, with all its motley rout. 

Its jostlings, and its jars. 

Its loves, its needs, its wars, its creeds, 
Its pubKc or its private deeds, 

Materials for “pars.” 

With pander smile or cynic sneer, 
Sycophant smirk or satyr leer, 

According as the matter 
Is smartly false or simply true, 

Of Court rose-pink or cad’s broad blue. 
He does — what does he? — chatter ! 

With vulture-beak he loves to tear 
The veil from privacy, and bare 
All to the prurient rabble. 

If hearts be wrung or cheeks be flushed, 


Modesty outraged, proud hopes crushed, 
NHmporte / — ^the bird must babble I 


THE LINE OF BEAUTY. 

Athletic, “Don’t fozt Bicycle ? ” 

Esthetic, “Er— NO. It developes the Calves of the Legs sof Makes ’em stick 

OUT, Toil KNOW ! So COARSE I POSITIVE BEFOBMITT ! ] ” 

A GOOD LEAD. i 

Gen^a used to be a model to England in Puritan tiiu€s. Once more she becomes a leader 
of new hghts at this day. 

Punch is glad to translate from a Continental contemporary, the Journal de Geneve — 

‘‘Testerdayeveningj passengers by the Sues de Mont Blanc, du Il.h6ne, and de la Corraterie might 
nave read, for the first time, the names of the streets enamelled in. colour on the street-lamps.** 

The Edflnr congratulates the Administrative Council on this step, which he calls “ a real 
pTomss, of wHch our town is the first, if we mistake not, to set the example.” 

Not quite the tot. 

One^ndmi disMct has had the start of Geneva. As of old, the Wise Men come from the 
East, ^e Works Committee of St. Matthew’s, Bethnal Green, have some time ago had the 
nam^of the streets painted on many of the street-lamps. One of them writes to Punch to 
say, that It seems a great improv«ment, and mnst be a great boon to strangers in the 


With eye of Peeping Tom, and tongue 
That to the wind all rule hath flung 
Of honour, taste, or reason. 

He vents— and vends— his balderdash, 

Of which one-half is veriest trash, 

The other vilest treason. 

Out, bird obscene ! Punch long hath seen 
Thy mouchard ways, malignant, mean, 
And, sick of having seen them, 
Makes ’em stick Wonld have all honest men combine 
To clip those noisome wings of thme, ^ 

Or wring the neck between them ! 


As Good as a Flay. 

We have never heard of a legal adviser so 
completely identifying himself mth his 
client as Mr, John Kea, in the Sligo pro- 
ceedings against the Anti-rent Agitators. 
He not only defends Killen, hut actually 
is KniEN— he is so wouderfuUy funny m 
broad burlesque business. 


Le Ccetjr sub xes LkvRES. — ^Howto read 
The Heart of Midlothian : — Look in Mr. 
Gladstone’s month. 
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OYER THE BORDER. 

Me. (jladstoke is makingr a good thing ont of his 
visit to Mdlothian. Besides the mauds, plaids, rugs, 
tweed suits, table covers, albums, and caskets which 
have been doly recorded in the daily papers, number- 
less other articles, ^ chiefly of a domestic and useful 
character, have been presented to him, hut, most un- 
accountably, without finding a chronicler. 

The following may be relied on as a tolerably accurate 
list of the many additional gifts from his friends and 
supporters, with which Mr, Giadsioite will return across 
the border richly laden. 

Several gallons of the very best Usquebaugh. 

A ham;per full of Dundee Marmalade, each pot authen- 
ticated with the signature of “ E. Jenkins, M.P.” 

Finnan Haddies enough to supply the family break- 
fast-table until the meeting of Parliament. 

Bannocks, oatcakes, scones, shortbread, and other 
trophies of the Land o’ CaKes in reckless profusion. 

Potted grouse, muir-f owl, ptarmigan, and capercailzie. 

Brose, porridge, cockaleekie, haggis, andcollops,intms. 

A dozen sacks of best rough-ground Scotch oatmeal 
(for porridge). 

“ A peck o’ maut ” for WniiE to brew. 

Boxes of kippered salmon. 

A set of bagpipes beautifully mounted in electro-plate. 

A Scotch cap. 

A complete Highlander’s snit. 

Cairngorm brooches, buttons, muUs, sleeve-links, and 
studs to ditto. 

Several Scotch terriers, Skye terriers, and Dandie 
Dimnonts. 

A Shetland pony. 

A team of Clydesdales. 

Photographs of Burns’s birthplace, farm, monument, 
pipe, and punch-bowl ; a lock of Adam Smith’s wig ; 
Dtjoau) Stewart’s umbrella; the Ettrick Shepherd’s 
crook ; and the original covers of the first number of the 
Edinburgh Eevieto, 

Yarious editions of The Heart of Midlofhiayit appro- 
priately bound in boards enamelled with all the Scotch 
tartans — and, 

Last, but not least, a tireless set of Scotch ears, and 
a countless number of Scotch hearts. 


Customer, “ I — aw — want my— aw — Mustaches uyed.” 


Artist. “ YeSSIE— *CEETAINIY, SlE— ’BROUGHT ’EM WITH YOU, SlE ? ! ” 


Hot and Cold.— Peruvian Securities, in a Chili pickle. 


THE WAY WE DIE NOW. 

{A Tragedy of Civilisation,) 

Scene — A Street in the heart of a great City on a bleak November 
night. Bundle of Rags discovered huddled together on a door^ 
step. Enter a Guardian of the Peace. 

Guardian of the Peace, Come, now, yer mustn’t do that ’ere. Git 
up, and go ’ome. 

Bundle of Rags, I have no home. 1 ’m very ill. 

Guardian of the Peace. Well, yer can’t be ill ’ere, you know. 
Come, git u^ ! (Bundle of Rags staggers to its feet.) Oh, yer ’ve 
been a-drinkin’, ’ave yer ? I shall have to run yer in. Efow^ then! 

Bundle of Rags, I haven’t tasted food for three days. I’m 
starving. Oh, let me be ! Let me die here ! 

Guardian of the Peace {softened]. Oh, it ain’t drink, ain’t it? 
Well, if yer’ve got nowheres to go to— ’ere, I’ll help yer. Come 
along ! 

\They come along^^ till they reach the door of a Charitable 
Institution, 

Guardian of the Peace, ’Ere, ’ere’s some one for yer. This ’ere 
young ’Oman’s very bad. I ’ve ’ad a reglar job to git her along. 
We ’ve come from the other side of the Cut. 

Official No, 1 {surveying Bundle of Rags phihsophieally). Have 
you! Well, you’ve had your job for nothing, then. It ain’t onr 
business. It ’s the district ’ouse as is the place for her. wicket, 

^ Bundle of Rags {tottering). But I shall never get there. Let me 
lie down, and die ! 

Guardian of the Peace, Ho, I can’t let yer do that. You ’ll git 
along nicely enough preseutly. It’s* only a trifle ever two mile. 
Come along ! 

[YAey again come along and arrive at the door of another 
institution for the alleviation of human suffering. 

Guardian of the Peace, ’Ere now, help her in, will yer’ ; and 
look sharp. She’s very bad. We’ve come all the way from the 
Charity Shop, down Whitechapel way. 


Official No. 2 {encouragingly). Well, and you’ve had your walk for 
notMng. You must take her to the Asylum,— that ’s what you must do. 

Guardian of the Peace, Why couldn’t he ha’ told us tiiat down at 
the Shop ? why, the girl *s well nigh beat. 

Official No, 2. Well, that ’s no business of mine. The Asylum— 
that ’s where you must take her. IRetiresfor the night. 

Bundle of Rags, Oh. but I can’t go further. I’m dying! Oh, 
let me lie down do, ao let me lie down ! 

Guardian of the Peace. Ho, now you cheer up ; it ain’t much 
further, and you’ll be all right and comfortable when you gits 
there. Come along 1 

\_They '‘'’come along^^ once inore, and reach the gate of an Asylum 
for the Sick, 

Guardian of the Peace, How, look sharp there ! This young 
’Oman’s very bad. She’s almost a-dying. Come now, lend us a 
’and, and let ’s git her in. 

Official No, 3. Get her in without a order ? What are you 
talkin’ of? 

Guardian of the Peace, Horder ? They said nothink down yonder 
about a border. Besides — ^look at her. She ’s as bad as she can be. 
Why, the girl’s a-dying I 

Official No, 3. I knows nothing of that. She can’t come in with- 
out a order. \,The Bundle of Rags dies. 

Guardian of the Peace. Well, she won’t want one now, poor girl! 
lAnd the Bundle of Rags is‘ taken in, without an order, as the 
Curtain falls. 


A Parnellian Protest. 

Mu. Paeneix, reading this week’s Spectator, came on this 
sentence 

“ Daly and Kilibn and Datitt may be Fenian Head-Centres for all we 
know.*’ 

** JHead-Centres those fellows ! ” he muttered. “ * Tail-Centres ’ 
at most ! ” 
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MARRIAGE AND MELANCHOLY. 

Mr. Pun-ch,^ ^ ^ ^ .j. 

(la ence of parties desirous to 

/ 1 attend weddings, Mr. Bick- 

I I . ERSTETH proposes, as ^an 

I I ^ V amendment of th^existing 

1 1? sion of tlie four legal hours 

iVfe ■' i" marriage, which are 

V'\'' " eight to twelye in the 

forenoon^ to the ten hours 

Sir, I consider this^a i^^t 

persons who Sesire to attend 
weddings, and can’t, are 
much better occupied in 
attending to their business. Those who don’t desire to attend 
weddings, like myself, and yet occasionally get invited to them, 
can, as the law stands, plead business for absenting themselves. 
If it is to be possible for marriages to be celebrated at anytime 
from early in the morning till late in the afternoon, those persons 
will be in a great measure deprived of that excuse, and be obliged 
either to attend weddings against their will, or offend people whom 
they cannot afford to, and had better not. 

Por my own part, Sir, nobody can dislike more than I do 
attending a funeral; but I dislike attending a wedding rather 
more than a funeral. After “Marriages,” in the papers, come 
“ Deaths.” Every wedding means at-least two funerals in prospect, 
and commonly many more, which can be a pleasant thought for 
nobody but a cynical undertaker. At a funeral you can hold 
your tongue, and the more dismal you look the better ; whereas at a 
wedding you are expected to laugh and smile, and make attempts at 
pleasantry and facetiousness whilst, if a rational man, you are 
inwardly reflecting on the vanity of human wishes in general, and 
expectation of domestic hliss in particular. These considerations 
naturally tend rather to depress than elevate the spirits of even a 
philosopher, not inaccessible to human sympathies, in their proper 


attending to their business. 


place, like yours truly, 


Diogenes Smelfungus. 


P.S.— In the report of “ Marriages in High Life,” I observe it 
is generally recorded that the ceremony concluded with Mendees- 
SOELkJs “ Wedding March,^^ If I were the organist on such an 
occasion, I should be disposed to strike up, as more appropriate 
from a thoughtful point of view, the ^*Dead March in SauU^ 


' SAUCE EOR GOOSE NOT SAUCE POE 
GANDEE.^^ 

Mr. Punch was_ dozing before the fire in his sanctum a few even- 
ings ago, when his well-earned rest was disturbed by tbe sudden 
appearance of a number of foreigners. As they bad not been an- 
nounced, the Sage was naturally angry at their intrusion. 

“ Who are you, Grentlemen ? ” he cried. “ And by what right do 
you force yourselves into my private apartment P ” 

“We are Italians,” returned the spokesman of the party, “and 
we come here because we presume that you are the representative of 
that dreadful ignoramus, Signor John Buxe.” 

, “Mr. John Bull ismy very good friend and alter ego^^^ replied 
Mr. Punchy hotly ; “ but I am surprised at your daring to call him 
an ignoramus.” 

‘‘Keep your temper, my good friend,” said the Italian, motioning 
to bis colleagues to seat themselves in the easiest chairs the sanctum 
afforded ; ‘ * and remember that we are only here for y onr good. Signor 
John Bull requires protection, and we are here to protect him.” 

“ ‘ Signor John Bull,’ as you call him, is well able to look after 
himselt,” growled Mr . Punch . 

“ Indeed, you are quite wrong. Si^or John Bull bas no taste. 
For generations he has been destro^ong bis most interesting, his- 
torical, and artistic monuments, in the name — once of Improvement, 
lately of Restoration. In your very Temple of Themis, which we 
passed on our way here from Cannon Street, we found destruction 
m full swing. Rude hands had been, are even now — ^being laid on 
■^e fountain, sacred to the genius of Dickens, and on several of the 
Courts, if dingy, of high historic associations.” 

They were the property of the learned Society, I suppose.” 


“ ITot at all— they belonged to tbe civilised world. Then look at 
your Castle and Cathedral “ restorations ’’—Durham and Windsor 
Salisbury Chapter-House, St. Alban’s, Ripon, Hexbam ! — to name 
a few only. Nay, what have you done with that most historical of 
relics— voUf one surviving City gate— Temple Bar ? ” 

“ Pulled it down at last— thank the Corporation !— and a good 
thing, too.” 

“You have no right to plead convenience as an excuse for irreve- 
rent Vandalism. It was not at all unlike our own Bridge of Sighs 
in Italian eyes. We still saw it crowned, with heroes’ heads, and 
haunted by tbe ghosts of Johnson, Goldsmith, and Boswell. It 
was a centre of romantic association, if not a thing of beauty. You 
had no right to destroy it.” 

“ But it was coming down.” 

“ Well, if you had gained our consent, you might have restored it 
— ^in a reverential spirit. Lastly, what do you mean by putting 
Cleopatra.’ s Needle on tbe Thames Embankment ? ” 

“ That ’s our affair, and not yours.” 

“A barbarous and insolent plea! Believe me, yon are wrong. 
Even the Americans show a greater respect for antiquity — more 
reverence for the fitness of places and things, than you do. They 
have found a Governor and a large body of tbe most cultivated 
natives of Rhode Island to pptest against the transfer of the com- 
panion obelisk from Alexandria to New York. You have no right to 
outrage civilised opinion.” 

“ Come, I like this I ” 

“But we don’t,” returned the Italian, eourteously but firmly. 
“ Ancient monuments belong to tbe world, and not only to the people 
who possess them. That reminds us. We have heard that you have 
lately been laying rude bands on tbe architecture of your venerable 
Universities, defiling tbe. reverend age of Oxford with fire-brand 
new red brick. ” 

At this point the patience of Mr. Punch gave way, and he also 
gave way to such a passionate exclamation of anger that— he awoke I 
The Italians had disappeared, and in their place he found the faith- 
ful jToSy presenting him with a petition for signature. The Sage 
glanced through the document. 

“ Hum I ” said Mr. Punchy “ a request to the Italian Government 
to leave San Marco alone. Very proper indeed I San Marco must be 
saved at any cost. At the same time I am glad to see that letter 
from the Italian Minister of Works, giving the assurance that the 
eyes of the Italian Government are open to the damage that has been 
already done to San Marco in the name of improvement, and on the 
watch to prevent its being carried further. Still, it is our duty to 
look after them! Then he smiled as he remembered his dream. 
“What an absurd notion I Fancy a pack of Italians daring to in- 
terfere with our artistic improvements 1 The idea is too ridiculous ! 
And now for this very proper petition.” 

And being a thorongn Englishman, Mr. Punch signed it. 


STEP FORWARD AT SOUTHAMPTON. 

Persons somewhat the juniors of the oldest inhabitant may 
recollect that some years ago the principal Newspaper pronounced 
Southampton “ the most go-ahead town in the South of England.” 
Since then, owing to adverse circumstances, Southampton has 
advanced in the path of material prosperity with somewhat shorter 
and fewer leaps and bounds than formerly ; but still, in the moral 
and intellectual way, continues to make both positive and compara- 
tive progress. As witness the following scrap of local news : — 

“ It has been decided, by a majority of nine to four of the Council, to open 
the Hartley Institution at Southampton on Sundays.’’ 

Southampton was the birthplace of Dr. Watts, who is commemor- 
ated by a statue — ^wbat matter if ratber a comic work of art?— m 
one of its principal open spaces. Dr. Watts was^ not only a Poet, 
but also a Logician and a Divine. As to both divinity and logic the 
majority of the Southampton Town Council, by throwing tbe 
Hartley Institution open on Sundays, may claim to have approved 
themselves worthy townsmen of Dr. Watts. It may he hopefully 
anticipated that a considerable decrease in the average number of 
cases of drunkenness coming before tbe Southampton Bench on 
Monday morning will ensue upon tbe Sunday opening of tbe Hartley 
Institution, 

Bits and Bridles ; 

OR, OEEERTORT REMONSTRANTS AND ST. ALBAN’S RECALCITRANTS, 

When a facer Maozonochie hits 
At tbe Law from tbe contest that sidles, 

Why complain of Church threepenny-bits 
With Church twopenny-halfpenny bridles ? 

Benjamin’s Mess.— The pndding which the Opposition wants 
Constituencies to prepare for the Government— Sa-go. 


To CoBSSSPomDSiTES. — Lte Eciifor docs not hold hvnself bound to achnowledffe. return^ or ^uyfor Conirihutums, In no ease can these be returned unless accom^panied by a 

stamped and directed envelope. Copies should be kept. 




Deobubbe 13 , 1879 .] 


PUNCH, OE THE LONDON CHAEIVAEl, 


i i ' 

















FLUNKEIANA. 


A DANaEROTJS JTJDaE. 

Mb. Justice Hattzins is, we fear, a very dangerous 
and revolutionary person. W& read of his having 
recently at the Central Criminal Court sentenced a 
man to seven years’ penal servitude merely for en- 
dangering his ■wife’s life by a savage assault — and 
when he was drunk, too, and therefore, of course, 
irresponsible. 

But even worse than this monstrous disproportion 
between the crime— if crime it can be called — and the 
punishment, is the reason given for it— “ that this kind 
of assault must be stopped ” ! 

As though it were not of infinitely more importance to 
society— in these levelling days— that the due supremacy 
of the male and the proper authority of the husband 
should be supported, than that the lives and limbs of 
wives should be protected. 

De minimis— a well-known legal maxim— wow 
curat lex. As little should it care de 7ninoribus; and 
women — wives in particular— are the mino7'es in the 
social hierarchy. 


Imperial Pop! 

Deab Mb. Puntch, 

What glorious sport the dear old Emperor of 
Gebmant, “ at the head of a brilliant party,” had on 
a recent Sunday at Wusterhausen, baggmg 287 head of 
game, iacluding 186 deer of sorts, 99 -^d boars, and 12 
badgers ! | 

I wonder which brilliant Sportsman, out of the thirty- 
two guns present, bagged the badgers. Let us hope it 
was not His Imperial Majesty. The less badgering he 
has at his time of life, the longer we are likely to have 
the pleasure of seeing his genial old face among us. 

I am, dear Mr. Punchy 
Yours, devotedly, 

Gebbianicus. 


** Hullo, Nupkins ! Sukbly, you cant sweep away the Snow eeom the 
Door-Step without hibino those Three Boys 1 ” Motto eob Me. Labouohebe (appearing j[br himself 

1 “I TAKE THE Eemunbbation ON MYSELE, SiB. I SHOULD LOSE MY CHANCE in vavious CqurtsofLaw). — ^^LAB-itur et Lab-etur %n 
OE ANOTHER PLACE IE I WAS SEEN DOING ‘ PAROCHIAL » WORK 1 ” Omne VoluUUs mum . » 


THE MODEBN 

In ancient Greece the old poets and historians tell us there were 
Kine Muses, all single Ladies, who presided over |Musio Singmg 

and Dancing, and other accompli^ments, under the conduct and 
patronage of the heathen divinity, Apollo. . , . j 

In modern England the newspapers have within the last lew^ days 
informed their readers that Nine Ladies, four married and nve smgl^ 
have been elected members of the London School Board, to "watch 
over reading, writing, and arithmetic, geography, history, cookery , 
needlework, and other useful branches of learning, imder the 
experienced presidency and guidance of Sir Charles Heed. 

As this is the first time the lady members of the London bohool 
Board have reached the classic number of Nine, it may be interesting 
both to the present generation and to posterity, and may also serve 
as a wholesome stimulus "to those fair and youthful students who 
are now busy with their books at Girton and other Woine^s Col- 
leges, to know what was the exact ceremonial observed at the nrst 
meeting of the new Board at their Offices on the Thames Embank- 
ment. , . . . 

An extra stafi of charwomen, selected by competitive examination, 
were employed for several previous days in cleaning and scourmg 

the whole house from the basement to the garrets* m • 'i 

The Board-Koom carpet was carefully examined by the omciai 
upholsterer, and in several places ^some needful repairs were 
effected under his personal supervision. i. j 

The whole of the furniture was well^ rubbed over^ and polishecL 
Lace curtains were hung across the "windows ; exotics, palms, and 
evergreens tastefully arranged in pots and vases ; and the busts of 
the Nine Muses ■wreathed with ‘laurel. A grand piano, specially 
hired for the ceremony, was placed in position, and then tuned by 
the tuner to the Board. , 

Five minutes before the appointed hour of mee'fcing, the male 
members entered the Board-room, dressed in complete evening 
costume, and wearing white, cream, or lavender gloves, and flo'v^rs 
in "the button-hole. They took their seatSj "with countenances that 
betrayed expectancy, and some "traces of agitation. 

Precisely as the official clock tolled the hour, the ^ors w^e 
thrown open, the gentlemen rose and bowed, and the Nine Lady 
members, preceded by the Board Beadles, and escorted by the 


returning officers of the several di"visions by which they had been 
wisely elected, headed by the Recorder, entered and advanced do-m 
the centre of the room, to the seats assigned to them, on the right 
and left of the Chair. . j 

As soon as the Ladies were seated, bouquets were presented to tnem 
by the nine junior male members, assisted by the Clerk. The married 
Ladies wore velvet robes, the unmarried ones silk dresses, "with lace 
pelerines, or fichus. They were all perfectly composed. 

The National Anthem was sung by the entire Board, to the accom- 
paniment of the piano. Coffee and tea, with cake, biscmt^ and 
white and brown bread and butter, were then served by the Board 
servants, in state liveries. . , . . . t. . 

(N. B. To prevent misconception, we are anxious to state that the 
whole of the extra expenses — charwomen, grand piano, decorations, 
refreshments and liveries— were defrayed by the male members, 
not paid out of the rates.) , . j 

The Chairman and Yice-Chairman were then elected. 

The Chairman delivered his opening address, which was inter- 
spersed with graceful references to his Lady colleagues, and to 
Sappho, Cornelia (not Cornelia Blimber, hut the mother of the 
Gracchi”), Boadicea, Hannah More, Mrs. Baebauld, Mrs. hLi- 
ZABBTH Cabtee, and the Nine Muses. ah 

The ordinary husiness was then ppceeded with. All the Bady 
members took a distinguished part in it, and the newly-elected 

single ones delivered their maiden speeches. . 

At the close of the meeting,, the T^ole Board agam rouped them- 
selves round the piano (in which position they were photographed), 

^Ttmli^^embers then curtsied to the Chair, 'and qiutted the 
room. After they had resumed their fur-lmed cloaks and shawls, 
the Head Beadle entered, and made a communication to the Chair- 
man, who, Trith the Tioe-Chaiimm, the jamor memhers, aid 
the Clerk, immediacy qtutted the Board-room, and escorted the 

then sting by the rest of the Board, and 
the meeting broke up^^^ 

» loed'send us a gude conceit o’ ooesels I ” 

Scotiand thinks to-day England will think to-morrow.” 
-^From a Scotch Correspondent. 
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AT THE COVER-SIDE. 

Nolle {to his Wife), ** Hush, Jbnnt ! There he goes— straight fob Mobtoh Brook I 

Her Ladyship, ** I wish I was on old JBeqxjm, I 'VB never tried this Hobsb at Water.” 

Nolle M,F,H, Sanders sats he'll jump anything. So, throw your Heart oyer, and send him at it.” 
Her Ladyship, “ Well, you go first, and take it with you. I'll follow.'’ 


THE AET OF AEGUING. 

( Useful JHints for Polemical Politicians and Others,) 

In the first place, it should be distinctly understood that the Art 
of Arguing has nothing whatever to do with what is known to 
logicians as the Art of Reasoning. There is, indeed, diametrical 
opposition between the two Arts ; and the rules of one- would 
require complete inversion to adapt them to the other. 

The sole aim of Arguing is to find your opponent (apparently) in 
the wrong, to which end it is by no means necessary that you your- 
self Bhould be (really) in the right. 

The expression of human opinion has perforce to take place 
through the medium of words — ^many of them — and sentences, 
often prodigiously long ones. Words are open to various con- 
structions, and sentences may be taken in man;^ senses, and in 
almost any sequence. The sense in which the original speaker uses 
his words, or the sequence in which he chooses to arrange his sen- 
tences, are matters wholly immaterial — save to himself. In these 
convenient circumstances lies the ^guer's opportunity. 

The most important principle, or rule, of the Art of Arguing 
may, perhaps, be satisfactorily summarised iu the words, ‘‘Pick and 
Pooh-pooh f” Without ‘‘picking,” the finest fruits of argument 
could never be secured. Tou pid: out a word or a sentence from 
your opponent's statement ; place upon it “ the only reasonable con- 
struction ” (the one which suits yom of course) show— ‘to your own 
satisfaction— its utter absurdity, and then triumphantly pooh-pooh 
the preposterous folly of your adversary's entire argument, of which 
you nave given so fair a specimen.^ If he protest against your con- 
struction of his words or your redistribution of his sentences, you 
are not compelled to notice his protest; and your hearers — if of your 
own way of thinking— will certainly not do so. Tou are therefore 
quite safe, and secure an easy triumph. Q. E, F, 

Should, however, the protest be so vigorously and persistently 
raised as to secure public attention, you have only to retort that 


“All reasonable people (invaluable formula this) must have taken 
the words in the sense in which you have taken them,” that however 
he may now strive to “ explain them away” (another invaluable 
formxda suggesting disingenuousness and moral obliquity on the part 
of your opponent), the impression they conveyed, and you doubt not 
were then meant to convey, is such as you yourself received. 

This adroit rejoinder, of course, entitles you to go on giving your 
own original interpretation of his statement, which you do^ per- 
sistently ; and as he cannot devote Ms whole life to the repetition of 
protest and refutation, you must ultimately succeed in fastening 
your own construction upon his expressions, wMch of course is the 
aim and end of all arguing. 

It win be seen at once what splendid facilities the Art of Argu- 
ment affords for discrediting an opponent’s judgment, and— wh^ is 
perhaps more important still — damaging his character. A SopMst 
and a GI.C. rolled into one could do no more in such matters than a 
skilled Arguer, though the latter may be as ignorant of dialectics as 
Buridan's ass. 

A lengthy speech, for example, can hardly be carefully weighed 
or fully criticised in the compass of a short leader without the posses- 
sion by the writer of the latter of such unusual and little-calied;^or 
commodities as candour, impartiality, and judicial balance. But 
by the use of theinvaluable ‘‘pick and pooh-pooh” formula, you can 
— ^weU, there is hardly anything that you can not do, except justice 
to your opponent’s argument, wMoh, of course, is the very last 
1 thing that an Arguer is likely to attempt. 


Gladstone — ^the DCan and tine Bag. 

The Man and the Bag to hold a chap's swag 
Must be built on a different plan ; 

There 's no end of what goes into the Bag, 
And no end of what comes out of the Man t 
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SKULLS POR CIGAR-HOLDERS. 

There have lately been displayed in ^ Piccadilly, in the shop- 
window of Mr. 'Ward, the famous Taxidermist and ITaturalist, 
numerous specimens of human skulls, neatly mounted and fitted up 
as cigar-cases and tobacco-holders. In the former character, the 
cranium is pierced with holes, through which the cigars stand out, 
“ like quiUs upon the fretful porcupine.” We know nothing of the 
locus a quo of these ghastly relics of mortality. Probably they may 
be Zulu crania — ^war-trophies brought back by some of our young: 
bloods, fresh from South-African warfare, and with some taint of 
its practices. We know that savage warriors— Maori, Dyak, and 
Fan— are fond of turning the heads of their slaughtered enemies to 
account as ornaments and symbols of prowess, if not as cigar-boxes. 
But this appropriation of foemen’s skulls to purposes at once of use 
and ornament among ourselves, marks a distinct move in civilisation, 
and establishes another tie of fellow-feeling and common usage 
between us and our savage dependencies. 

Considering the space filled by “the weed” in what some persons 
are in the habit of calling their “ minds,” it may be thought that to 
employ brain-pans as cigar-cases and tobacco-holders, is the most 
natural use for them, and that in fact it is rather an honour than 
an act of disrespect to a black-fellow’s cranium to make it the 
receptacle for a rare brand of “ Intimidades ” or a choice lot of 
fragrant “El G-ebelli.” Still, most people have a sort of stupid 
prejudice against treating the relics of mortality— even black— with 
a familiarity bordering on contempt. 

Others, it is true, “make no bones of it,” and to this class, no 
doubt, the proprietors of these ghastly tobacco-holders belong. We 
all know the old saw, “De mortuis nil nisi honu7n^^ ; hut to bone 
’em first, and then trepan their skulls to stick cigars into, is a 
step further than most would like to carry either old saw or 
new. If we were Mr. Ward, we should be on our guard against 
the very public display at present made in his window of these post 
mortem porte-dgares*^ 


SOME HINTS FOR A REAL DRAMATIC COLLEGE. 


work the road together as “ Wig-ah & Co.” One more suggestion- 
why not change the name, by just one vowel, to “ Wio-oh ”i^? It 
would be much more theatrical. 



Horace Wigov. ' Horace ‘Wigoep. 


“Horace Wigope” sounds like the name of some distinguished 
Russian. (These are merely by- the- way suggestions.) 

“Proceed!” said the young man. “Your story interests me 
much.” 

The third Advertisement in the Era is of 

“THE NEVILLE DRAMATIC SC HOOL.-Patrons-H. Irving, 
Esq., J. R. Planchib, Esq., J. Hollingshead, Esq., C. Wyndham, 
Esq.,^ H. Neville, Esq., and E. A. SotherNj Esq. Private Lessons. 
Public Performances. Pupils attaining efficiency assisted in obtain- 
ing Engagements.” 

To what extent does the patronage of the Patrons go ? Do they 
lecture for nothing ? or do they simply come and patronise ? 

Does Mr. H. Irving, enter one of the Class-Rooms of the N. D. 
School, and singling out one little Pupil from all the rest, say, 


Chapter I. 

Prefatory Eemarks — Existing Eistructors-'Eroibahilities—Inquiries 
— To he continued in our next. 


In a recent most friendly notice of the Personal Eeminiscences 
of the A. I), C,, Cambridge, the Saturday Reviewer makes a sug- 
gestion as to a modus operandi for a University Dramatic Lecturer, 
which has seemed to be eminently worthy of amplification. To this 
logical and fair development, I now address myself in the few 
papers I shall have the honour to lay before the public, which is 
already^ interesting itself in the encouragement of a School of 
Dramatic Art, to be on the same platform, at least, with the Schools 
of Painting and Music. 

Where there ’s a will there ’s a way, and where there ’s a want 
there ’s safe to be a supply. 

There is a growing demand for a School of Dramatic Art, or 
rather for a College within a University, to be called “ The Mae- 
ready,” “ The Kemble,” “ The Kean,” or “ The Phelps,” as the most 
modern of the Colleges in Oxford is called “ The Keble to which, 
by the way, one Irish gentleman, hearing another call it “ The Kable 
College,” sent his son, in order to prepare him for a post, a telegraph 
post in the United Atlantic Cable Co. 

If a (College could not at first be obtained, a Professorship of the 
Dramatic Art might be instituted at Cambridge, where the stage of 
the A. D. C. (or Amateur Dramatic Club) already offers admirable 
facilities. 


Let a few energetic patrons of the Drama subscribe to endow a 
Professorship and a Scholarship. 

Who would be the first Professor ? 

On looking oyer the Era, I find three advertisements about in- 
struction, or, as it is termed, “ Pr^aration for the ‘ Dramatic Pro- 
mssion.’ ” The first is put forwardf by Mr. Coe, who “ Continues to 
Ladies and G-entlemen for the Dramatic Proeession, 
and Amateurs for Private Performances.” 

The second is the announcement that “ Mr. Horace Wigan 
Prepares Pupils for the Stage. All Lessons in strict confi- i 
dence.” ! 

, witness a “ strictly confidential” Lesson. Fancy 
the secresy 1 — ^the mystery ! — ^the insiructions never delivered in 
anythmg above the lowest^ stage-whisper, a great deal of the action 
being taught by the most intense pantomime, and the PupH being 
Douna over, by the most solemn oaths, “ never to repeat a single 
word of ^hat he or she had been taught in the ‘ strictly confidential ’ 
Lesson ! Brayyp, Horace I True to your old sentiment— “ Odi 
profanum vulgus,^^ 

It would be better for these two “Stage-Coaches” to unite and 



.B . 


“Come hither, Boy!” 

and then give him a serious lecture on Hamlefs ghost ? 

Does Mr. J. R. pLANCHi: give them a lecture on extrava- 
ganza, dressed in the costume of a Herald Angel, and digg- 
ing with a false head and tail to a Ronge Dragon ? Does Mr. J. 
Hollingshead inculcate upon them the absolute necessity of 
“No Fees”? Does Mr. C. Wyndham explain to them whatis 
the true criterion of good acting? Does Mr. Neville give them 
a Ticket-of-Leave for the holidays ? Does Mr. Sothern send a 
Brother JSam^s message to them, by telegraph, from America? Or 
do the Patrons simply go in there for a sort of “ Speech-Day,” hear 
the declamations, nod benignly, encourage the performance wi h a 
few words of praise, and then disappear tul the next Speech-Day ? 
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Do the Patrons give the/* Private Lessons ? ” *‘ Private Lessons ” 
is introduced so abruptly into the Advertisement, that at first sight 
it appears like the name of a professional soldier engaged to drill the 
dramatic pupils. Is this what it means f Is “ Private Lessons ” a 
celebrated military drill-master, whom not to know argues the 
present writer unknown ? If so, I beg Private Lessons’ pardon P 
Is he any relation to Corporal Punishment ? 



PaiYATE Lessons, 
The celebrated Driller. 



CORPOHAL Punishment. 
{Abolished.) 


** Public Performances ’’—these are the outcome, I suppose, of the 
teaching of Private Lessons. Where, and when ? The last line as 
to Efficient Pupils, is the most suggestive as to the probable duties 
of the Patrons. Wouldn’t Mr. InviNa be glad to hear of something 
new, if only giving promise of a future Ellen Teeky ? And 
wouldn’t Mr. Hollingshead rejoice in a coming 1^'ellie Eaeeen P 
Long life to the two Nellies of the Lyceum and the Gaiety ! 


St. Paul was full-length, standing in an erect posture, with his arms 
lifted in a way I am sure no Englishman ever saw in church. I 
couldn’t fancy tHs^ represented the Saint preaching, from the 
absence of a pulpit, in which the preacher can be seen no further 
than down to the waist. Besides, in that Cartoon St. Paul was 
represented wearing neither a black gown nor a surplice, but a sort 
of robes which he could never have worn, for I am sure the Court of . 
Arches would pronounce them illegal, as I trust it will also condemn ( 
and prohibit any ill-advised,^ however well-meaning, attempt to * 
tamper with the regular, and right, and proper, and primitive struc- 
tiare of the pulpit and sounding-board, which, not to speak too sen- 
timental, is deeply and fondly cherished, and bound up with the 
inmost feelings of decency and decorum in the bosom of every genuine 
British ^ CmiECHWAiCDEisr. 

Stohe Bovis. 


HOW OUR COUNTRY COUSIN WILL SPEND THE WEEK 
IN LONDON. 

1. He will come up to London to see the Cattle Show. 

2. He will walk about the streets smoking a cigar, wearing a pot- 
hat, and dressed in a suit of tweed dittos. 

3. He will lunch at the grill-rooms in Piccadilly and the Strand. 

4. He will be seen in great force at all the Refreshment-Bars. 

5. He will be found (if very new to Town) in the “ Chamber of 
Horrors ” at Madame Ttjssaud’s, and near the wonderful diver who 
breathes under water at the Polytechnic. 

6. He win liberally patronise Hansom-cabs and omnibus knife- 
boards. 

7. If the frost continues, he will be seen in skates on the ice in 
St. James’s Park and Kensington Gardens. 

8. He will visit the Crystal Palace and the Westminster Aq.uarium, 
and find greater amusement in the feats of the acrobats than in the 
wonders of Nature or Art. 

9. He will dine at a table d^Mte where he can get four courses, 
a dessert, and a string band, all for the small sum of three-and- 
sixpence. 

10. He will visit several theatres, and improve his mind with the 
wit of burlesque and the delicate fancy of opSraAbouffe. 

11. He will assist at various music-halls, giving his support to 
the Chairman by drinking bad brandy and smoking strong London- 
made cigars in large {quantities. 

12. and last. He will at some time or other spend about a few hours 
at the Cattle .Show (the object of Ms visit to Town) and will then 
retiun to the bosom of Ms family, with a muddled head and an 
empty pocket. 


THE PULPIT IN PERIL. 

Paeochial Me. Punch, 

No doubt Mr. Waltee, M.P., is a very clever man, 
and, at St. Paul’s Chapter-House the other day, he read, I dare 
say, a very admirablej lecture upon ** Reading and Preaching,” 
with a good many Latin quotations in it, which of course gave it all 
the more weight, especially with them that, like myself, are no 
scholars ; but, for all that, on one point I take leave to differ from 
Mm.^ Recommending our respected Clergy to speak instead of only 
reading^ their sermons, in order, as I understood Mm, for them to 
suit action to words, he found fault with the established accommo- 
dation as unfavourable to that purpose; and then went on to 
say 

I fear, however, that our pulpits themselves have something to answer 
for in this matter, and that no great improvement in pulpit oratory is likely 
to occur till they are altered. I once heard an American preacher say that 
pulpits were the invention of the devil; but the fact thus roughly expressed 
IS, that to be * cabin’d, cribb’d, confined’ in a wooden or stone box a few feet 
above the ground, with a brass bookstand in front, and a pair of candlesticks 
on each side, is not the most favourable position for giving that full expression 
to the impulses of the soul which the attitude of a preacher towards his 
congregation requires.” 

"With all due deference to Mr. Waltee, I hope neither I, nor 
posterity to come after me, may ever witness any such an unorthodox 
innovation as any new-f anMea improvement, so called, of our vene- 
rable, time-honoured old English pulpits. Preaching away from 
Ms piilpit, a clergyman might as well preach out of Ms gown. He 
womdn’t seem to be a clergj^an, he would look like a lecturer, or a 
political character speechifying, or a Member holding forth in 
‘Parliament out of Session.” To a right-minded congregation 
the pulpit seems as natural and necessary for the preacher as a shell 
for a kernel. 

Sir, I recoUeot, some time ago, being in one of the London Picture 
Galleries, and there I saw what they called a “ Cartoon ” done by 
somebody said to be an “ Ancient Master,” by the name of Raxpho, 
I think, of St. Paul preaching at Athens. The figure meant for 


MORE RITUALISM? 

Deae Punch, 

What are we coining to next ? or rather, what are these 
Ritualists coming to ? ^ 

I thought the Y estments question had been settled long ago,^ but 
surely it cannot be, as in last week’s Spectator^ I see advertised, 
in large type, and evidently approved of by a Mgh authority, the 
following : — 

“Bishop Ken’s approach to the Holy Altar iu limp cloth, in superfine 
cloth with red edges, m French morocco and in Russian limp cloth.” 

Isn’t it dreadful to think of ! If these indecent apes of Rome are 
allowed to go on in this way, there is no saying in what fantastic 
garb they will approach the altar soon. 

They do not choose very nice materials. Limp cloth is not so had, 
but I ’m sure it must be very uncomfortable^ to conduct service iu 
French morocco. No doubt there is more in it thm meets the eye ; 
and I am sure if you would draw attention to it, we would soon 
have some more culprits brought before dear old Lord Penz^ce, 
who would be sure to punish them severely for snch Papal 
practices. I remain, dear Jfr. Bunch, 

An Aggbieved Pabishioner, autd 
Martin Mouse, Meioer of the O.A. 

8t. Albania Lane, N. W. 


Gladstone’s Progress. 

{Mouo it looJcs from different sides.) 

“ A deputation of the weaving population then presented Mr. Gladstone 
with enough stuff for a complete suit— tweed coat and waistcoat, and shepherd s 
plaid trousers .” — Scotch Tapers, passim. 

From the Liberal point of View . — “ Favonrite pattern for Gala- 
tweeds — ^The Gladstone Conservative Check I 

From the Government Stand-Foint . — “A great cry and a little 
wool!” 



2 ' 



IN THE Hall ! ** 


THE COLOSSUS OE "WOEDS. 

DiMnnsHED heads let lesser tonguesters Mde ; 

He stands, tlie Word-Colossus, -with a stride 
• Of such, portentous stretcli, 

As e’en the wearer of the seyen-league hoots 
Might envy. Who supremacy disputes 
With one who can a nimhle compass fetch, 
Puck-Hke, in forty columns, from the Turk 
To hypothec, from Beaconspieli)’s black work 
In three distracted continents, unto 
The small Midlothian mischiefs of Buccleuch ? 

The swift tumultuous torrent, 

To Tories and tired editors abhorrent, 

Flows on Hke Phlegethon, a fiery flood 
Of vocal lava, scathing, as it flows, 

AU foes, 

Yet lucent as the wells of King Bladud. 

How should one hope, 

By use of simile or sounding trope, 

With such a stream descriptively to cope ? 

Lodore’s loud water-floods, the brook of Tennyson, 
Niagara, an angry woman’s ton^e, 

An Irish mendicant’s ironic bemson. 

And aU similitudes e’er said or sung 
Suggestive of tumultuous, never stopping, 
Onpouring or down-flopping. 

Fail wholly, as his wordy war he carries on. 

None hut himself can furnish fit comparison. 

For fixe Demosthenes, perchance, may serve, 

And Bue^ for &ce and verve. 

For grace his friends may count hiTn Ciceronian, 
But stintless fluency henceforth ’s Gladstonian* 
Surely, since first the roving Statesman stamped. 
The puhlie eax was never so bethumped 
With words— words— words 
Spontaneous as the jargoning of birds — 


And quite as purposeless, protest his foes. 

For eloquence too easily that flows ^ 

Wakes in the solid Saxon vague mistrust. 

Dullards who pin their faith to Dryasdust, 

Cold hearts that shiver at zeal’s fervent rush, 

Cynics who brand all earnestness as gush, 

Who look on principles as pilots risky, , 

Think right and justice things that, Hke neat whiskey, 
’Tis needful to dilute. 

Before the common taste and needs they ’ll suit, — 
Declare, with air contemptuous or solemn, 

Sound wisdom spouts not column upon column, 

Like ever-squirting Tritons in a fountain, 

But talks pricis or epigram— like us. 

’Tis a rtdiculm mus 

That after aU is born of this big mountain 
Of vapid though exuberant verbosity, 

Inspired hj sophist^ and animosity ! 

But ear-witcbed millions at the grumblers laugh, 
Satire itself must marvel th9ugh it c^fl, 

And sober judgment, while it weB might wish 
The oratorio dish 

Were quintessentialised to smaller compass, 

Yet, midst all party and polemic rumpus, 


Sees in the old man eloquent who bears 
Blithdy the burden of his seventy year 
A true Colossus, firmly poised and bold 


The light of principles to hoist and hold ^ 
Amidst time-serving veerings and vagaries. 
And, like the Sim-G-od of the Ehodian Chares, 
While a world’s wonder to the common view, 
A useful beacon too. 


I A SAPE ATTGUET, 

TflElmember of the European Happy Family whose life js most 
threatened just now—Turkey. 
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“PICTURE LESSONS IN NATURAL HISTORY” 



Adopted By the Londojt Sohool-Boabd 1 1 

Here is a frank ackn 9 wledgment by out friends of tbe Sobool 
Board, transferred verhatim from the advertisement column of their 
own Educational organ. 

May they not only take their “Little Adopted to the water, but 
succeed in making him drink. 


HAPPT-THOUGHT GUIDE TO LONDON. 

(Being a Dickens of a Dickensionary for the use of Visitors to the 
Metropolis,) 

UNITED CLUB.— A sort of Happy Family. No broils permitted. 
No parties allowed. ! 

UNITED SERYICE CLUB. — A Sunday Association for the union 
of morning, afternoon, and evening services all in one, and getting 
them over. A Chaplain always in attendance. First and Second 
Lessons given gratis every Sunday, 

UNITED SERYICE MUSEUM.— For the exhibition of a oollee- 
tion of dinner, tea, and breakfast— Postal and Civil— services. Any 
donor giving a service to the Museum simply writes to the Society, 
and says, “ My service to you,” and all further formality is un- 
necessary. 

UNITED UNIYERSITY CLUB. — Supposed to have Russian pro- 
clivities on account of its connection with the Cassock and the Don. 
This error has arisen from some mistake in spelling “Cassock,” 
Had this bias been patent to aU, the Club motto would have been 
“ Rttss in urhe ” — but it is not so. 

, UNIYERSITY COLLEGE (Gower Street) .-Divided in facul- 
ties— which is a pity, as it ought to be united. It is governed by 
various authorities, including those who, in virtue (of their office), 
are called Deans, and Yice-Deans. Fortunately, the virtuous 
Deans are superior to the Yices, or the University would be in a 
bad way. In consecLuence of there being so many Scholar-ships, 
the College has a naval turn about it, as there are “ boarders,” and 
a “Steward.” If a boarder is ill, he immediately calls for the 
Steward, who has to provide refreshment at a fixed price. The 
Female Students wear caps and gowns. I 

The following is a list of the Prizes : — 

Andrews Prizes — divided into two classes. Sad Andrews, for 
serious subjects ; and Merry Andrews, for jocose examinations. 

Brizes for Students of One Year's Standing^ 

(а) If a Student stands for one year, he gets a prize. The prize is 
a free “ sitting ” in Church for the next two years ; and he certainly 
deserves it. 

(б) If he “ stands ” drinks to the Students and Professors aU round 
for one year, he is entitled to a prize, generally a cup, of some sort, 
not to hold less than a cLuart. 

(c) If he stands on ms di^ty, and refuses to go in for either of 
the above, he is presented with a printed form, on which he can sit 
for the remainder of his natural life, if he likes. 

^ The Fielden Scholarships* — ^For Cricketers, who have had a good 
innings. 

The John Stuart Mill Scholarship* — ^For those who have been 
through the mill. 

Joseph jSume Scholarships. — For Hume-orous writings. 

The Faculty of Medicine* — ^Any Student, who can back himself 
successively, and take so many private boxes of pills within a given 
time, is considered to have tihe Faculty of Medicine, and is presented 
"^th a testamur, representing the incident in Macatjeai^s poem of 
BLoratim Cockles. 

The West Scholarship. — To be gained by the Scholars who wear 
no coat, only a West, and recite a poem in their shirt-sleeves. 


UNIYERSITY OF LONDON. — A development of the above 
Educational Institute, hut possessing the power of granting degrees. 
The degree of “ Bachelor ” is given to anyone who is not wedded to 
a subject. 

YAUDEYILLE THEATRE.— In the Strand. Celebrated for its 
J AMEs’s powder, its Tja;oR]S'E, and its Two Boses. For nearly five years 
it floated on Our Buoys, a sea-piece supplied by Mr. Byrox. During 
that time, whenever you visited tthe theatre, there were the Buoys 
and there was the Flote. Mr. James — familiarly known as 
“Jimmy”— and Mr. Thobet^ represented the “ Jimmini” in the 
Theatrical Eodiac — or the Brandy and Zodi-ac. The name of 
the theatre is a trouble to Cabmen, who call it the “ Wodevil,” the 
“ Wodyweal,” or the “Yordyveal” — with generally an extra 
charge. “ Fees ” are not forbidden at this theatre, but the visitor 
can give what he likes, or doesn’t like, and so the instance is only 

fee^-nominaV^ 

YAUXHALL BRIDGE. — ‘Which everyone “ valks ” over. 
Hence the name — Valks-all Bridge. 

YERULAM CLUB. — “ Qualification elastic.” Therefore, only a 
little India Rubber is allowed in the card- room, 

YETERINARY COLLEGE. — Qualification- to he able to pro- 
nounce and write the name correctly — after dinner. Open Yet or 
fine. 

YICTORIA CLUB. — Open to anyone possessing a Yictoria. 
Every member in this Club considers himself quite chez lui, ox rather 
one-horse-sAay-ZMt. 

YICTORIA PARK.— Some relation to Mite^go Pare, the cele- 
brated traveller. Beautiful — well worth seeing, 

WAR OFFICE.— Where Wars are made. Anyone wanting a 
war— a war of words, or any other sort of war, must apply here. 
The entrance is near War-terloo Place. Information as to all Wars 

S oing on is given here to all applicants between ten and four every 
ay by the officials in attendance. Field-Marshals and field-glasses 
to be hired by the hour on the most reasonable terms. 


LORD AND PROFESSOR. 

“ Soon after the vacancy in the Chair of Experimental Physics, caused by 
the death of Professor Clerx-Maxwbll, a requisition, influentially signed 
by a large number of members of the electoral roll who appoint ihe Pro- 
fessor, was presented to Lord Rayleigh, to the effect that, in their opinion, 
it would tend greatly to the advance of physical science, and to the advantage 
of the University, if his Lordship would occupy the Chair. We are authorised 
to state that Lord Rayleigh has consented to become a candidate ; and 
inasmuch as the memorial was signed by a very large number of the electors, 
there is little probability of a contest, so strong a feeling being expressed in 
favour of Lord Rayleigh^ s claims.^' — University Intelhgenoe, Cambridge. 

“ Dow,” they say, comes from “ Dominus and Dominus is Latin 
for “Lord.” But when! before was Lord seen in gown of Don, or 
Don in robe of Lord ? The House of Cavendish has supplied Devon- 
shire with Dukes, and science with discoveries; and Boyle was the 
scion of a noble House, as well as a world-renowned Chemist ; hut 
neither Cavendish: nor Boyle ever wrote himself down Professor. 

Lord in the Professor’s Chair— if it he only Lord by courtesy-- 
Cambridge till now has never seen, nor Oxford neither ; and that 
Lord a Senior- Wrangler, and First Smith’s Prizeman to hoot ! 

No wonder if all competition is cowed, and an unopposed way 
opened by awe-stricken candidates for Lord Rayleigh to take the 
Chair ! The name is of happy augury. Such blended rays of ra^ 
and science blend in this Lord-high Professor’s aureole, that he 
would he more than mortal, did not his very gait proclaim his race, 
— “ Verus et incessu patuit Strutt / ” 


Street Lamps and Street Names. 

An inhabitant of Cottonopolis writes to Bunch to say that at 
Manchester the lamps at the corners of all the leading thorougMajes 
within the City boundary have for a long time had the names oi tne 
streets legibly painted on them. ^ , 

Another example to the London District Boards— and nearer home 

than Geneva. . ^ i v ^ 

Two other London Yestnes, Lambeth and Southwark, have, 
Bunch is glad to hear, adopted this much-needed improvement. 
But as people don’t, drive out much to late dinners m these regions, 
the benefit of street names on street lamps does not reach this class 
ot’sufferers across the water. , , » . », 

How long wiU Bunch have to keep “pegging away” before 
all London is blessed with this simple means of enlagnteimient r 


Qneiy. 

TT-bpi?. is an oddly-worded advertisement from The Guardian : 

A PRIEST is desirous to obtain a situation as NURSERY GOYER> 
NESS or Companion for a Young Lady. 

Is this merely had grammar, or worse Ritualism f 






"HONESTY THE BEST POLICY.” 

Country PractUioner {^surprised at t?ie visit of a notorious Quads and Pill-vendor). ** Well ! "What brings you here 1 ? ** 

Quack {eviderUly sicff&ring from disturbed peristaltic action), ‘‘Well, Sir, the fact is, I feel rather queer, and 

Country Practitioner. ‘‘Then why don’t you take one of your ‘Pearls of Health’ ?” 

Quack. “ That’s just it, Sir I I think I ’ye swallowed one— by mistake ! ” 


CATTLE SHOW PRIZES, 1879. 

Cattle, 

For tlie IbuH that has hehayed with the greatest discretion in a 
china shop. 

For the hull that has allowed itself to he taken hy the horns with 
the least resistance. 

For the cow that has accomplished the highest approximate jump 
to the moon. (N.B.— Jumping eye^ day at two.) 

For the finest pair of calves. (N.B.— Footmen'are not eligible for 
this Prize.) 

Sheep. 

For the pen of sheep that have sufiered themselves to he most 
easily fleeced. 

For the best battering ram. 

For the most sheepish sheep. 

For the sweetest sheep’s eyes. 

For the flower of the flock. 

Pigs. 

For the sow with ears best adapted for the manufacture of silk 
purses. 

For the litter most contented either to go to market or to stay at 
home, to eat roast beef or to have none. 

For the least pig-headed pig. 

For “ the fattest hog in Epicurus’ stye.” 

For the biggest bore in the place. 

Implements. 

For the “Elevator” best calculated to raise the spirits without 
causing inebriation. 


“ Board ” Wages.— Sandwich Pay—a shilling a day I 


FACTS NOT OENERALLY KNOWN. 

{Being London Jottings from an Italian Traveller's Note Book.) 

That Cromwell lived at South Kensington, in a flat in his own 
road. 

That it was from the top of the Monument that CiESAR uttered his 
memorable, “ Veni, vidi, viciJ ” . , 

That the Mansion of “ the last of the Barons” is still to be seen 
at Kensington daily, by order, from ten to five. ^ .. n 

That the English taste for Music dates from the importation of 
Italian Organ-grinders. 

That the Underground Railway runs for fourteen miles through 
I the ancient Catacombs of the Metropolis. 

That the Egyptian Hall was built for his own entertainments, by 
Rameses the Second. 

And, lastly, that.the “Y^dalic demolition of Temple Bar destroyed 
the sole vestige of the ancient Wall of London,” 

Sentries in the Shivers. 

Lord Elcho has repeated his last year’s appeal to “the highest 
military authorities,” on behalf of the Ouards on sentry at St. 
James’s Palace, clothed during the bitterest weather, as they are in 
July. Is this because Privates of the “Coldstream” are suppos^ 
to be peculiarly capable of standing a low temperature? Ip- 
meanTriiile our Gruards remain exposed, at nearly zero, without 
great coats ; so that instead of the “ Coldstream,” those gallant 
fellows might well be called the Sans Casaques, 

HIS NATIVE ELEMENT. 

The King of Abyssinia, or the “Negus,” as his title is 
vemaoular, wants to get access to the sea. Yery naturally. yVno 
ever heard of Negus without Port ? 
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WAOTED, A LAMBETH LEO. 

Is Leo JRomanus about to claim kin, and ' 
roar in concert with Leo Britannicm by sud- 
denly declaring Mmself on tbe side of Law 
against Gospel as it bas hitherto run in 
the Yatiean Yulgate? Here^s his In- 
fallible Holiness writing to discourage Irish 
agitation, to repress Belgian defiance of 
secular authority and disobedience of the 
law of the land, and ordering aU Eoman 
teachers in Secondary Schools to conform 
to the laws of the State, instead of kick- 
ing against and oyer them. The next thing 
we may expect to see will be the Papd 
Lion lying down with the Yarzin Lamb, 
the two together nibbling at the Falk laws, ! 
and squeezing their claws, pared closely 
down, into the same pair of shoes, one 
labelled “ the other “ CuUur- 

Kampf,^ 

If only Leo exercised rule over the fence- 

a sheep of our Protestant pale, how 
y we should have him coming down 
with his pastoral crook over the shins of 
our Mackonochies, Tooths, Purchases, 
and their fellows, when caught overleaping 
the metes and bounds of Law, and butting 
episcopal authority boldly in the face ! 


Putting it Short. 

Electors of Midlothian, 

’Tis yours to speak your wiU, 

By choice ’twixt a great WnxiAM, 
Or a still greater Bill. 


Blood Belations and Brothers. 

The leaders of the Irish Land Agitation 
, . , may be congratulated on having developed 

' ' » ' ^ ^ Hihilism amongst a section of their compa- j 

triots, Nihilism in Ireland is essentially just 
iKi/^ Rjir-Aeiinr’ the same as Russian Nihilism, and, indeed, 

TAKING ivlEASURE. Nihilism as practised by Nihilists all the 

Tailor' [to stout Cu,stomer). Have the kindness to put tour Finger on this bit op Tape, world over, 931 the principle of assasmafeg, 

jxjsT HERE ! BE ROBiw IN A MiNVTE SO as to annihilate, everyone they object to. 


MAGNETS AND MAGNATES. 

The Berlin Post states that while at Yienna recentiy, Prince Bisi^rck, 
in private conversation, explained the object of his visit to be to discover, 
with the assistance of his friend, Count Andrassy, a political magnet strong 
enough to attract and hold fast all the elements of peace to be found in 
Europe : in other words, to devise means for enlisting all that is in favour of 
peace in Europe in the common service of peace, and for laying the foundation 
of a union strong enough and comprehensive enough to insure the mainte- 
nance of peace.’* 

Prince Bismarck: in search of a magnet of peace I 
Horse-shoe magnet ? Oh, no — not a bit ! 

’Tis a rather different kind of hoof— 

The cloven— his magnet must fit. 

But with Bismarck there, and Beaconspieed here, 

For Peace laying heads together, 

If Brass and Iron can fence her from fear, 

All war-storms she ’s safe to weather ! 


I But at least Teutonic princes do the killing— they are not satisfied to 
I look on at it. 

I John BulTi even has bulls of his own to fight— Papal, Irish, Jingo, 
and others. But for BuU-fighting pur et simple^ Spam, and only 
Spain, “ goes the entire animal.” 

Talk of Progress Royal or National! May Royal and National 
Progress in Spain never get beyond the Bull-ring ! Ywa el Cani’^ 
pemor I Viva VLspana / 


WAR8PITE AND OUR SAILOR BOYS.’^ 

Such is the heading of an appeal on behalf of the Marine^eiety, 
which, from the day it placed its first training-ship on the Thames, 
has rescued fifty thousand lads from the streets, and homes only 
more hospitable than the streets. Think of the thousands of young- 
sters thus “ set afioat ” in every sense— lives which, hut for this 
chance, had been hopelessly condemned to the wreck of the slum, 
the gin-shop, and the gaol, and own that peace’s sweetness hM 
brought forth few fruits so good as Wat’s spits turned to suoh 


SOMETHIHGt T.nrP! gPOET FOR A Q,IJEEN. 

The bright young Bride of the Mndly and intelligent young King 
of Spain has been welcomed to Madrid with the usual tribute 01 
tormented Toros and trailing tripos. No wonder the first Bull- 
fight, in honour of the Royal marriage, has been a success, in spite 
of a piercingly cold wind. YYhat wind could chill Spanish loyalty 
to its national sports, in the face of eight hulls ^aughtered, sever^ 
picadors, chulos, and spectators knocked down and seriously hurt, 
a gendarme tossed, and a score of horses disembowelled — not to men- 
tion minor diverting incidents of the day's amusement. - 

The Teutons have their princely battues and drives— of fur and 
feather” at Wusterhausen, with hecatombs of great stags a-Rd 
mighty boars ; or at Sandriiigham and Windsor, and the Scotch or 
Yorkmire moors, of pheasants and partridges, grouse and blaokoocK. 


ing in the eyes of Britannia and the “ sweet little cherub who sits 
up aloft to keep watch for the life and soul of poor Jack,” among 
the many good works for which all our hands may, with 
comfort, be put in our pockets, in these hard tunes and at this 
Christmas season. 

I A ‘‘Pall Mall” Protest. 

i “ Two Russian cruiser corvettes, the Basdoynik and the which 

; recently anchored in the neighbourhood, have seized toe 
their niachinery on the measured mile in Stokes Bay. JnteUvgenct. 

i Russian cruisers off the Motherbank I In-Solent! 
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AT THE CATTLE SHOW. 

Toung FarTtier , ** Aue totj fond op Beasts, Miss Ghsherton ? ” 

Miss ( xusAerton . ** Oh, bbally, Me. Pawker, ip you mean that as 
Declaration, you must speak to Mamma 1” 


RULES EOR EELIEYING- DISTRESS WITH 
DISCRIMINATION. 

(Bi/ a Discreet Alms-giver.) 

1. Never give away a penny indiscriminately. If a 

beggar tells you be is starving, order him to come to you 
the next day. If he makes his appearance, it is a proof 
of the falsehood^ of his statement. If it had been fame 
he would have died during the night. ’ 

2. If a beggar asks you for money to pay for a lodg- 
ing, give him or her into custody. The Police-cells are 
always available for such cases. 

3. If you are implored to give a letter of introduction 
to a Hospital, refuse the request, unless the applicant 
can produce two medical certificates. 

4. If a woman, with a child or children, asks you for 
bread, give her in charge. You may be sure that the 
children are hired, and that the woman has a hot dinner 
waiting for her at home. 

5. If a flower-girl asks you to buy her violets at a 
penny a bunch, have nothing to say to her. Her stock, 
in all probability, has been dishonestly come by. 

6. If a workman, whom you have known in better 
times, hints that a few shillings would save his family 
and himself from the workhouse, decline, of course; 
but do not mss the opportunity of pointing out the con- 
nection of his present poverty with past excesses in eating 
and drinking. 

7. If any one asks you for anything, under any circum- 
stances, before you entertain the application, require— 

1. Certificate of Birth, 

2. Certificate of Yaocination, and parents’ marriage. 

^ 3. Certificates of attendance at Board or Denomina- 
tional School, and of grade passed in. 

8. If all these documents are not quite satisfactory, 
refer the applicant to the Charity Organisation Society. 

9. And, lastly, never forget two golden rules. The 
first — ‘ That Heaven helps them that help themselves” — 
not that help others. The second — “ That charity begins 
at home, and ought, as a rule, to end there.” 

If there is an exception to this rule, it is ten thousand 
to one that it is not the case in which appeal has been 
made to you. 

The Modern Merchant oe Yenice. — The' Restorer 
who sells the Yisitors. 


THE END OE THE TUG AT STAMBOUL. puNCH’S 

{See Punches recent Cartoon.) T^ORLD-EAMED 

** PuxL, Devil ! Pull, Baker ! ” The end of the tug ’s come ! T^nmrTTT -Rnnir 
Of the Devil, in bear-skin, homed, tailed, and so Wck, poCKET-BOOK, 

The poor siUy Sultan once more to the hug ’s come, mvrv nui? a rn i>T7Cj'TA-Din> 

WMe Baker Pasha ’s on the broad of his hack. T RESTORER, 

To Asia Minor he ’s sent on a mission, POR 1880, 

To observe — if he can — and report on Reforms ; 

But to make them — ^that lies beyond Abdul’s prevision, ^ANNOT be too HIGHLY RECOMMENDED. 

With Pashas in protest, and Palace in storms. r^-rr/^TTo a ^ ^ 

^ , . . rriHOUSANDS of TESTIMONIALS from ALL PARTS of the 

On the quicksands a little more dragging of anchors, -L W ORLD. 

A little more folding the fat hands to sleep, "TvE. PUNCH’S POOD for YOUNG and OLD. Agreeable ! 

A little more squaring of Galata hankers, U Digestible ! ! Exhilarating ! ! ! 

A little more shearing of over-shorn sheep— There ’s not a prettier site on earth 

And when Lataed of saving the Padishah’s rasher, ^ 

_By coaxing or scolding, no prospect can see- ^ 

Your BuR in a China-shop ’s far tne worst smasher _ wisdom thn e. 

When a Nineveh winged BuR it happens to window cast your eye, 

Then in your purse you 11 look. 

Bag and ha^a^e, at last, at the end of their tether, -And, after that, walk in and buy 

, With his Pamas poor Padishah mizzles away, Your Buncos BocIcet-JBooA. 

H amlet the DANE. — Eor a learned and thoughtful essay on this 
JO. unrisumas isox— on xne Jiiar creation of Shakspbabe*s genius, see BwneWs Pocket-Book for 1880. 

pCBEASED DIABY SPACE PockO-Sooloforim. 

rcent.” - * -s' v ^ a . - 

nny 8ootsl -William’s Favourite Sweetie (just now).— Butter-Scotch. 


To OoBBBSPOJTDBins. The Sditor does not hold hvnsdf bound to acknowU^e, return, or pay for Contributions. In no ease ean these be returned mless aeeompanied by a 

stamped and directed envelope. Copies should be kept. 


A CRristmas Box— on the Ear, 

We read in the Glohe — 

“ The Directors of the North British Railway Company have riven notice 
tnat they intend to reduce the salaries of all Clerks in their mnplov bv 
20 per cent.” ' - • x .i j 

Canny Soots ! 
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BEaG-ARY AISTD THRIFT. 

A Wag- has suggested that the word ‘‘Mendicant” 
might beheld to oonyey the secondary sense, “Mend I 
can^t.” An exception to this view of mendicancy appears 
to have had currency in a case reported from Tor<iuay, 
and entitled “A Beggar with a Banking Account,” 
A Mr. Hentet Coates, ‘ ‘ who said he came from London,” 
was summoned before the local police-court, charged 
with begging : — 

** Constable Phillips saw the defendant going from house 
to house begging, and secreted himself in a house the prisoner 
would call at in the course of his round. When the prisoner 
knocked at the door, the constable answered, and prisoner asked 
for assistance, saying he was a distressed tradesman. The 
policeman took him into custody, and on searching Lim found 
some moiiey and an acknowledgment of a deposit in the Post 
Ofl5.ce Savings Bank. Prisoner was sentenced to seven days’ hard 
labour.” 

Is it not more than gnestionahle if Mr. Coates, though ! 


can he regarded as one of those mendicants who cannot 
mend? ^ The main oWection to mendicancy is that it 
implies improvidence; hut this is a crime that can hardly , 
be charged on a beggar who puts by money, -and owns a 
deposit in a Post OfS.ce Savings Bank. Arrest and impri- 
sonment have closed for the present Mr. Coateses career ; 
but had he gone on begging and saving, who knows hnt 
that in^ time he might have succeeded in "amassing a 
decent independence, or a snm sufficient to enable bim 
to start in business. There is little chance that the 
House of Correction will do much towards correcting this 
mendicant. He will probably continue begging and 
saving,^ and risk occasional imprisonment in order to 
keep himself permanently out of the workhouse. 


Latest from Rome. 


CHEISTMAS PEOBLEMS. 

Me. Punch is not about to follow the lead of some of his Contem- 
poraries, by offering a prize of two pounds for the best answer to an 
enigma devised by his own special puzzler. If, however, the inge- 
nuity which deals with such difficulties can he measured and re- 
warded, he is prepared to consider the form and amount of reward 
f airly claimable by the QSdipuses who may succeed in giving the best 
solution of the following Christmas problems : — 

1. ^ Many people at this festive season who would willingly see their 
family circle in its largest sense drawn around them at dinner are 
debarred by considerations of expense. Mr, P, therefore offers a 
reward for the best Christmas menu (wine inclnsive), for five-and- 
twenty at an outlay of eight-and-sixpence. 

2. People who are in the habit of going to theatres, sometimes, in 
repayment of a past, or in anticipation of a future favour, volunteer 
to take a friend in with a Press order. Under these^ circumstsmoes, 
they occasionally arrive after seven, when the order is not. admitted. 
Mr, P. offers a prize for the best suggestion how to pass the evening 
pleasantly in such a case, it being understood that the Acting 
Manager is inexorable, and that the entertainer declines to pay even 
half -mice to the pit. 

3. Here is a social problem which in these days of musical develop- 
ment should come :home to all. Mr, P. offers a prize for the best 

■nnisA •A-HA.-'I 1-r :j. 1 "I - J i-.T.T 


“The Europe publishes a telegram from Rome stating that 
the Puc deVERDTJEji has purchased from the Pope the 
collection at the Vatican, but the Italian Government . . . has 
declared the objects of Art in the episcopal palaces to be inalien- 
able.” — Times, 

How green of the Due de Yeedtira to buy before he 
knew that he would he allowed to carry home ! 


5, It not unfrecLuently happens that if you assume a weR-known 
character for a costume-h^, you may find yourself anticipated. 
Mr, Punch offers a prize for the best escape from^ the foRowing 
difficulty : Having selected a Hamlet costume, on arriving, you find 
three more Hamlets in the tea-room before you. If yon cannot get 
the start of them on the stairs, give suggestions what may he done 
with an anti-macassar to enable you to foRow them with effect as 
a Chaeles the Eiest. 

6. The recent cold weather suggesting an old-fashioned Christmas, 

a prize for the best way 'of meeting it in a genial spirit would 
seem not at aR inappropriate. Mr, Punchy therefore, offers a 
reward for the ejaculation most becoming the Paterfanmias who, 
just at the moment he learns that the upstairs water-pi^es have hurst, 
and are fiooding his choicest high-art waR-papers, is met on the , 
stairs by his mother-in-law with the announcement that she has | 
come to stay a month ! i 


responded with a fog-horn and two kettle-drums from one to three 
A.M:. for a fortnight? 

4. Boys home for the hoRdays when on a visit often bring about 
regrettable famRy complications. Mr, Punch offers a prize for the 
best set of birthday-card verses for use of a parent, whose most 
promising hoy has, at the house of a fidgety godfather from whom 
he has expectations, dropped the drawing-room clock into the 
water-butt, smashed the ^ass of the conservatory, and wound out 
the beR-wires on a walking-stiok. 


pOCKET-BOOK OF BEAUTY. 

pOCEET-BOOK OF BEAUTY. 

IJ1HOSEWHODONT for the TEETH 

QBJEGT to BUY ~ 

FIBST-BATE ARTICLE 

VfiU go in for 


)UKCH*S POCKET-BOOK 


For 1880. 


P ERSONAL COMELINESS— . 

{mde Pictures of)— m 


>UN0H^S POCKET-BOOK 


For 1880. 


TOL, LXrVDr. 
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PUNCHES DREAM-AFTER STUDY OF THE WEATHER-CHART. 


rr^^A Is not this sugflfestion a little too sweeping? Say that it is expe- 

Ratlier too Hard on Him. dient, if practicable, to get rid of Cyprn^ a£d of a Scientific fron- 

AnnEESsrsTG- a Liberation Society Conference, held, in prospect of ” a-c^liiisitions that may be enumerated amongthe works— even the 

a General Election, at the * ‘ Memorial Hall,” Farringdon Street— ’W'^ks of fiction, according to Mr, Gladstone— of Lord Bbaconsi'IELD, 
urru -D T n i> -n » -a stul docs tho Rov. Mr. SooEBS consider it either possible or neces- 

rvf T " -^11 first thing to he done was to get sary to get rid likewise of Vivian Grey, /Sibyl, Henrietta Temple, 

ndofLordBBAcoNsriELD and all his works.” Coningely, and the other Hterary works of the skme author ? 
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HAPPT-THOUGHT GUIDE TO 
LONDON. 

(Being a JDichens of a Dickensionary for 
the use of Visitors to the Metropolis,) 

WESTMINSTER ABBEY.— “ The place 
to spend an Abbey day.” On enteringr.take 
off yoTir hat, salute the Yerger, and say, 
^litely, “Dean Stanley, 1 presume.” 
walk round until you get an Abbey-tite. 
Give the Yerger “ something for himself” 
—not enough to hurt him— thus preserving 
the tradition of the Abbey, which you will 
see inscribed on the walls in letters of gold — 

Don’t be shabby 
On leaving the Abbey. 

Then you can go across to the Aquarium 
and see the Great Seal, which for state 
occasions is alwavs kept here in a tank. 

WESTMINSTER BRIDGE.— Go over it. 
Good-bjre. (See Royal Humane Society’s 
Regulations.) 

^ WESTMINSTER CLUB. — Splendid 
situation on the^ Embankment, overlooking 
the Thames, which it is impossible to over- 
look as it is rigrht in front of you. Though 
the exterior is illuminated by the Embank- 
ment electric lights, yet the attention oi 
the Club has been admirably directed to- 
wards (ras-tronomy. The Chef is probably 
from Paris, though each of his works i.^- 
what Mrs. Rausbotham would have called 
a “ Chef Dover Certainly, whether from 
j Dover or Calais, though French, he is never 
I callous to the interests of the Club. He is 
most serious in trifles, and, from his orna- 
mental-glazing use of the white of eggs, he 
shows how to make a brilliant entree, and 
(dramatically speaking) “ eggs-it right,” 

A very good ehef 
Is worthy the nef 
Of Westminster Abbey. 

That’s written en href. 

Or leave out the “ f," 

And end ’em with ‘‘ ay,” 

As cUf*% written cle. 

That 's all I 've to say. 

So, Chefs all, good day ! 

WESTMINSTER SCHOOL.-^ A Foun- 
dation of Queen Elizabeth.” Dear me! 
There were Giantesses in those days I Its 
speciality is for Queen’s Scholars. Of 
course there is a Laundry attached to the 
school, where the Queeu’^ Collars are 
washed. The “Carey Benefaction” is a 
great boon to the students; those who 
neglect its advantages are called the “ Don’t 
Careys.” Dr. Teiplett left an exhibition 
open to Westminster Boys on certain days. 
This exhibition was one of Dr. Teiplett’s 
crotchets. For further information see ad- 
vertisements of exhibitions, amusements, 
&o. But the exhibitions, at Westminster 
School, are no rivals to the Aqnarium or 
Madame Thssatjd’s. 

WHIST CLUB, — Naturally situated at 
Whist-minster. (Only it isn’t — or it 
some time ago.) Admittance for 
strangers only by sending in a card. 
Tables all made of deal. Every member 
must he good-tempered, thick-skinned, or 
PacAy-dermatous. The Club opens at three, 
to a flonrish of trumps. But before that 
hour all the morning the servants go in 
for their own quiet rub. The servants are 
dressed in flush liveries. In the big card- 
room is a picture of The Warning to Whist- 
players : or. The Revoke-ation of Nantes ; 
also a Portrait of Admiral Yon Teomp. 
Musicians are qualified for membership if 
able to score a trelle, 

WJBLITE’S club. — ^T he system of Black- 
balHnff entirely excluded. : As the Orleans 
Club aas a town and country house, so 
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so MUCH TO HIS CREDIT. 

Uncle (bringing his Nephew home for the holidays), Glad to see tott home AaAiN, Dick. 

Hope you have spent less this Half.” 

Dick, Oh, yes, Uncle. I ’ve gone ' Tick ’ foe eveeythino ! ” 

White’s Club, or the Club of White, has, besides the town-house, an entire island to itself, 
known as the Isle of White. This is a great convenience to members. The preference is 
given to everything white. The members are bound to eat whiting for dinner, to breakfast on 
the whites of eggs, and to turn up the whites of their eyes when they say grace. When on 
a visit to Brighton they must patronise the Albion.^ Any one having had misfortunes in 
business, must be white-washed oefore he can he eligible for election. 

WORSHIP (PLACES OF). — Bee Bow Street and Police Couets, where everyone 
can go to his Worship any day of the week, Sundays excepted, when he can go to some other 
Worship. 

In answer to numerous Correspondents, who have sent us heaps of letters,^ we 
regret our inability to add any one of them, to the Alphabet. Only three letters remain— 
X, Y, Z, which will conclude the labours of this Exhausted Receiver.] 

STAETLINeh SIGNS OP TPDE TIMES. 

We read, in some of the Parisian papers, of wolves seen in the Bois de Bonlo^e. 
what is a wolf in the Bois to a whole flock of canards on the Boulevards— one in the shape 
of a wolf, and several very like whales ! 
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CHRISTMAS TRIADS. 

(By _8melfunguSy Senior,) 



A S>ur Welsh. 
ancestors 
disposed all 
tilings in “Tri- 
ads’^ — or sets of 
three— so Smel- 
nnsroirs, Senior, 
^ would dispose 


Iti ‘ ‘ 


^ ^ certain Christ- 
mas phenomena. 

The Three Out- 
door ^ Curses of 
Christmas, — A 
long frost, A 
sudden thaw, An 
east wind. 

The Three TU- 
X'^ door Curses of 
Christmas , — 
W ater-pipes that 
burst, Boilers 
that blow up. 
Houses that 
can’t be warmed. 

The Three 
Dinner Penances 
of Christmas , — 
Turkey, Plum- 
pudding, Minoe- 
pie. 

The Three Evening Penances of Christmas, — Parties, Pantomimes, 
Priyate theatricals. 

The Three Day Penances of Christmas , — Holiday boys, High 
Church beUs, Hospitable humbug. 

The Three Trials of Christmas Pochets , — Christmas Bills, Christ- 
mas Boxes, Christmas Benevolent Appeals. 

The Three Tnals of Christmas Tempers , — Christmas Humbers, 
Christmas Cards, Christmas Waits. 

The Three Outcomes of Christmas Eating, — Dyspepsia for the 
Elders, Stomach-ache for the Juveniles, Doctors’ bills for aU. 

The Three Growths of Christmas Drinking , — Gout for the rich, 
Distress for the poor. Headaches for both. 

Last and hest^ to these triads of Smeleun’ous Senior let Punch 
add a triad of his own, with thanks to Messrs. Bjellt, Whitaker, 
and Lett : — 

The Three Indispensables of Christmas, — Kelly^s Post Office 
Directory^ Whitaker's Almanack^ and Letts's Diaries, 


HIGHEE EDUCATIONAL PANTOMIME. 

The age is nothing if not educational. The results of the elections 
for the London School Board have proved that the British Public are 
hent on strengthening the hands of the educators. Under these cir- 
cumstances, Mr, Punchy always anxious to assist in the carrying 
out of every good work, begs to make a suggestion to the theatres. 
The pantomimes in a fortnight will he attracting thousands and 
thousands of juveniles. Why should not the “comic scenes” he 
turned to account in combining amusement with instruction ? 

Surely, something like the loUowing would be far better than the 
ordinary trivial succession of painful practical jokes with hot pokers, 
disgusting liberties with babies and nursemaids, demoralising rob- 
beries from shops and the person, and mischievous defiance of 
authority in the shape of a policeman whose corruptness is only 
equalled by his incompetency. 

When the Transformation Scene {the Home of the Fairy Scholastica 
in the realms of Useful Knowledge) has reached its highest de- 
velop7nent in the Sixth Grade^ in a constellation of Mathematical 
Diagrams, illuminated with coloured fires, the Fairy Scholastica 
addresses the principal characters : — 

Go, — ^in another sphere more honours win, — 

Figures and Facts transform as Harlequin! 

TMs will be no mean agent in thy hand— cane ) — 
Knowledge is power ” — ’twill come at its command. 

^d now, sweet maid, a pleasing task is thine, 

Sit on the School Board, as fair Columbine I 
Ton to your lessons, — second childhood’s boon! 

’Tis not too late to learn as Pantaloon ! 

help him get instruction’s physic down, 

As agricultural half-timer, Clown ! 


Thejtransformations take place^ and the Scene changes to View of 
the Planetary Syste^n, — The Planets, with their Moons, are seen 
revolving round the Sun, D'ip for Harlequin and Columbine, 
in which, by means of scarfs gracefully disposed, they introduce a 
succession of Astronomical statistics. Harlequin and Columbine 
dance off. Enter Clown, clinging to the tail of a Comet, and 
Pantaloon in a balloon. As Clown describes a parabolic curve 
round the Sun, Comet's tail drops off, and he disappears in a 
shower of Asteroids, Pantaloon looks through telescope at 
Neptune, which suddenly becomes tra^isparent, displaying in- 
formation — “ Discovered by Galle (proceeding on the calcula- 
tions of Le Veeribr and Adams) ^ in September, 1846.” 

greedily swallows Information ; and Information, in 
its turn, swallows •, Pantaloon. Clown suddenly I'eappears 
on a planetoid, and knocks Pantaloon out of the balloon into an 
immense* milk-pail, which shows label, “ Via Lactea — Demo- 
critus pinxit, A.c. 4*28.” Harlequin ^owcAes label with his wand; 
andna^ne changes to Milky Way," Clown attempts to catch 
Harlequin, who jumps through Saturn, Clown tries to follow, 
but is caught by Saturn's belt. Clown and Pantaloon 
by Dog Star, Harlequin gives Columbine his wand. She touches 
the Playlets, and they change to their mythological representa- 
tives, Venus, Mars, '' Jupiter, ^'c. Clown flirts with Venus, 
Harlequin protects her. Clown sets Dog Star at him. Har- 
lequin jumps through the Sun, which shows label, “ Total 
eclipse," Clown tries to follow, but sticks half way, when 
label changes to “ Partial eclipse," _ Pally of Plan(ks, with 
Spill and Pelt of Asteroids. Harlequin, who has recovered his 
bat, strikes Sun, and the Scene changes to 

The Temple of Justice in the realms of Poman Law, Ballet of 
Greek School-Youths and Maidens, illustrative of the Moods 
and Tenses of the verb rvirroj. Enter Clown and Pantaloon. 
They knock at the door of the Temple, Clown lies in front of 
the door. Enter Justestian, loho falls over him. Clown a^jo/o- 
gises, throwing bla^ne on Pantaloon, and expresses his wish for 
instruction, Justimtam shakes his fist at Pantaloon, and returns 
to the^ Temple, Clown and Pantaloon begin to study the Poman 
Law in the smnmary on the tympanum of the Temple, Pe-enter 
15mTrsik'S, with a large Volume labelled I^istitutes," with 
which' he hits at Clown, who dodges, and Pantaloon is knocked 
down. Clown bonnets Justinian, and tries to 7'un off with 
“ Institutes," Enter Harlequin, who bats “ Institutes The 
Volume opens, and a se^'ies of living pictures are displayed, 
with expla^iations by Justinian, showing — 1. “ The Ceremony 
of Manumission by Ymdiatsu i 2. The snaking of a Willundtr 
Jus tripartitum ; ” and 3. “ A Thief gu'''Hi of rapta.” 

Harlequin bats the Volume, It disappeats. Enter Poman 
Paterfamilias, with his daughters. Clown steals one. Pater- 
familias insists on his Patria Potestas, and calls for the Juris- 
prudentes. They enter from the Temple, headed by Papinian. ' 
Clown and Pantaloon attack them. Enter Lictors, with fasces, 
who scourge Clown and Pantaloon. Papinian throws off his 
toga, and appears as Harlequin. He bats Temple, The Scene 
changes to 

The Last Scene — Cosmopolitan Abode of Geography, showing 
birds'-eye dissolving views of all the principal toic^is, 7 'ivers 
and mountains of the earth. Medley Ballet of Ewopean king- 
doms, with Grand AllegoricalTM.Qd.'^of their principal Exports 
and Imports, Great Britain, sw'rounded by her Colonies, rises 
from the sea to the tune of '‘'‘Pule Britannia.^ Chorus of 
Figures dressed as Facts, and Facts in the guise of Figures, 
Gi'and Topical and Educational Song by Facts a7id Figures, 
Kingdoms, Exports and Imports, Great Britain and Colonies, 
in praise of the School Board, Coloured fire and 
Curtam, 


Making it Hot for Him. 

We are delighted to read the following : — 

B ILIH water. — ^W e have the honour of making publicly known 
that Prince Bismarck has used the Bilin Water at the advice of his 
physicians for the last severe attack of neuralgia. 

So many of onr best possible instructors evidently consider that 
cold-water treatment is the best for Prince Bismarck. We had 
ourselves thought that he was more likely to keep Europe in Bilin 
Water, than to have recourse to it himself. 


T he hew remedy 

For Everything. 

J^SK FOR 

P LEASANT COMPANY’S EXTEACTS of MIEEIMENT.— A sli^ 
addition of the Eitraots giyes great .frength and flayour to dinner parties. 


Decembes 20 , 1879 .] 
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SOMETHING LIKE A CATTLE-SHOW. 
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TJie Farm^ Mudhorough^ Lomnshire» 

H /T^ Punch, 

liaying looked 
Treek dtuing my 
"^sit to town, but the fact was 
I hadn’t time. Besides, lam 
told that yon are not half fnn 
—that yon hate mnsic-halls, 

‘ and can see no particnlar merit 

in oph'a houffe. So if I had 
called upon yon, it was jnst 
likely as not yon wonld 
have refused to dine at m^r own 
particular crib and finish 
evening at the Acinarium. 

London slow-coaches ! 
you- are not in it with a young 
English farmer, all of the 
cC^X V modern time I Not yon ! 

ofPended, it’s 

^ week’s 

Number y on have an idea 
I ^ot do the Show 
«t'. - ’ thoroughly. That ’s aU gou 

-' know about it! I don’t mind 

r, ^^^ >'}#’?S.lvi /''' i’’ / r w .11 admitting that I was at first 

inclined to cut it, but Tommy 
Tueniptops (a chap who lives down our way) told me it was prime ; 
so I got into my toggery, chartered a Hansom, and made tracks 
for Islington. 

WelL and what was it like? Why, not half bad, I do assure 
yon. There were plenty of bars, where yon could get as much 
liq.nor as yon pleased ; and the visitors of the fair sex were as cheery 
as possible. 

And what did I see? Why, heaps of things. I had no idea 
that England boasted so many agricultural manufactures. When 
I got in, I found several lecturers hard at work explaining the 
merits of a thing they called ** the Miniature Marvel,” or some 
such title. It was a knife-sharpener and a glass-cutter and aU sorts 
of things— all for the small sum of one shilling I Then in another 
part of the room was a lady illustrating the virtues of a little instru- 
ment for threading needles. Not very far off was a music-staU, full 
of the copies of comic songs. Then a counter given up to cigars and 
turtle-soup. And I hadn’t gone a step further when I came to a 
place filled with copying-macldnes. I took a walk round, and found 
a stall devoted to patent bolts. Of course there were places where 
you could buy tea. Would the Exhibition have been a Cattle Show 
if there hadn’t ? Then I was much attracted by a counter covered 
with toys. All sorts of nice things in dolls and puzzles and what 
not. There was a place for buying cement, too, for mending broken 
glass and crockery. I need scarcely say that the Patent Medicines 
were well represented, and that you could purchase cures for all 
sorts of diseases. Then there were stamps for marking linen, and a 
lot of funny-looking stoves. 

From this you will observe that there was plenty to see at the 
Cattle Show, I am sure I don’t know how agricultxue would survive 
the loss of such a valuable and appropriate Exhibition ! 

But I have written enough. So believe me. 

Your affectionate Country Cousin, 

15th Fee., 1879. Giles Joslin. 

P.S. — The Guv’nor has just told me that he has heard that there 
were some Oxen, a handful of Sheep, and a few Pigs in another part 
of the building. But this is a detail. 


TEIUBXBLE EOH THE ‘‘ OLD LADY.” 

One of this year’s Christmas Stories is called The Ghost in the 
Bank of England. Such a visitor must have seriously disturbed the 
Bank’s “rest.” 

J^RINKS, and HOW TO MAKE THEM. TRY OUR BEST 

P UNCH. ' 

All Sweets no _____ 

B itters 

In Ms 

P OCKET-BOOK, POCKET-BOOK, POCKET-BOOK 
For 1880. 


A NEW PAEADISB EEGAINED. 

While we sit by our open fireplaces with coals at 25$. a ton, one 
side frozen, the other side scorched, in the face of frost and its 
miseries, looking for thaw and its worse miseries still, it is enough 
to make one ’s mouth water— if the frost would permit such water 
to flow— to read of a villa, lately erected at Brighton by Mr. 
Moebis, which really deserves to he called a New Edition of Moeeis’s 
Earthly Paradise. We don’t know if the poet of that delightful 
poem is the planner of this delightful dwelling. He is not above 
the devising of wall-papers, so why should he be above the planning 
of walls ? pBut in that case it would seem as if the Poet had wished 
to realise his own dream in bricks and mortar. One has heard ere 
this poems and plays likened to “bricks and mortar,” in a sense 
anything but complimentary ; but in the case of tMs last and best 
thing in villas at Brighton, wMch Mr. Mobeis, its designer, lately 
exhibited and explained to a party of experts, architects, surveyors, 
municipal authorities, &o., even the poem of the Earthly Paradise 
might be flattered by comparison with so ideally perfect a mansion. 

The arrangements for the circulation of air provide for its ad- 
mission pure, its warming by a central stove, its distribution to all 
the staircases, passages, and rooms, its removal when breathed, and 
its final ejectment from the house, via the kitchen chimney. ^ 

Of the structural contrivances by which this is managed this is not 
the place to give description in detail. Suffice it to say that the cost 
of warming and ventilation is reduced to a minimum, by rational 
arrangements made in the first planning of the builtog. 

The worst of it is that my house, and yours, my friends, were built 
wheu no such arrangements were dreamed of ; when we had nothing 
better than the old more or less smokeless open fire-place, and the old 
more or less wasteful and dangerous chimney flue. If we want to warm 
and ventilate our homes scientifically and economically, and on Mr. 
Moekis’s Earthly Paradisaical principles, we must pull our houses 
to pieces from top to bottom, put ourselves blindfold into the hands 
of the arcMtect, the builder, the bricklayer, and worse than all, 
the plumber, and even then, perhaps, unless we can call in Moeeis 
himself as deus ex machindy find that our plans do not answer, and 
that everything has to be done aU over again. 

So we shrug our shoulders, harden our hearts, and say to our- 
selves, “ Better bear the ills we have, th^ fly to others that we know 
not of.” Better calmly await the rending of water-pipes and the 
bursting of kitchen-boilers, and the other woes that flesh in frost is 
heir to, than set out for Moeeis’s Earthly Paradise, with the chance 
of missing our way. 

But, hopeless as our own case may be, not the less happy the 
tenants who are destined to occupy the five hundred new villas 
about to he built on the Morrisiau model. Brighton is already “ a 
little Heaven below ” in the estimation of those who share the late 
Mr. Smee’s respect for the late Geoege the Eoueth, and regpd the 
Pavilion as the highest ideal of architectural fancy. But with five 
hundred perfectly warmed, perfectly aerated, perfectly ventilated 
Morrisian mansions, there is nothing to stand in the way of ite 
being universally acknowledged the Earthly Paradise — henceforth 
doubly consecrated to the name of Moeeis ! 

SEASONABLE. 

Guoth Paterfamilias, black as the frost, . - „ , 

While, half -perished, half -roasted, he waited for thaw, 

“ ’Tween Chary bdis and Soy 11a the gulf must be crossed : 

Of cold water too much we shall have to our cost,^ 

When the change of the weather reveals each pipe s naw ! 

Of hot water too uttle, when sky-high we ’re tost, 

By the boiler a-bursting ’cause li< 3 .tiid ’s all lost 
Through a leak in the feed-pipe wMch no one e er saw I 
While the Cook kept on coaling, intent on her roast, 

And stoking and poking, as deaf as a post 
To my lectures on heat and hydraulieal law I— 

So, ’twixt Hot and Cold Water, the Thaw and the Frost, 

’Tis as nice a look-out as mau could have to draw ! 


Follow My Leader. 

A HOBEEBLE idea, no doubt — the blowing up the Emperor of 
Russia. — worthy of the most hardened Nihilist— even, or Little 
John Nobody himself. But after aU, the Nihilists We oW 
“bettered the instruction” of the Pall Mall Gazette, has 

that eminent Jingo organ been about but blpwmg up the Emperor 
of Russia, if not daily, weekly, at least, for the last three years r 

(^TUUY ECONOMY by buying 

■nUNCH’S POCKET-BOOK and ALMANACK for 1880. 
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NINCOMPOOPiANA. 

{Surf died with excess of cultehahf^ Prigshy and his Friends are now going in for extreme shnplicity.) 

Prigshy. “I considah the words of ^Little Bopeep^ freshah, loveliah, and more subtile than anything Shelley evah 
WROTE ! [^Becites Hum. 

Miifmgton, ‘‘Quite so. And Schubert neyah composed anything quite so precious as the Tune/^^ \_Tries to hicmit. 

Chorus. “IIOW SUPREME ! ” 


PERTORMER AND CRITIC. 

{From the Banh.) 

Prodigious I Will lie neyer stop ? 

Or, tripping-, fall, or fainting, drop ? 

Whew ! What a twirl, a sweep how furious ! 
The sight is really vastly curious. 

Such power and pace in one so old 

Are wondrous. Pheugh ! it ^s precious cold ! 

Standing I shiver, hut, dear W., 

No shift of season seems to trouble you. 

Weather by fogeyish fifty dreaded 
You quietly confront— bareheaded. 

The north wind cuts one like a razor, 

But fervent zeal is like a geyser, 

That keeps a-boil midst Arctic snows, 

And William's zeal no ebbing knows. 

How Talleyrand would— ah! a slip. 

No, right again,— what go, what grip ! 

How does he do it at his age ? 

If pluck and pace, now, made the sage, 

If slashing vigour proved sagacity. 

And policy meant mere pumacity, 

Then William were indeed a statesman ; 

Instead of— wMz I you'll melt your skates, man, 
Wi^ furious friction. How they shout. 

Those Scotsmen gathered round about, 

To see amidst their native glens 
“ Pish " Smart, the Champion of the Feus, 
Outdone hy one of their own race, 


In play, and stay, in go, and grace, 
Mercury, were the fiying steel 
Fixed to his godsbip's wmgdd heel, 


Could hardly show more speed or bellows 
G-reat Maia's son, though, was not “ zealous," 

More of my mettle, keen and cold, 

Patiently prompt and calmly hold. 

All energy is not red-hot. 

I 've worshipped youth, but it was not 
Its verdant visionary zeal 
That I desired, and you yet feel 
In all its force, my green-gray rival ; 

Such youth as ;^ours seems a survival 
From peg-top time. Spread-eagling there 
Midst thunderous cheers I Do have a care. 

Thin ice is dangerous, after all. 

And at our age, you know, a fall 
Is sometimes fatal. Ah I that 's grand ! 

But terra firma is my stand. 

Perfervid Scots blood in each vein 
You boast ? Well, I 'm of older strain, 

Scot against Semite. An old fight 
Not ended yet. A wondrous sight 
Your exhibition ; startling vigour 
Enables you to cut a figure. 

And to achieve the grand success 
Of marvellous long-windedness. 

But you 're on slippery ground, sweet Will, 

And have one fault,— you can’t keep still. 

For me, though you may think it tame, 

I much prefer the waiting game ; 

'Tis not your line, with show less rife, 

But fitter for our tLme'of life. 

Yom figure-cutting 's macfnifique, 

Mais ce n^est pas la JPolitique 

Motto for Conversationalists,— “There's nothing like Weather." 









PERFORMER AND CRITIC. 


L.» B. ,W. « y,om>W^ .-BOTH ™ Am »“ O'^ 
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SENTRY GO! 

The Guardsmanh Song, 


N Summer togs, thiougL. 
frosts aaid fogs, 

. — ^ On guard wliere none 

i tries entry, 

? Snow nip, sun burn, I 
. j takes my turn, 

I J Por my two hours 

I [ on sentry. 

Ij To and fro! To and 
\\a fro! 

Day on, day off, on 
Sentry go ! 

iIk Or sick or well, I does 
IMy my spell, 

wM Through night air, 

Wm frost-fog sooty. 

Till Sergeant Deatn he 
breath, 

^ I And orders me off 

duty— 

To where all show, both 
y''' high and low, 

And where there ^s no 
more Sentry go ! 


^ mu _ LEARNINa AJIfD LETTERS. 

' ' mL Im ^ 

Elementary Education 
inevitably necessitate a 
fourth E— Eates, the 
higher the more objec- 
tionable to the parochial 
mind. It is therefore 
extremely desirable that they should in every case he adequately 
attested by a fifth E— Eesults. 




A COURT COLUMN. 

Editorial. — The Slujn Circular and Bach Alley Gazette has been 
established to supply a long felt want. Why should the Swells have 
all the “ real jam’' in the way of racj[ tittle-tattle and spicy pus- 
sonalities ? The Slums have their “ Society ” as well as the Squares, 
and the prattle of the pubs, is as interesting to the cream deller 
cream of Court and Alley as the gossip of the Clubs to the eleet of 
St. James’s and Mayfair. But it wants collecting and dishing up 
tasty. In scanmag, as in salads, it 's the dressing as does it. High 
or low, that should be the gossip’s motter. It is ourn. We perpose 
to purwide our own pertiokler public with the latest ong <fees,^ot and 
'ot, as the saying is. Catnach and the Litery Dustman mean to 
enter into competition with hupperorust bards and babblers in their 
9 wn line. This is a journal written by Costers for Costers, conducted 
in a style based on the best SweE models, and perdooced at a ^rioe 
which will bring it within the reach of all who are possessed of the 
perwailing taste of the time— awe? a penny. Werhum sap. We say 
no more, but proceed to our task.^ ^ 

I AM able to state that a splice has jest been squared between 
SxTZET, youngest daughter of GtINGER Joe of the “ Green Dragon,” 
and Ben Swivel, eldest 'ope of old Sol Swivel, the Marine-Store 
Dealer. The only drorback to the 'appy 'ewent is that the ^erlice 
are said to be arter Ben, along of a little misunderstanding in old 
metal. 

V 

The following epigram has been made on the okashun by a litery 
gent engaged on the Morning Mud^Bake, 

Young Ben her ’art did steely she’ll soon be lead 
To the high menial altar, should nought stop her. 

Her tin and Swivel’s brass are going to wed, 

If only Swivel can avoid the Copper ! ” 

I mAR that long Tom Elttke has sworn that if. I w much as 
mention his girl’s name in these here columns, he ’ll gpyflioate me. 
Werry sorry, Tom, as I was about to inform the public tlmt— ahem I 
— ^the Lady in question has left you in the lurch, and gone on 
mysterious with a militia man. But I won’t, Tom, oh no, 1 won t 
indeed ! Anythink to oblige sech argent as you, Tom. 

Ho, Mrs. G., it was not^ as I ’appen to know, your Cousin who was 


standing treat 1p you at the tater-can, corner of E Street, the 

other night. Still, if Mr. G. is good-natured enough to believe it, 
why what ’s the odds so long as he ’s ’appy P 

The latest ong dee at the Blue Posts ” is, that the money young 
Bilker was said to have landed at Croydon was not won on a race, 
but after one, the other runners being a policeman and the owner of 
the purse. Perhaps Mr. Bilker will hexplain. 

¥ * 

Mrs. Green, acknowledged to be the reigning Beauty of Our 
Court, presided the other night, with all ’er accustomed grace and 
good-nature, at the raffle on behalf of Hed Smart’s Widder. ’Ow 
haffable married LoveHness can be, to be sure, and, likeways, ’ow 
easily married Loveliness can dispose of— never mind ’ow many— 
glasses of ** ’ot with ! ” By the way, Mr. G. is commonly eluded to 
as “ Invisible Green ! ” we wonder why. 

Bugle-trimmed bonnets are now! aH the rage among the eleet of 
the Dp a Court Suokler— quite the tong, in fact. 

Aprypo, there was a little tiff between Young Bxjeeins and 
Trimmer Juggins along of a hong jno that Bufpins made on the 
subject. “What do you think of my bugles, Sam?” asked the 
Lady. “ Oh, blow the bugles! ” retorted Sam, who ’ad lost on the 
Ledger and was out of sorts. Trimmer didn’t see the joke ; but on 
the loUowmg Sunday morning she was seen at ’ Ampton Court with 
more bugles than ever— and Ben Slant the Plumber. 

* « 

Ho, no, my dear ’Enery, a “ Billingsgate pheasant” is not a bird; 
and a “two-eyed steak” has no connection with beef. They both 
mean the same thing, viz., a bloater! I’m getting quite tired of 
putting you right, ’Enert ; and the Editor of a Slum Journal — 
however slow— should, at least, be fly to the latest slang. Do be 
more careful. 

* 

* 

Poor Old Smudge ! He really di^’t do the mackerel and ’am on 
the pavement ’arf bad— at least, in his best days. But too many 
goes of rum ’ot will tell ; and Smudge, who so long lived by his 
chalks, has now walked ’em. 

MU’ * 

I have received the following correspondence for publication 

Me. B. Blode, Sir, 

Mx missus informs me you said as that last door I grained 
was a rediklus dorb. You *re another I Tou ain’t got no eye for 
colour, but you ’ll soon ’ave some colour about your eye, if you don’t 
watch it. Call yourself a Cricket ? Crickets is wermin, and must 
he squelched accordin’. So take the straight tip from 

Yours truly, 0. Fudge. 

%* 

Me. 0. Fudge, Sir, 

Oh yas, you try it on ! If it ain’t a dorb I ’m a Dutchman, — 
so there ! A Cricket as does know wornit from maple is better than I 
a paint-spiler as don^t As to my eyes, mind your own. Go and put 
your head in a paint-pot. Yah ! Your anceterer, 3 ^ Biode. 


We propose shortly to commence a series of unusually spicy papers 
to be called “Peephole Portraits, or, Quality on the Q. T,” They 
win be illustrated by screaming sketches, drawn hy Jigger, the 
celebrated Comic Valentine Caricaturist, who ’as been spesbully re- 
tained by us for this purpose at a enormous cost. The first one will 
be entitled, “Mrs. G. at the Photographers, or, a Beauty’s Portrait, 
and ’ow it was took.” It -will be accompanied by a living likeness 
of that lady, in a heavy hindoor costumcj intended “ for privit suc- 
culation honly,”.but obtained by us— again at a tremendous expense 
—by the spesnul means at our hexclusive disposal. These papers 
and pictures will constitute quite “ a new departure ” in the art of 
personal portraiture, and will certainly create a sensation, perhaps 
not altogether a pleasant one for certain parties. Order early as 
the demand will be immense ! 


Silver for Sale. 

According to a Berlin telegram ; — 

« Government ia about to take another step indicative of its intention te 
deal mth the currency question, and vtill immediately resume the sales of 
superfluous silver.” 

Can Prinoe Bxsiujbick and Ms coadjutors reaUy e^t tMit 
Gbrman silTer •will le taken at any pnoe Iiy dealers in knllion ? 


A BROAD HINT TO BEA1TTY. 


Sow to Prevent the Sale of vour 
n.ViMi to sit, let tke Artist understand tiiat you don t want Ms n^- 
tive, but give bim yours, • 



allowance of grog in the form of a nightcap. Whether that wonldbe 
A SUEVIVAL AT SEA. good wear for flie tropics, an experienced naval officer onght to 

know. In the meanwhile, the existing arrangements in the Koyal 
Such bitterly severe weather as we have recently endured consti- j^Tavy as to grog may he regarded as a survival of the good old times 
tntes, even the most far-gone teetotallers can hardly deny, an excep- ^hen grog was, as Jack used to be made to say, his sheet-anchor, 
tional case for an extraordinary nightcap — ^that is, a’ good stiffi^ ^ass '^hen, — 

of grog on going to bed. Such must have been the drink whidb, if “ Sick or well, late or early, 

whiskey was yet, Macbeth to sleep upon in winter. He pro- "Wind foully or fairly, 

bably meant that when he desired an attendant to bid his mistress Helm a-lee or a-weather, 

strike upon the bell when it was ready. Grog hot and strong, with Jor hours together 

I two or three lumps of sugar in it, and a squeeze of lemon. ■, -.7 constantly swigg d it, 

^ In the Dog-days, a new and eligible beverage would be iced ® nothing hke grog . 

lemonade— pure and simple. That is to say, on land. But— on K'othing, doubtless, like strong grog in the tropics at half-past 
board ship, and that ship what then? By custom, asm twelve in the day to inebriate a young sailor, and render him 


December SO in the Dog-days. Hear Old I'iest Dieutekakt, saucy and insubordinate. W^hat wonder if Jac] 
in a published letter accounting for the circumstance that nearly ^eans, apt to be rendered very much too tight a lad. 
if not quite “all serious acts of insubordination on board ship 

occur in the afternoon, and are committed by the younger hands ” — =- — ■ 

especially on tropical stations : — 

“At half-past noon every day, in no matter what climate, each man AH EMBAHHASSIHG SITUATION, 

receives a strong glass of spirits and water, and is allowed to smoke the Me Potch, DbAE Sie, ^ ^ j 

strongest tobacco in the world. It is not to be wondered at if some young MlUHT I ask your advice in the following extraordinary, and 

lad who, for months together, perhaps, never tastes alcoholic drink except at ”£ trust xmprecedented, predicament, 
this time, gets unduly excited, and proves refractory to some perhaps only J am a daily traveller to and from the City. Latt( 

•lesB emted petty superior. It would be crud to deprive ^e men of tbep ababyhasim’^bly gotintothe carriage. She will 

7 , ^ , ,, her destination. Of course lam hahle to he seen hyn 


Jack was, by this 


aby for i 


^ r ag 1 18 ore en ma, her destination. Of courselam liahletohe seenhymy acqnaint^ces 

As it 13 , the snmmer drink for the British Havy, all the world handing the haby ont to her, and as a respectable, single, middle- 
over, difiEers from the winter nightcap of civil life only in not being aged bachelor, I confess I don’t like it. I cannot change my seat for 
hot and sweet, and in being a noonday instead of a nocturnal pota- fear of bronchitis, and if I leave the City later it interferes with 
tion. “ Ak Old Piest Lieuiekakt ” suggests jay diniTig arrangements. 

“ The Admiralty might allow ‘ local optiou » to captains, and permit them T his has jsone on now for three weeks I What am I to do ? 

” KmdlyMormToiirBiiudeoidedly, 

Thomas Teemlet. 


To“localoption,”asexpoxiiidedhy “ AKOLDFiEsiLiEUTEKAin:,” -l -j j 

who can object hut either a fanaticm Total Abstainer or a confirmed (ilfr. PwwcA would recommend Mr. Tbemeei to be guided by me 

Dipsomaniac? Such option, however, might still leave Jack Ms Clown of his tjocal Christmas Pantomime.) 
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THE RULING PASSION. 


PUNCHES ALMANACK POE 1880. 


T he Globe (Deo. 9), 
chronicling the 
homeward pro- 
gress of Mr. G-iadstone, 
thms describes the scene 
at Carlisle, where the in- | 
exhaustible orator had' 
addressed an adoring 
crowd from the railway 
carriage 

*‘The train whisked out 
of the station before its 
illustrious occupant had 
said all he had intended to 
say.” 

As usual we have the 
play of Hamlet with 
the part of Hamlet 
omitted. Our chronicler 
leaves out the touching 
scene which followed on 
this abrupt intimation 
that trains, Jike “time 
and tide,’^ wait for no 
man.~Mr. G., with half 
his body out of win- 
dow, pouring forth his 
final promise to enthu- 
siastic listeners on the 
platform— “to send his 
peroration on a post- 
card.’^ 


A REAL GOOD CHANCE. 

The following advertisement lately appeared in the Times : — 

A YOTTNCr WIDOW, having arranged to receive three Gentlemen of 
good position, as BOARDERS, in her well-appointed house, is anxious 
to meet with two or three agreeable LADIES, of undeniable position, to 
complete the circle, and form an agreeable home on co-operative principles. 
Preference given to those musical, travelled, and young. — ^Address, &o. 

The Young Widow is very exact as to the number of Gentlemen, 
but allows a certain latitude to the supi)ly of Ladies. The GenHe- 
men are already secured : they are, as it were, on the foundation. 
What is an “undeniable position”? And what are the “co- 
operative principles ” which are to form the motive force of this 
magic circle ? A propos of the magic circle, the Young Widow, in 
her anxiety to obtain an even number^ and not to have an “ odd 
lot,” seems to remember ZamieVs warning in Her Freischiitz,^ when 
Caspar wanted a certain party to complete his Charmed Circle-^ 
“Six shall achieve! Seven deceive!” Ahsit omen I — or Ahsit 
O- Woman J 


A Word for a Battue. 

The newspapers chronicle right seasonable donations when they 
tell us — 

** The Prince of Wales has sent a present of pheasants to St. Thomas's 
Hospital and a similar present to St. George’s Hospital for the use of the 
patients.” 

To the game legs and arms already in St. Thomas’s and St. 
George’s Hospitals, the game birds presented by the Prince of 
Wales are, no donht, a welcome addition: and of course the inmates 
in whose diet pheasant was admissible failed not to do justice to His 
Ro^al Highness’s benevolence. Those pheasants were the feathered 
fruits of a battue. Even an old-fashioned sportsman mayjgrant 
that for once the end justified the means. 


Payne against Pleasure. 

“It is reported that the Rev. Dr. Patnb, Yioar of St.' George’s, Deal, has 
refused a donation of £5 from the late Mayor (Jambs R. Lttsb:, Esq.), on 
behalf of the Deal Dramatic Club, for distribution in coals, on the ground 
that he did not approve of the means by which it was obtained.” — Kmtish 
Paper^ 

“ Wheh Churchmen triumph, Heaven is lost to sight.” 

So sang the hard in shwrp^satiric strain ; 

And h^e see Charity debarred of light, 

Having to struggle through a darkened Patne. 

« 


Special Meeting of the Meteorological Society called to discuss 
‘ ‘ J upiter Pluvius. ’ ’ 

Cabinet Council summoned to consider what is to be done with 
“ Cetewaxo in London,” 

All ages, and especially the Middle Ages in fits over “ The Knight 
and the Flea.” ^ 


Mr. Brisket and ail the Butchers pronounce “ Sweet Simplicity ” 
a prime cut* 


On the Stock Exchange nothing done hut “quotations” from 
FuncJCs Almanack* 


England and Italy hope to settle their international difficulty 
(“ An Innocent Offender ’’) without an appeal to arms. 


Young Hunters named “ OaldecotV^ and,“ CorbouW^ 


Thompson’s Seasons nowhere ; FuncFs everywhere. 


Question for Convocation Can the Son of a Bishop “ adopt the 
Stage as a profession ” ? 

The “ Force ” consider “Linked Sweetness long drawn out” as 
good as Sausages. 


The Miat busy night and day coining Threepenny pieces to meet 
the enormous demand. 


FuncFs Almanack^ 1880. Threepence. 


BAD WEATHER FOR WORDS. 

On arriving at Chester ia his way home, Mr. Gladstone, according 
to the newspapers, was received by a party of the leading citizens or 
Chester, including Sir Thomas and Lady Frost. But there happened 
also to he in attendance another Frost, doing, however, his utmost to 
give the illustrious William not a warm reception by any means, 
but just the reverse. This Frost, ^ it needs hardly be said, was our 
old friend Jack Frost, who, ubiquitous as he has lately shown him- 
self in this island, necessarily made his disagreeable presence felt on 
the Chester Station platform. Though of no politick party, he has 
oHered the ex-Premier every possible opposition during the whole of 
his progress ; hut in similar case his welcome to the Premier would 
have been equaRy freezing. Happily he failed to produce any 
affection of the vocal or respiratory^ organs which would have 
silenced the most wonderful and enduring of orators. 


A Happy Home Cheap. 

We have never seen those desiderata, Home and Happiness in 
one, put up at anything like the low figure at which they are ofered 
in the following advertisement from the Haily Telegraph 

W ANTED, LITTLE BOYS and GIRLS.— A Lady, 23 years estab- 
lished, offers a happy HOME, with careful training and education. 
Inclusive terms £1 12s. a month, or £5 5s. a quarter, with clothing. — 
Comfortable home for a genteel, useful young person, however backward in 
her education. Terms required, £3 the quarter. 

Talk of Baby-Farming— here ought to be something like yery 
superior “Boys’ and Girls’ Cultivation” on the Squeers' principle. 
Parents and Guardians, make a note of — and as you value poor 
children’s happiness, don’t take this “ Lady’s” offer. 


Silver and Gold; or, Small Change for a Sovereign. 

“ Ie ‘ speech is sHvem,’ from crown piece to tizzy,” 

Q,uoth Gladstone, “ a run for change who can sustain so ? ” 
“ If * silence is gold,’ of my Sovereign,” quoth Dizzr, 

“I’m master, and, please my star,* mean to remain so.” 

* [“And Garter.”— Ed.] 


B ILIN DIGESTIYE PASTILS are doubtless most valuable, but if 
you buy the “whole Bilin’ ” they won’t produce the same satisfactoiw 
and exhilarating effect as will PUNCH’S POCKET-BOOK for 1880, which 
will BELIEVE VOTT INSTANTLY of Three-and-sixpenc©. 



HT To CoBBXBroHnxms.— 2^ Sditor does not AoZi hvnsdfbovMd to aoTmoviUd^t, return, or pay for Contributions. In no eau ean these he returned unless aoeowpanied by a 

stamped and directed envelope. Copies should be kept. 
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THE COMMISSARIAT. 

witohbs, Maem I TaisM Ham ones maee the Men s Lips that Gbbast, 

THEY -can’t blow !’* 


A PSALM OP LIPE AT SIXTY. 

Whxt the Eeart of the Old, Mwn said to the 
Q-enial Ghisher at Christmas Time, 

Tell me not in Christmas ISTmobers 
Life is hut a gourmet's dream ! 

Sure your sense is dead or slumheisj 
Peptios are not what they seem. 

Life is serious ! Life is solemn ! , 

And good gruh is not its goal ; 
3f<3Mw-makiag hy the column 
Helps not the dyspeptic soul. 

Not delight from cates to borrow 
Is the aim of prudent will, 

But to eat so that to-morrow 
Binds us not exceeding iU. 

Feeds are long and health is fleeting ; 

And old stomachs, once so strong, 

Find that indiscriminate eating 
Yery quicHy puts them wrong. 

In the banquet’s dainty battle^ 

At the table’s toothsome strife. 

Feed not like dumb hungry catue, 

Wield a cautious fork and knife I 

Trust no menu^ howe’er pleasant ; 
Nightmare-Nemesis is dread ; 

and swallow like a peasant, 

You ’ll repent it when iu bed I 

Memories of big feeds remind us 
Christmas pudding peace can slay; 
Touch it, and next morn shall find us 
Indigestion’s helpless prey. 

Pudding that peihans another, ^ 

Light of heart and bright of brain, 
Some strong-stomached younger brother. 
Eating, sends his plate again. 

Let us then beware high feeding, 

Or the love of luscious cate^ 

Still abstaming, ne’er exceeding. 

Learn to dodge dyspeptic fate I 


A GOOD WOED POE A GOOD WOEK. 


Thekb was once a poor lad, who wrouAt in 
pan^e a orushiag weight of wet dayoaPus smaU head aU the 
HZ, ^ knight! whea his rag^We qompanioas we 
Lepia/or playiag. pitoh-aad-toss, teabag hunseli to read hy the . 

^^HHe^t^rnd'^aed what he leanit to profit. He rose, aad ! 
from lad to man filled every place in the i 

credit, risiag from workmaa to foremaa, aad from foremaa to . 

“^rtheahe set hiaiself to atotioa to the oraeUver-wo* : 

aad ill-treatmeat of the wretched childrea whose , 

shared ia oarryiag aiore thaa the^ owa weight of 

from ait to teble, aad from table to row— aataaghh aaoared tor, 

aad salEeriags, at first, aoae kaew hat those who had l^ed tne 

^d wkS the Wi. Ia time he got the protectioa of law 

hrZht to hear oa them, aad m 

ohloluy, procured the pasdag of aa Act that 

little oitoasts aader the eye of 

•of toil, aad seoared them some 

But ia itniTi c this he gave gnevoas ofEeaoe, aad lost a weu paia 

^^o^Srauted hy this, the same maa, whose ha^ess had laade hm 
ooaversaat with the safferiags of aaother dass ® 1 ^® Z 

neglected, tbe oMLdren of the bargees, whose JHe i p . « 
oaaals, aad who, coustautly moving, Mcape most of the i^aeuMS 
Mid r^aiats of settled Me, peat m 
beyond all control even of tbeir own class— untaught, 

olaat-Mt attention fixed on this aerieded poi>alatwa, ^d 
wastte^ Znt ia thepas^gof alawfj Ae r^tetm ^d 
iaspeotion of caaal-hoats, with some imperfect provision for the 

-care of the children on hoard them. “KTif biR 

Bat in this work the man saonfioed not only his tme hat his 


means, aad found Hmself unprovided for,'. whea hehad accomplished 
these two labours of his life. r 

His name is Geoeot Smith, and he lives at Coalv^e, Leicester. 

A body of noblemen aad gentlemen, who know the value of ms 
aecost to hirieM at which Ihey have hera aooom- 
*TT- "K-ff noTHPR fl.R iioblv uusectaTiau as the Eight Hon. 

pfeiaS'SSS^S 

Hunts' n ^ y®‘ ^®^®^ 

*®Schristmas toe «eems a fitog ®^or to Me 

ci^^^AN & C^: to 

, Coalyille* ===================^^ 


TmE EOE A NEW OeGAH* OF THE “ CHOTOH AND StASE Gum).’' | 
The Christian Era, 

.Not a matol mitoaat, but a newspaper, my reywead and aitisfac 

frieudB, 

A Trinummus. 

A BuaAimTic Sonosieb.— T he Missal-Urrnah. 
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imaster and man. 

Scene— JV oni of Country-house. , 

. XT. Tir A <« "Rv TnvF TSAt’s A GEAITD GrBET YOU HAVE THERE 1” 


DAME ETJROPA’S CHRISTMAS 
BOX. 

PsA.CE and Goodwill ? Ironic sonnd, 

The watchword of the season, 

Whilst tmmpets sonnd and wars abonna, 
And riot palsies reason. 

Poor Dame Enropa ! Creaking looks 
And cracking hinges fright her ; 

The guarding of Pandora s hox 
Were cheerier task and lighter. 

For all within seems wrathful dia, 

Safe progress at a sad lock ; 

In Tain she thrusts her blade to aid 
The power of Order’s p^^k. 

InsnTgent forces jar and dash 
All armed suppression mocking, 

Cold tyranny, rebeUion rash. 

In ceaseless condict shockmg. 


“ ’Tis Soyereigns and Statesmen rule. 

Our Cynic Swaggerer y^t^ ; 

In Europe’s School this hitter Tule 
That bund may well he darted. 
Watching the chaos dark and drear, 

The jester murmurs sadly, 

“ If thus they rule the world, tis clear 
They rule it yery hadly I 

Assassia’s steel against the heel 

To har out poor humanity. 

And England, where the bondsman’s star 
Once b W, hut now burns duimer, 
England that fanned, in peace 
Poor Freedom’s feeblest ghmmer, 


Is the fit on thee ? shake hands 

With the crass combination 

Of those who see m bon^ and bands 
Lost Order’s sole salyation 1 

This war of selfish interests 

“ tests 

Than shouts or pleas sophistic. 

The flatterer hath thme ear to-day, 

To sober Wisdom’s sorrow ; 

But to the older, "bettOT way 

Thou ’It turn— we trust— to-morrow. 

Order is good ; good is 

B^t»a^fra«^peace, 

T^t^l&SfaixTpde 

Will he a gladder season. 


Too Much of Turkey 


TSEmpfreT Christmas, SStrt^eei 

attorn wHch exhibto one remaitoUe^ 

Britons and Tniks,. That w us^a^ng demantog 

cads, touts, OMstmas Boxes, hut which 

lackske esh allthe year round. 

Coiair OE YAiiriAaE.-A Penny with two Heads. 


Paris, and the Peace of the World. 

“Eteet tomhle of which he ^ 

M. ViCTOE Hugo, inthebun^e -beiiefit of the sufferers byi^® 
contributed to tke that “ Eyery trouble of F^s | 

Mnroia innndati^. H he h d saa j^g .^onld ha-ve been 

latest totivebsitt honoues. 

Adroiisl Superintendent 
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NEW LAMPS POE OLD ONES. 

Ptustcb: lias long been pegging away at tbe Yestries and District Boards,^ to torn tbe 
street lamps to accoTint for (fisplay of the street names after dark. BGs pegging has pro- 
fited. He is glad to hear that the practice is spreading, and mil soon, he hopes and trnsts, 
be general, Whereyer it is neglected, let rate-payers take np the cry, and bombard not 
their street lamps, but their District Boards. The manufacturer who has supplied labels 
with street names for the lamps in Camberwell, writes to launch to say that he has furnished 
similar labels throughout the parishes of Kennington, St. George the Martyr Southwark, 
St. Mary’s Newington, and Limehouse, as also to the boroughs of Leeds, Leicester, Birming- 
ham, Bootle-cum-Linacre near Liyerpool, and Newcastle-on-Tyne. He has also been 
supplying the Board of Works with lamp-tablets notifying the position of Fire-plugs and 
Hydrants, in the parishes of St. George the Martyr Eotherhithe, Deptford, Charlton, and 
Woolwich, and is now preparing to fix similar tablets in the parish of St. George the Martyr 
Hanover Square. ^ ^ -n 

And now, besides this fiood of new light, the fount of which having once been opened will 

f o on fiowing, Punch hopes, till all London is irradiated, and the night- wanderer will only 
aye to oast his eyes up to the street lamp to read his whereabouts, we hear of new electric 
lights at the Yictoria Station, and, better still, of a new railway carriage lamp, invented by 
SuG&, that later Lucifer, or Prometheus Lampadephoros^ of the nineteenth century. Already 
several trains of the Great Northern have been fitted with his new illuminating apparatus. 


draw a prize for himself. The drawmg of the 
prize shall be entirely at his own option^ as, 
under the sanction of the Committee, he shall 
he empowered to draw whatever he likeSy as 
much as he likeSy and/or as long as he likes. 
Thus I start the scheme, iu a liberal and 
generous spirit, wMch, I trust, will excite 
emulation. 


The Great Northern but leads the way. Other lines must follow. Soon the present 
blinking:, smoking, stinking railway-lamps, which only make darkness visible, and mock 


the efforts of the wretched traveller to decipher book or newspaper, will be of the past, 
to be looked back upon as the street-lanterns of old are now looked hack upon in the light 
of gas, or as gas wifi one day be viewed in the brighter illumination of electricity. 

' “ Light — more Light” — ^is Punch's cry, as it was fighting Ajax’s, and dying Goethe’s, i 
A ll honour to Sugg for his railway- Argand-hnrner, and his new naphthalene with its forty- 
candle power — and when next he fits it to a train, may Punch be there to see, instead of 
to struggle with a tantalising twilight, as he does under the present mockery of railway- 
carriage illumination. 

HINTS FOR A NEW AND ORIGINAL DRAMATIC COLLEGE. 

CHiLPTEB II. 

JSndowmentSow — Supposing — Pausing — Suggestion —Liberality — Encouragement — 
Chorus — Friezes — Originality — School — College — Bicycling — Sketch — Poker — Pro- 
cessional— Advantages — Arrangements — Novel Efects — Chest — Immense — Property 
— Wealth — Proctors— Costume — Attendants — Supers — More Notions — Notice — 
Curates — Curtains — Coryphees — College — Bean — Chapter — In Our Next, 

Op course in any scheme for such a genuine Dramatic College as I am designing, the 
question of endowment being satisfactorily assumed, the first consideration^wiU be, how 
TOlitbe laid out? 

First, in the Building, or, if possible, buildings. 

Suppose a College the size of King’s in the centre of the Dniversity of Cambridge. 

Here, for a moment— this being a very large subject, and requiring a considerable amount 
of space, as anyone acquainted with King’s College, Cambridge, will admit — I pause in 
order- to throw out a suggestion, as the more things,— whether suggestions or hints, — 
that are thrown out, the clearer the space will become. 

The suggestion is that everyone interested in this subject should kindly forward to 
this office, under cover to the present Besponsible Writer, architectural plans and 
sketches for the proposed College. 










WJi 










Chorus of Students {without ) — 
Emulation ! Emulation ! 

■What I want is Emulation ! 

N.B.— Of course a resident Poet and Libret- 
tist will be required on the premises. Early 
applications necessary., 







[tte draTOgs shall he suhmtted to a Cotmcal for approval, and the designer, of the 
one^at ts decided upon as the hesty shall be communicated with at once^ and shall then 


Chorus of Librettists {withouf) singing, if possible— 
Application ! Application ! 

Come and make an application ! 

The President of the Council (myself— as 
some one must be deoted— reserves Ms own 
arcMtectnral designs for the CoUege until he 
has seen the others, so that there may be no 
chance of anyone ’s copying Ms. Thus a fair 
opportunity will be afforded for origiaality. 

The next object for the uses of me Endow- 
ment will be the establishment of — (1) a paid 
Official College Government ; (2) FeUowsMps ; 
(^) Facuitiesj (4) Schools; (5) Studentships; 
(d) Scholarships; (7) Sizar-ships; and (8) a 


College, for the gratis Budimentary Education 
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of tlie Touiig', ■whicli would be stocked witb a constant snpnly of 
Fairies for Pantomimes, Imps, Groblins, Speaking Children for Melo- 
dramas, availahle for “ turns ” at any time of the year. 

This is hy no means an exhanstiye Catalogue, hut, like a bicycle, 
it is “ something to go upon.” 

Supposing the College to form part of the University, the neces- 
sity of a Chancellor and a Yice need not be considered, as the 
Dramatic College authorities would of course be only too happy to 
accept present existing arrangements, and would specially under- 
take to find a responsible Pantomimist to carry the “poker” (red- 
hot first-rate property to be hired at so much an hour for the College) 
before the Tice-Chancellor on all State occasions. If this is at 
Cambridge, Mr. Merrimqn can have a string of traditional “ Cam- 
bridge sausages ” hanging out of his pocket. He w^ carry under 
his armia hook, of the ancient Joseph MilUr^s University Statutes, 



“ PoxEB ” pheceding the Yice-Chahcellob to the Senate-House 
(under the contemplated Processional Arran obments op 
THE Dramatic Colleob), 


Again, the University Senate-House would be at once placed m 
the nands of the Permanent-Scenic- Artist-Professpr, and Senior 
Property-Master otthe Dramatic College, who would see it properly 
furnished, taking a hint or two from me scene in a^ me 

other Senate-House inthe Merchant of T^eSup^arter 

of the Dramatic College— a sort of miisketry-driU mstmctor— voxild 
he charged with pro-riding Senators at so mttA J’f 

out of the Universi^ Chest ; and the HniT^ty. Chert J“S|;t he 
gift of Mr. Hbket fsTtircj, being the very idmtio^ Iron Chest uwd 
By him for so many nights at the Lyce^ a 
side it. In this way, as in. many others, &e Dtaveraty H 

immensely benefited hy the;aooession of such an myalnahle s1^ ot 
Professors, as would he those of the Hew and Orxgmal Dramatio 
College, and none other genuine. 

got up according to the gene- 
laLLy-received type of what 
an orator, tvho has a puohc of 
his owHf would be Hke, 

The Proctors, or University 
Moral PoUoe, wonld wear such 
a oostume as would couvey a 
distinct idea of their func- 
tions. . , . ^ 

The Proctors’ Assistants, or 
“ Bull Dogs,” would, for the 
first time in the history of the 
University^ have a 
appearing in character. They 
wonld be described in the pro- 
gramme — for no University 
fonetion would be allowed to 
proceed without a progranuM, 
which could be supplied graus 

(“Sr* Pees”), ®f.„^th ^ 
book of the words,” eo^d he 
sold for a shilling, aud then 
here would be more coin of ’vantage to the University chest— they 



would, I say, be described, in the aforesaid programme, as belonging 
to the K 9 division, and they could wear jjwygarees. 

The officials of the Genuine Dramatic College should he eligible for 
all the highest University posts— except, of course, the University , 
lamp-posts, which at present are ^uite the highest in the place, 
and are the means of givi^ more light to the students than can 
very many of the elevated officials. 

A Chanoelior — so called from his election being quite a matter of 
chame, and not because the office was originally connected with a 
mediseval music-publisher, then termed “ a Channt-Beller.”— could 
be chosen from among the ranks. Mr. Beist Webstee wouldn’t he a 
had choice. The University could then take its “ Ben,” which 
would he its first professionally theatrical step for the good of the 
Academical cofiers. 

[dr.-B. — iVeeo Specific I Ho more Con^s or Colds at Cambridge 1 ! ! 
For Academical Coughers — ^try our “ University Chest Lozenges J 
Look out for trade-mark, and fight on one of our own boxes.] 

Another eminent University dignitary is the High Steward. His 
office is, of course, to preside over all the kitchens of all the CoUegres. 
He is generally chosen for his skill in smoothing down the Dons in a 
difficulty, and his office is called, from the pecimar style of his elocu- 
tion, the “ Buttery.” It would he invidi 9 us to designate any one 
member of ihe Theatrical Profession for this important appoiatment, 
which wonld he adndrably well filled hy so many among them. 

The duties of the High Steward are— 

First,— Of course never to be a Low Steward. 

Secondly, — Once a year, when game is in, to make a High Stew. 
Failing tms last, he resigns his office ; accomplishing this, he re-signs 
the contract for the next year. 

Thirdly, — ^He has during the summer to personally examine the 
University Refrigerator. This duty arises fiom the view taken of 
him as the JS^ice Steward. ^ ^ 

Fourthly, — ^As the University Oculist, as the WJBye Steward, But 
in this phase of his character he mustn’t come out as a Lothario — or 
a HV^Athario — or the young uneducated girls of Girlton College — I 
mean Girton College — ^wonld complain that he eyes too 'ardf Of 
course this complaint about the eyes would come from the pupils 
themselves, and oe remedied hy the Oculist — sometimes by the Os- 
oulist. 

By the way, Girton College would form ah attneaja,— an ex-cellent 
annexe^ xmder the female presidency of Anne X. — ^name not known 
at present — ^to be called Curtain College, or Green Curtain Colmge. 
The avenue leading up to it to be planted with green bays. Here 
Kew Curtain Lectures could be given. The sooner the Act is passed 
for this purpose the better ; and once taken Yl^t is to be hoped that 
none wifi let the Act drop tor Hie sake of the Oprtain. . 

So much for Curtain College at present. The official Visitor of 
Curtain College might he the Revd. Mr. Heaulam who has taken so 
deep an interest in the w^are of Curates and Coryphees— the only 
fees permitted. Surely the Mead-lamb could be trusted to lo^ after 
j the meep, both black (the curates) and white (the balmt). But let 
us leave the Lambkins who would soon get accustomed, or ewes a to 
their Head Lamb, and return d nos moutons, which provide the 
Chancellor with his woolsack. Still, to a certain extent, Ctotam 
College must be taken into the scheme, or where woffid be our 
Portia, our Lesdemona, or any other moaner, our Jcosaltna or 
Jennt Ltn td — ^ no, that ’s not Shakspearian, ^at s operatic. ^ 
a Chancelloress we should look for a Lady Macbeth, ana Lady 
Chanoelloress she might become Lady Mac^theIi. But .^ougn 
for this Chapter,’’ as the Bishop said to the Dean when they d got a 
quorum, Au plaisir / 

A TECHNICAL DIFFICULTY. 

{Mow to get Over it,) 

Me. Punch, Sir, . t. - i tt • 

I TTEAR there ’s some talk of parting a 
versitv.” "What’s the good of this, when Oxford Cambridge 

alone cau supply the whole macbinCTy? Look here. 

Bootmakers to AM Souls’, Dock-labourers to Pei^roke, the China 
Trade to Worcester, Poulterers md Butehers^to J 

Then you might have the Olotlnexs and 
Institute; while Conjuring 

School.” In fact, there is no limt, if you only go at ^ t^g 
umcticaHy. If you want to teach an iro^onger how to make a 
tHpos Cambridge is l^e place to send 

it r However, I leave farther suggestions to you , and, bemg in tne 
Lamp trade mys^, throw this light upon the matter, as 
Yours, technically, 


A fiintTsTWA a GhilDS BOS ToiacT.—<Bla(&) Draughts. 
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NEW WORK FOR WOMAN. 


Far-Seeing Fremier* Precisely. Before we this oampaigii, 
the standards of the Empress shall be seen floating proudly in the 
blue haze that crowns You haven’t got a map of Afghanistan 




EEOM MAT TO DECEMBEE. 

A TEAOEBT OE CONTRA.ST. 

ACT L 

Scene — An Official Chamber, Time — Eight Months bach, ^Ear- 
Seeing Premier discovered at open window^ smiling radiantly at 
the little birds in the Spring sunshine. Enter a Sanguine Indian 
Secretary. 

Sanguine Indian Secretary {holding out telegram). Ah, here you 
are ! 1 Ve run all the way from the India OfS.ce without my hat, to 


Contem- 
porary calls 

attention. A Ladies’ Society is being founded, which is to devote 
its energies to the development of “horticulture, poultry-raising, 
dairy-work, bee-keeping,” and the like. It is suggested, though 
we are not aware that this will figure on the sign, that the Society 
may not even draw the line at pigs, and that we may see its Lady 
members deep in the mysteries of a different “wash” from that 
to which they have hitherto confined themselves, the upshot 
whereof will not be clean linen, but streaky bacon and delicately 
roseate pork. 

Well— did we not read, only the other day, in the memoirs of the 
excellent wife and family of our exemplary primate, that Mrs. Tait 
was wont to assign to each of her daughters a pig, as her special 
charge, to be sold, when fatted, and its price appropriated as the 
girl’s special gift to her mother’s Eulham Orphanage ? What the 
Miss Taits did for charity, the members of the new Society are to 
do for profit. But as charity begins at home, let it be understood 
that these Ladies are only beginning at the beginning, to go further 
and fare better, instead of worse. 

Mrs. Thorne is announced as the foundress of this new “ Ladies’ 
Association for the promotion of horticulture and minor food produc- 
tion.” It is a supplement, if we should not rather call it an in- 
troduction, to the Ladies’ School of Cookery. It will help to supply 
the meat for which the other excellent Association should aid us to 
find cooks. Frosit I 

There are diversities of gifts among women as among men. If 
some of our sisters foUow their natural bent to Girton and the 
Tongues and Sciences, others to the Eemale Medical School in 
Henrietta Street and the Healing- Art, why should not others, of a 
more material turn, find the best field for their energies m “ minor 
food production ” ? There is room for them all. Let the minor-food- 
producers, with Mrs. Thorne at their head, hoist the petticoat— 
as Mahomet is said to have hoisted his wife Kadixa’s— and write 
under it, “ In hoc signo vinces .' ” r 


an^hing particular, but I ’U look when I get back to the Office. 

Far-Seeing Fremier [encouragingly). Do. But don’t bother your- 
self. A scientific frontier isn’t always a physical phenomenon. 
Hail ha! [{Slaps him, good-naturedly, on the back,) We know 
that, don’t wer So, wire to Lttton “full powers.” Eivide et 
impera. Anything you like. “ Mysterium that is, I 

mean, “ Imperium et libertas,^^ The good news, a glimpse of sun- 
shine, and jthe little birds, have quite for once excited me. Come, 
confess it. This Afghanistan card has been the best I ’ve played. 
Thank your stars that you serve under a far-seeing Chief I 

iTakes up his hat. 

Sanguine Indian Secretary {taking his arm), I do. Ah, you are 
coming to the oftice. We ’ll look at the map, and wire together. 

{Exeunt arm-in-arm, %n the very best of spirits, 

ACT II. 

Scene. — Same as in Act I, Time. — Yesterday, 
Far-Seeing Fremier discovered, brooding gloomily over a dying fire. 
Enter a Sanguine Indian Secretary. 

Sanguine Indian Secretary {holding up telegram), Hal I’m glad 
I have found you in. Here, read this. Here ’s a mouthful I 

Far-Seeing Fremier {still staring at the fire). What, another of 
those beastly messages ? W ell— what is it now ? 

Sanguine Indian Secretary, Communication out off. Tribes all 
risen like one man, and supports can’t move up to reinforce. 

Far-Seeing Fremier, Hum! goon. What does Lttton say ? 

Sanguine Indian Secretary, Oh, there ’« a whole lot of it. But 
it’s all the same. Mulls in every direction. Commissariat broken 
down. Gouoh shut up at Gandamak. Bbioht hedged in at J ellala- 
bad. Here’s a bit we can publish. “If the tribes do not disperse 
themselves on finding they make no impression on Roberts, a strong 
force will be pushed up, and re-open communications.” 

Far-Seeing Fremier {grimM, Send that out to the papers with the 
“ compliments of the India Omce.” I hope they ’ll like it. 


* compliments ot the India Omce.” I hope they "ii liKe it. 

Sanguine Indian Secretary, I hope they wifl. Talking of rein- 
forcements j if this job proves tough— 

Far-Seeing Fremier {poking out the last embers of the fire with a 
dash). They must be poured in. 

Sanguine Indian Secretary {dejectedly). Yes, but this mull may 
mean another Six Millions. 

Far-Seeing Fremier (starting up wildly, and waving the poker 
over his head). Six millions, or sixty! what do I care? We 
are in for it. Empires are not built up with halfpence. I’ll still 
show the world that this Afghanistan card is the best I ’ve played. 
If there is one thing on whi^ I pride myself, it is prevision. 

Sanguine Indian Secretary. Quite so. But if we mean a campaign 
or two, annexation, and the consequences in the shape of budget, 
where shall we be, do you think, this time twelvemonth ? 

Far-Seeing Fremier, Li Elysium 1 {Puts on his hat,) Come along. 
We must wire something like a programme to Lttton. ( Taking his 
arm,) Courage! and tba-Tik your stars you serve under a Ear- 
Seeing Chief! 

Sanguine Indian Secretary {wph a sigh), I do 1 I do I ^ 
{Exeunt arm-in-arm, brushing away a tear as the CurtoinfaUs^ 


iSanguine Indian Secretary {holding out telegram). An, nere you 
are ! 1 ’ve run all the way from the India Office without my hat, to 
bring you the joyful news. ^ ^ ^ % -n 

Far-Seeing Fremier {turning from little birds, still smiling), Erom 
Lttton— ah I So the savage snccumhs ? ^ 

Sanguine Indian Secretary {with exultation). Yes, the submission 
is complete. He ’s to come to] Gandamak to-morrow, to take any 
terms Lttton offers. 

Far-Seeing Fremier, Excellent! A perfect Spring mommg’s 
surprise, and will quiet the Session like soothing-syrup. The whole 
scheme can now he realised imperially. 

Sanguine Indian Secretary, Gradual incorporation — eh ? 


^ CHEISTMAS HINTS EOE CHEISTMAS-BOXES. 

Choose a good stock of registered envelopes at the Past-DfS.ce, 
and enclose in them Bank of England notes to your^ needy friends 
and relations. You can enjoy philanthropy and exercise in combina- 
tion by yourself dropping some of these Christmas remembrances (m 
plain envelopes) into the letter-boxes of those for whom they are 

Send to the Bank of England or the Royal Mint for a supply of 
new half-sovereigns, and treat yourself to the novm. sensation of 
watching the astonishment and delight on the faces of your a^us- 
tomed callers on Boxing-Day, when you present ^em with these 
coins in lieu of the long-established si xpen ce or shilling. 

In this distribution do not forget the Waits, the German and othOT 
bands, and the solitary itinerant performers, who Imve done so much 
to spr^ the toowledge of instrumental music in the street or square 

^A^ther ^^^ptionahle variety of the Christmas-Box is to engage 
several of the best boxes at the theatres when the pautomimes are at 
full speed, and distribute the tickets among Ihoae of your acquamt- 
anoes whose families are largely in excess of their mcomes. lou 
yourself must not fail to secure a stall from which you can observe 
the gleeful countenances of your young fnends above yom 
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A VERY DIFFERENT MATTER. 

Soutlmn Lord [staying at EigUand Castle), ‘‘ Thank totj so much. I— ah— weallt enjoy totjr Music. I think of having 
A Piper at my own Place.” 

Sandy tU Piper, An’ fat kin’ o’ a Piper would tour Lordship be needin’ ? ” 

Southern Lord. ‘‘ Oh, certainly a good Piper like yourself, Sandy.” 

Sandy [sniffing). OoH ! Inteet !— Ye might easily fin’ a Lord like your Lordship, but it ’s nae sae easy to fin’ a 
Piper like me whatever !” 


Assemble all your relations whose cireHmstances are not so affluent 
as your own round your dining-table, and insert in each one’s napkin 
a bank-note or cheque. This new desim in napkins will be much 
admired. Pay the travelling and hotm expenses of all those who 
have come from a distance, and give them hampers well stocked with 
Christmas cheer, toys, and illustrated publications, as a surprise for 
those who are left at home. 

On Christmas Lay take a long walk with a bag of sixpences in 
your hand, and without a thought, save one of good-natured pity, 
of Archbishop Whately and the Charity Organisation Society, dis- 
tribute these coins to all you meet to whom you intuitively feel you 
can offer them without wounding their feelings. Bepeat this experi- 
ment on New Year’s Lay, but on a different liae of road. 


FETCHING- IT IN MORE WAYS THAN ONE. 

Another man of mark has joined the majority. Mr. Caxcraet, 
born with the century, and .from 1828 to 1874 Einisher of the Law, 
expired on Saturday' last week at Hoxton, full of years if not of 
honours. He might at least on Ms retirement have been decorated 
with a cordon bleu. 

almost a curious coincidence, on the subsequent Tuesday, 

X ® successor, Mr. Marwood, adventured to come out 

at Sheffield as a lecturer. 

“ curious people are turning up at Sheffield just now, the latest 

bemff Mr. WiiiLTAM MATt-wnA-ft t j 


assembled to listen to hm. The great lecture proved to be a very smaii one. I 
^ter some rambling talk on the Bible, the Irish Question, the Queen, and 
tne election, m the course of which he repeated himself again and again, 
Marwood abruptly sat down, being, as the Chairman said, a very nervous 


The Echo adds that “ ultimately the audience became clamorous, 
as Mr. Marwood, after a second attempt to go on, sat down in 
despair. . , . Apparently most of them had come expecting to hear 
something of Marwood’ s professional experiences, which the Chair- 
man said it was impossible for him to give.” Instead of that — 

“ Commencing with a religious exhortation, he reminded his hearers that 
the wheel of Time was constantly casting people off into eternity, whereupon 
a wag shouted, ‘ And so is thy rope.’ As to the election, he was content to 
express a hope that the best man would win. He rejoiced that England is at 
present on friendly terms with all the Powers, and her mission was to take 
Christianity to all the nations of the earth.” 

Is Jack Ketch also among the Preachers? Mr. Marwood, “if a 
very nervous man,” seems also to be a decidedly cbeeky one. ^ His 
transition from the scaffold to the platform having proved a failure, 
he win now, perhaps, return from the platform to the scaffold. Mr. 
Marwood is reputed to be “the inventor of the long drop.” He 
naturaUy, therefore, gave himself plenty of rope ; with the prover- 
bial consequence. May his melancholy fate prove a warning to 
other pretenders not to attempt performances heyond their line. In 
the public executioner attempting to deliver a lecture, what a 
regular “ hempen homespun” have we had swaggering at Sheffield I 


POLITICS POE THE PRESENT. 

Consider the conformation of a slice of plum-pudding, boys, and 
be careful how you introduce the thin end of the wedge. 


How TO BRING A ftUESTION WITHIN THE RANGE OF PRACTICAL 
Politics (w the Days of William the Cbwgweror).— Murder a few 
Policemen. Blow up a few Prisons. 
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BROTHERS AND SISTERS. 

aTmBTwup SisUr . “OH. Chaelet, nr toh uxjst so awat, oan’x yoh iotkobhob me to one of yotjb Sohoouteixows. to iooh 

AFTER ME TILL TOF COMB BACK ? 

Oharhy . “Oh no 1 It -wottidn’t do I It -would be so BOUffH ON A Iello-w t o fag him out like tha . 

' ^ of ttousaiids in the West of Ir^d, -whom this omel 

THE SISTBE AT OUB, GATE. found insuffieiendy pro^ded.-wili, sudi poor fwd ^ 

Tm Ihrf*. <i Ti»-aj«n to .ty, 

HEngtodtoliMto 
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inindreds of thousands for starvinff ryots in In^a, and her tens of 
thousands for victims of famine and inundation in France and Hun- 
gary, and her alms for all sufferers, all the world over wherever a 
great need calls, she will surely find of her abundance to stay the 
iiunger and warm the nakedness of the poor Sister at her gate ! 

The means of organisation at the command of the Yice-Q,ueen of 
Ireland should insure the right application of whatever help England 
may give ; and there is no fear, in spite of all that Irish agitators 
may do to harden English hearts against their dupes, or tools, but 
that the blessing of warm Irish hearts wiU go up over the gnt of 
kindly English hands. 

A PLEA FOR CHRISTMAS DINNERS. 

n^His is Christmas 

fl^son of hospitality 
t^^d^h^’’ ^t^f 

^ helc^u;^, an^ craving 

as need goes — but so numerous 
m Christmas Number 

' would not suffice to contain their 
^ mere names. There is the orga- 
wiuNT— Destitute Children's 

Dinners ; the Cottage Mission,* with 
its prayer for the wherewithal to find a better Irish stew than 
Paenell’S for some hundreds of starving little ones, to whom the 
mere smell of Irish stew must be as a whiff from the Q-arden of 
Eden— its taste, Eden itself. 

There is the prayer for “ Kobin Dinners,” the quaint idea of some 
kindly soul, fired by a Christmas Hobin Bedbreast’s song in ScaH 
and Mand, who invokes the name of the bird on behalf of the little 
“ ragged Robins,” the weeds of our gutters and slums. t No matter 
to wHoh hospitable charity they give, let aU our readers give to one 
or other, and justify their own abundant Christmas dinners by the 
thought ihat they have found a dinner for some of those who, with- 
out them, would have gone dinnerless on the day of good-wiU. 

* Mr. A. Austin, 14, Pinsbaxy CirSus. 

f See the plea prettily pleaded in a pretty little volume, RoJm’i CiwoJ, and 
What Came of if, emanating from the abode of the anonymous organiser, 
7, Paragon, Blackheath. 
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idea, “ Oh, X-eter Hall, of course.” Others suggested, “ The 
X-change.” One held out some hope. 

“ You might fairly write the crosses as ‘ X.’ As, for a;-sample, 
‘ Xing’s X,’ ‘ Charing X,’ and so forth.” 

I thanked him and made my x~it. 

Several humorous persons suggested that under “X,” “Double 
X,” and “ Treble X,” I should include all the Breweries. 

I gave up the humorous people. They were unfeeling and un- 
sympathetic. 

In the next Class’ (c) were the stupidly ambiguous, who winked 
slily, and asked why I wanted to know. One of them suggested 
that I might include one particular part of London under “X,” z.e. 
St. Mary Axe, if “ Axe ” were only pronounced “ Exe,” in a sort of 
Mincing Lane fashion. This wouldn’t do. 

The last class indulged in repartees which with a less busy man 
would have led to breaches of the peace, courts of law, mandamuses 
(or “ mandami,^^ as a lawyer’s clerk, who had learnt his Latin 


. HAPPT-THOUGHT GUIDE TO LONDON. 

(Being a Dickens of a Dickensionary for the mn of VisUors to the 
Metropolis,) 

X. — ^This letter has cost me a lot of trouble. I have besought 
anyone and everyone to teU me what he knew about any place in 
London beginning with “X.” 

The answers could be divided into four classes ; — (a) the positively 
negative, (5) the irritatingly humorous, (c) the stupidly ambiguous, 
and W the undeniably rude. 

Class (a), — ^These had never heard of any place beginning with X, 
never wished to, didn’t want to be bothered, and said good-day as 
soon as possible, and walked off. 

Class (6).— The irritatingly humorous. These wags knew of a 
score of such places. 

“ Any number of ^em,” said one, 

I prepared pencil and paper. 

“Any number!” I exelaimed, delighted. ^‘Any number of 
places beginning with X I Co on — name them.” 

Then came the irritating reply, 

* ‘ X represents an unknown quantity.” 

I left in disgust. 

Fifty, at least, replied at once, as if struck by quite an original 


pressed by mandamiJ) — appeals, certioraris, Houses of Lords, Queens 
in Councils, and Empresses in Indias, — hut,^ fortunately, I have 
neither time nor money for these costly luxuries. So I merely took 
somebody else’s umbrella out of the Club-stand, and left^as the 
shades of evening were falling fast. 

No, after fair Xamination I conclude that there is no X in London 
at the present moment, unless there be a church dedicated to Saint 
Francis Xavier. ’When we want to add to London, evidently we 
must have An-x, 

YACHTING- CLUBS. — ^Eor special information apply to any of 
the Jolly Young Watermen at the various London cab-stands. The 
members of Yachting Clubs must always be in Yachting costume — 
*. costume de rigger. The general rule— or the admiral rule— is, 
that everyone must “ know the ropes.” 

YCUNG- MEN’S ASSCCIATICN. — Entirely intended for the 
Young Ladies. 

YCRICX CLUB. — ^For Theatrical Amateurs. Criginally started 
by “ some village HamhV^ 

YORX PLACE. — ^As an article of consumption not so celebrated 
as York Hams. York Plaice is caught in the Archiepisoopal See of 
York. 

ZOCLOQ-ICAL Q-ARDENS. — The most delightful lounge in the 
Metropolis, though a beastly place. The animals are fed at regular 
hours, but visitors can feed *themselves at any time. The Bears at 
any hour are ready for buns, which are thrown to them by privi- 
leged subscribers, each of whom, though no rabbit, is what the^Frenoh 
term a-hunny. 

This letter finishes the Alphabet, hut, in reply to numerous in- 
quiries at our Letter-Box Cffice, the present Compiler begs to make 
me following address ; — 

To Correspondents, 

Dear Ladies aistd Gentlemen, 

You have asked me not to stop at “ Z,” hut to add several 
other letters— in fact, to “ keep it going.” Immediately on receiviug 
your request, I apj^lied to the Post-Cffice, but the authorities there 
informed me that it was utterly impossible for them to give me any 
more letters. I add to my alphabet, on my own account, this one 
letter, which is more of a postscript than a letter, and remain 

Your humble Alphabetical Guide, Philosopher, and Friend, 

H. T. G. 

IN THEIR STCCXINGS. 

Chridma>s ISve Sv/rprises — Selected, 

Tk^ Dmperor of Bussia^s.^—A. “ Constitution ” in good working 
order. 

Mr, Gladstone's, — A majority from Midlothian. 

The Sultanas, — A Christmas-box — ^in ready money. 

Mr, Dabouchere^s, — ^AH the hack numbers of the Daily Telegraphy 
gilt-edged, bound in veRum, and labelled “ Magna est veritas et 
prevalehiV^ 

M, Grivy*s, — A French moderator — properly trimmed. 

Lord LyttoWs, — ^An Earl’s coronet, and a free passage to South- 
ampton. 

Lord Salisbury'* s, — A bundle of Christmas Cards from the Duke of 
Argyll. 

The Duke of ArgylVs, — A box of Christmas Bon-bons from Lord 
Salisbury. 

Lord BeaconsfleWs,~~-A recipe for a few hours’ real peace, with or 
without honour, at Hughenden. 

And Ceteway6*s, — A roast ox, half-a-dozen of rum, and Punches 
Docket Book for 1880. 


Erratum. — W e have to correct a mistake in A Floating Tom Tiddler’s 
Ground ” in our last number. The Bldorado is not a P. and 0. steamer. 


To OoBBSsronssirts.— Me JBditor does not hold himsdf bound to aeknowledget return, or pay for Ckmtribwtions, In no eaee ean these be returned wnlese aoeompanied by a 

stamped and dirtied envelope. Copies should be kept. 
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NEW YEAR WISHES, 

From the Sage to All and Sundry, 

>0UND out, 

^ merry bells, 
an the last 
“ twelve” 
of the 
year! 

Clash loud 
through 
the night 
from the 
dock-tower 
near, 

"While the 
Sage in. his 
V, sanctum is sitting alone, 
^ His task, like the bells*, for 
old Seventy-Nine done ; 

^ And, again like the bells*, 
though a tride more 
weighty, 

To be taken up soon for 
young incoming Eighty. 
Grood wishes all roxmd *s the 
first work of the year. 
And to friends and to foes, 
to the far and the near, 
The Sage sends them forth 
on the wings of his Wit. 
What d’ye lack?** The 
old cry of the huckstering 
cit 

Is his cue. May the 
New Year bestow as it 
files 

Better sense on the fool, 
- X V'.aiuv.'- greater strength on the 

wise, 

On the eloquent tact, on the satirist heart. 

On the clever more conscience, more taste on the smart. 

Your health, my deft Dizzy, here *s vdshing you luck, 

Higher goals for your power, and patience, and pluck ; 

Better judgment in choosing new watchwords for Bull ; 

And, to warm that cold gumption of which you are full, 

Just a spark of that much- contemned zeal for the right 
"Which steadies the aim while it sharpens the sight. 

And, like a straight jock’s patient pounding, comes fast,’ 

When the dodgers are done with, and wins at the last. 

More power to your elbow, Eriend Gladstone, grey youth, 

And, a trifle more tact in your zeal for the truth. 

May your seventy-first year bring you triumphs, dear G-., 

Flus a wee bit of skill in the Art of precis. 

Stout Brummagem Jack, here *s your health in a bumper I 
May fairness more temper your force as a thumper ; 

Be a little less eager to butter the Yankee 

And bully the Briton, and Punch will say, “ Thank ye. * 

To Salisbury let us wish less of asperity. 

And, let *s say, a clear-up in his views about verity, 

To Northcote more backbone, to Lytton more light, 

To Parnell less sense of wrong, more sense of right, 

To Bull fewer bogies, more' trade, finer weather, 

And parties who pull rather better together. 

Good wishes I Their objects may turn up their noses, 

Content with their state, as the dying year closes. 

No matter ! Here *s health to the grumblers all round, 

And ere the next New Year’s bells cheerily sound, 

May they learn Punches greetings, though pungent, are stiu 
Inspired by an honest and hearty good-wiU, 

StiU informed b^ood sense which ne’er gushes or cants— 

Those best New Year’s wishes that go to worst wants. 

Shutting the Stahle-door, &c. 

The Tudign Government is concentrating an Engineering Staff on the Rmlway 
from Peshawur to Jellalabad. Colonel Bonus, B^., is the Engineer-m-Cmet. 
Let ’s hope he ’U be a good one. But hitherto the Bonuses of tne great Indian 
Engineenng Firm of Beaconsexelb, Litton, & Co., have not been biuliant. 


PBUCIOUS EAILWAY PASSENGEES. 

After a gallant resistance on the part of the South- 
Western Bailway Company to the claim of £16,000 
awarded by a jury to Dr. Phillips, a London phy- 
sician, as compensation for injuries caused by negn- 
genoe of their servants, the Court of Appeal has confirmed 
that verdict, and the Company will have to pay the 
money. Down on the nail, too ; for their counsel, 
Serjeant Ballantine, in vain besought the Court for a 
stay of execution. The Court said they had no power 
to stay execution ; and might have added, that if they 
had any they would certainly not’exert it. The plaintiff 
had lost a practice of £7,000 a year by the defendants* 
default, and the Lords Justices perhaps considered that, 
willing as they might feel to be as merciful as possible 
to the poor Company, they were bound rather to com- 
passionate the poor physician, and not to stay, but, had 
they been able, on the contrary, to hasten execution as 
fast as possible. 

So now what will the South-Western Railway Company 1 
do ? Will its Directors take counsel together, and enact 
a new bye-law declining conveyance of passengers 
earning incomes over a stated amount, except at aug- 
mented fares ? Will they require such passengers to 
declare themselves, their calliugs, profits, or earnings, 
and to submit themselves to be labelled “Doctor,” 
“Lawyer,” “Author,” “Artist,” “So much a year. 
With extra care ” ? Or will they, more prudently, 
consult with a view to the completest possible correction 
of any discoverable defect in their existing arrange- 
ments likely to result in the bodily harm of somebody, 
and to be detrimental to any passenger’s income large or 
small ? Perhaps by this time they have fully corrected 
some, at least, of the defects of that description which 
they have had repeatedly pointed out to them. Perad- 
venture, there now no longer remains at any of their 
stations a single platform to whose level the descent has 
to be made either by a step so narrow as to be unmanage- 
able without risk of slipping, or by the expedient of 
jumping down— gieat-toe and other lower extremities of 
elderly gentlemen affected with gout, notwithstanding. 

In the meanwhile. Railway Companies should be care- 
ful how they carry physicians, or other professional 
gentlemen in large practice. They are in Iflre position 
with the boatman who carried Cjbsar and his fortunes, 
with the difference that if they fail to take due care of 
C^assAE, they may find themselves obliged to make the 
wreck of 0-aESAB*s fortunes good. 


A NEW POSTAGE-STAMP. 

We are promised a new postage-stamp, of a paler 
red — ^which looks as if Ministers wished to disclaim a 
warlike policy,— and with better gnm, — a symbol, it may 
be said, of their adhesiveness or determination to stick to 
their places. The Q,neen*s Head, we are glad^ to hear, 
will remain intact. In these days of Nihilist and 
Socialist attempts on Royal lives, this may be meant to 
reassure timid people. It is true that in England the 
danger to the Q,ueen’s Head is Nihilist in another than 
the Russian sense— in that it amounts to nothing, and 
arises from nobody. 

But, after aU we have heard of Lord Bbaconsfield’s 
views, it is a comfort to know that the Queen’s Head 
remains where it was — at least on her subjects’ letters, 
lu the impression on her subjects’ hearts there never 
was any question of change. 


AUaURY AT FAULT. 

A SEVERE winter is commonly said to be betokened by 
fioeks of fieldfares and redwings. Ornithological ob- 
servers report that they have not seen any. Perhaps 
the severe summer killed them all. 


TO BE UTSAU WITH A SOISIfTJFIO EYE. 

“ Cabul ” when we would sit on, 

“ OnJb-l^under^* we have lit on / 


“ IT ’s AN ill WIND,” ETC. _ t rt I 

Mr. Parnell has started gaily for America, and carries mth him the best in the front- 

wishes of the Irish Landlords. Saving bindly secured for them a very light Postman s Christmas-Box A Lette 
November gale, they now fervently wish him a very heavy December one. door, 
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An Old Nnrsery-IWiyme, 

ijffew-s&tfor Sheffield.) 

Waddt WoETLET Were two ready men, 
mu ^ lilted like steam-engines again and again. 

^e oMa upon Woeteet tney ran very high, 

Bigi-gs, Bines, ^d Tearemites ail in full cry. 

Jont Bines they might honnce, and the Bnngs they might hrag, 
Ine Pats who backed Wadet gave ‘W’oetlet the hag ! 


SAVINGS AND DOINGS. 

Said Pasha, it is stated in a Constantinople telegram, has issned 
an order prohibiting the Slave Trade in the Sultan’s dominions, 
nnder a penalty of a year’s imprisonment and the mannmission of 
the slave. Thm is all very well, Said; bnt when will it be Done f 

A “Leap”— -IN the Daek!*— 1880! 



THE CIMABUE BROWNS. (‘‘TRAIN UP A CHILD,” &C.) 

TOMIMK AT DETIB.T LANB ! ” I RrTT WT TE-EME THB NATIONAL GAXIBET TO THE ZOOLOOICAI GAEDENS I ” 

WE WOHEO ^OKAH HEAH HaHBEE’s /.BAA M.OC.S.US, OB SEBAETXAH BAOH’S 
gloeiohs <Passions-Mtjsik,’ thah aht Pahtomimb, thank you. — — — — ======z============== 


SEASONABLE CELEBRATIONS. 

At the ureeut solidtation of his Welsh neighbours, who feel 
as he Uves m it is only just ttat he sho^d fayour that 

country with a publio exposition of Hs yiews ‘ 

GtASirarhas consented, with 

to speak in publio at nanidloes,. Machynlleth, Pw^^, Swa^e^ 
theCathedrd Cities, and the principal 

Sterfew with Mr. GEADSTomE d^yering m adless ] 

HiePrinoipaHty; and presents of Welsh ale,. Welsh fl^els, weisn 

dates, wSsh ponies, and Welsh rabbits, wiH greet him at every 
**^eMe^gM*to announce the revival of some 

The J&es, aue^’s Counsel, Benoh^, and Bustos, -^MsemUe 

iiudor tliGir aiXLSpicss. in tli6 Gr68*t TTft i ll of tlio „ ^-n^a 

take nart in a came of Snapdragon. Afterwards the Sergeants- - 
law sing a selection of glees and carols ; .and a 

hoW^oa the shoulders of the two junior County Court Judges, 
will dose the entertainment. « .j. i,..,-- » ,•« 

.. mie L obd l^TOBand.the L ahxMaOT wjU he 


LadxMatokess, assisted by me wenns - 

iriU alsopreside liver a “ bran-tah.” 

Oounoilmen, and Coiparation Omo^,.&e ^^5?^®’?^, oj,a 

the City Companies, the Cabinet Mmisters, the Ambassadors, and 


the Elder Brethren of the Trinity House wiU have the privilege of 

Dn^B. W. Eiohaedsox has invited a party pf the principal soien- 
tifip chemists to dine with him on !N^ew Year s Day. 
samples of ihe wines bequeathed to Dr. RicB[.^soir hy 
iSLYis- wilfbe placed on the table, and subjected to qualitatiye 

,1 -to pia T- 

Hew Tm ia will he kept up hy the rforological Society,, assist^ by 
arawrEemembrancer, the Master of the Cer®^^s, “d ^ 
Staii of Greenwich Observatory. The Hmolo^te perf^ 
n^chxonometers on this occasioE ; and the scene will ne illuminated 

TwcmS* as Earl of BEACOHSEmn ^^®?tertam 

HSBSSiSSXSs 

and Princess of YTaies. 

Boar and Bore. 

AN OYIUIAN (NOT DARWINIAN) METAMOaPHOSlS. 

(A Flash from a Midlothian Faggot^ 


Obliuuo lacerayit apsr Cfalydomus 
Ore Oaledonius lassat nunc rhetor aperxo. 
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THE “FIRST FOOT/^ 1880. 


PRESENTS FROM OUR CHRISTMAS- 
TREE. 



custom: of tlie North, 

As the Old Tear strug- 
gles forth, 

And the Young Tear, his 
inheritor, comes with 
the joy-bells in, 

Is that who steps earli- 
0 ^*^ o^0r 

The threshold of the 
door, 

As the “ first foot doth 
the wassail-cup and 
cheer of welcome win. 

Sp with the infant year, 
Punchy the friend of 
aR, is here. 

With peace and good-wiR 
greeting to his read- 
ers high and low. 
Better jfirst foot than he 
I trow could neyer be 

To come in with the joy- 
bells, ^neaththe stars, 
across the snow. 


which ever 3 rbody can see the stage, 
in which it is solyed at present. 


A Desideratum. 

Let us hope that when 
the Bancrofts are about 
re-modelling the Hay- 
market, they will improve 
on Lord Beaconsfield, 
and give us not only a 
“ scientific front -tier,” 
but a scientific second 
and third tiers, too— in 
, fact, a dress-circle from 

That is the problem. Required a single London theatre 


Earl of Beaconsfleld,—K pair of G-arters 
for ^ two legs — one embroidered “ Jm- 
jperium^^^ and the other “ LihertasP 

Lord Cranhrooh . — A rod in India pickle. 

Sir Michael E, Hicks-Beach . — A barrel 
of the best Anglo-Dutch and another of 
Natives. 

Mr, Montagu Corry , — ^An elegant and 
useful Secretary, with private drawers, 

Mr, Bright,— k firkin of best American 
butter. 

Lord Chelmsford and Sir Bartle Frere, 
— Collars of their Orders in Cape diamonds. 

Earl of Derby , — A reversible Coat, 
warranted a perfect fit at last, 

Mr, Gladbtone, — The Heart of Mid- 
lothian^ in cloth, (best tweed,) and a ton of 
Butter-Scotch. 

Mr, Lowe, — k packet of Grantham Gin- 
gerbread. 

Sir Wilfrid Lawson, — k Christmas ham- 
per, containing two bottles of lemonade, 
two of Apollinaris and two of soda-water, 
a plum-cake, a pound of tea, and a packet 
of loaf-sugar. 

Mr, Mackonochie, — An ecclesiastical 
Suit, Oxford mixture, warranted durable. 

Marquis of Salisbury, — A Russian 
Note-Paper-Case, with cipher, and key to 
ditto. 

Miss^ Terry, — k fourth Casket, with her 
portrait as Portia set in diamonds, 

Mr, Waddy , — Fourteen thousand sharp 
Sheffield Blades. 


SUaOESTION FOR MADAME TUSSATJD. 

As aset-ofi to the Chamber of Horrors— a 
Chamber of Beauties, with a ring of British 
belles in fuR swing. 


OLD GRTJMPS’S CHRISTMAS DINNER ALPHABET. 

A was A 1, that ’s we, asked for my money ; 

B was the Bosh, which some asses think funny ; 

C was the ChRdren, big bores — great and small ; 

D was the Dinner, turkey, mince-pie, and aR ; 

E was the Evening I thought ne^er would end ; 

F was the “ Family ” — not a good blend ; 

G was the Greengrocer, proud of Ms post ; 

H was the Husband, a much henpecked host ; 

I was the Idiot, old stories who told \ 

J was his J okes, whose reception was cold ; 

K was the Xitchen, where things went to pot : 

L was the Lady-help, helpless and hot ; 

M was the Music, through wMch people talked : 

|N was the Noodle, my good things who balked ; 

0 was the Oranges, dreadfuRy acid ; 

P was the Poker of fun, pert and placid ; 

Q was the Guizzer, who wore out my patience ; 

R was the Row, among too near relations \ 

S was the Snub, wMch I gave whene’er crossed ; 

T was my Temper, several times lost ; 

H ’s the IJmbreRa, they said J’d mislaid : 

Y the Vexation I freely displayed ; 

W my WiR— wMch those folks shan’t be better for \ 

X the Expense wMch, thank Heaven, J no fretter for J 
T stands for Yule with its prickles oi hoRy : 

Z for the Zanies who caR Christmas joUy, 


CLAIMS OF THE “CLAIMANT.” 

Mr. Puncb:, Sie^ 

Liberals avin’ sitch a preshus feRer-feelin for th( 
+ passed two sentences of penial servitude in 
Nobleman now a Ian- 

^agin at Porc^outhf^ Hoo, but Lord CMef justass Cobuen 1 
JAberal, he is; and wot politics is the Attorney- 
Gbner^ that ’s been and granted a fie-at agin Ms judgment m wR 
amoimt to a Sfew Tear’s of hffiS 
BDDaER Tichbobbe, leastways next Febuary, Wy, a Oonserwa- 


tive is Sir John Oker, and as a member of Her Majesty’s Guvment 
no doubt he ’ve done wise in consultin the conwictions and feelins 
of many a true IngRshman that can’t and won’t he conwinced or per- 
suaded nohow, say what yer like, but wot im they caRs the Claimant 
is the riteful Hare. The Lower Orders, the Cads, the Residyum as 
they ’re caRed by the orty Aristoq[uacks, they knows hoo to look to 
for their reel P’riends, witch favours their wishes. 

I ’m hound to say there ’s menny and menny a hurrow where the 
Ministeral Candidate at the next election wiR pole the vote of every 
man jack wMch puts faith in the Hurl of Beaconsfield, cause as 
how he^ likewise beleeves in that there other Nobleman aforesaid, and 
wMch is also the sentemence of your umhal servant, 

William: Putty. 

P.S , — k Conservative Working-Man. 


MILITARY NINEPINS. 

Despatch from General E, : — 

My Army^orps temporaxRy shut up iu a very strongly fortified 
position, WiR make short work of the enemy when Gen. B. comes 
up. Meantime quite comfortable. No danger I 

Despatch from General B , : — 

My troops quite ‘strong enough, but can’t go far. WiR smash the 
foe as soon as Gen, G. arrives. Quite happy. No danger I 


Despatch from General G , : — 

My soldiers in splendid fighting trim, and fuR of dash. When 
Col. M. joins vyith Ms contingent, wRl carry aR before us. AR 
serene. No danger ! 

Despatch from Viceroy : — 

When M. joins G., and G, unites with B., and B. reinforces R., 
we may expect a speedy termination of this brilliant campaign, 
BO ably planned and so promptly carried out. MeanwhRe. it is 
satisfactory to be assured on aR hands that there is no danger I 


More Short than Sweet.— We regret to see that the brief 
comment on “ Such a good man ” at the Olympic is “ Such a had 
play.” 
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A< RJECiOLI- ^GYlOW * OF ■ THOWS > F.AE O » tV'A • %* -THSi-, BAft,- * 

CONTIYIAL OTJLTTJEE'S NEW YEAR'S EYE. 

ME.POTCHhasl,eeiifaToiiredmththefoUowr.- Caerl<wn. Eve of a Buing Year. 

** Mx QfU’Jonsm an^ Charkinc^ PsxbiTOi v* oUnTir^f^ tn Address vou"”! w0B.t yoTi, yrlo so 

tnily appMSlte^&fftMypirit 

only possible fflsthetio fashion mwMob oidtoeo^ stoop to ^eoeieta^^ 

* Long and languid year.’ 

“ And first, understand that the spirit of the Old IVorld Masq,iie- . ^ it 

Press of matter'obliges Mr. Pmohte oondelse the interesting connnnnieation of his onltaed cone- 

hower, xnn ronghly thresh his ten p^ges of xery craniped xnannsmp^^ 

^oJthe^^g ® ® ^ 

vdvet doublets, tight silk hose, without caroets, hut hung -with Trorm-eaten tope^, 

"Wlien your guests are assembled j .T ahW -with moient settees, too ncke^ to 

rmUral^Cd!oi?an^rtofo?’bX%“^^^^ and timbrels, in a “W,” until stopped by 


“AT BAY!” 

RnTGEDhy the mid and wolfish 
pack, 

In dense and denser hands— 

Ahoye him storm-clouds low- 
ering black, 

Around him snows and 
sands— 

A moment, home by ntimbers 
back, 

At bay the lion stands ! 

His back against the riited 
rock, 

Hot firmer rooted there 

Than heagainstthe assailant's 
shock, 

With savage fangs set bare, 

Reckless how many thousands 
fiock 

Down from their monntain- 
lair. 

Hot his nor ours to ask the why 

Or wherefore of the firay, 

Thatl’thns before a wolfish cry 

The Lion brings to bay — 

Of strength for nohler 
empery, 

And less ignoble prey. 

Enough, the Lion’s of onr 
blood, 

And to the work addrest, ■ 

. Eor which stem duty, ne'er 
withstood, 

Hath on him laid behest, 

^ Bidding him make his Empire 
good 

North and south, east and 
^pstl 

So while oxtr Lion stands at 
bay, 

Onr prayers must be for 
him, 

That his strong arms may 
^ cleave their way, 

“ His clear eyes wax not dim, 
? Till Lion-prowess shall o'er- 
^ sway 

■Wolf-mimbers, gannt and 
grim! 


served up with slices of raw cabbage. -r y . - “damosel,” their Mammas as “ Lady mme, and 

Hang about listlessly, addressmg;ypn^ L^^^ ^ pasty hegms to tell on 

any fellow you do or don t know, as f «« ^an to form a procession in the street outside, 
the company, and then get as many of the ^guests as you can^ lorm a y 

and witha tae Age vwUt oTO^ohio^^ ^ ^ the early moM 


nearest police-court, go Home ana pxeuifo — -- r . ™ “Stores,” and go to oea wu- 

your hair is much frizzled, take care you “J ^^rn™mme which he recommends 

The aboxe is pretty much ^fegWon^ PhilLtiue w «£ sWgthe Old Tear out 

tothosetof Ms readers— if any— to whom the oitt-msmonea jrumowx 

and the New Tear in, is a pain and a reproach. ' ■ — 


aitglo-ibish ideas. 

Bespeakcno the Hudders- 
field Liberal Club, and re- 
i ferring to Home-Rule, ^ Mr. 
j E. A. liEAJHAM:, M,P., said: — 

I “He ihould be very glad to 
I see strictly Irish business trans- 
ferred at once from London to 
Dublin. He would also like to 
see Ireland governed according 
to Irish ideas.” 

if Irish business could be 
[transferred from London to 
Ireland, Imperial business 
would, no doubt, be less im- 
peded. But, then, Lea- 
TBCAai, if you ever live to nee 
Ireland goveomed by In^ 
Ideas, how much Lnsh busi- 
ness of any kind do 
peot to see done in Dublin, 
or anywhere ? yo^ 

Honour, aren’t lush Ideas of 
business, as developed m Ire- 
land’s Bepresentattve Jdome- 
Rulers, simply Obstruction r 
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AN INFANTILE SELL. 

Ej}iel **]Sfow I’m: the Clock. 7 ’ll Tick, and tott tell me when to Strike, 
Aunty 1 Tick— tick — ^tick— tick — tick,” &c,,&c, 

Av/niy, “Now Strike ! ” "boxes Tier Aunty's ears. 


MINISTERIAL NEW YEARNS ENTERTAINMENT. 


Magnified Yiews in the Oxyhydrogen Microscope— 
of Ministerial Finance— Past and Present. By 
the Eight Honourable Sir Sxaepoed North- 
cote. 

Grand Gymnastic Performance, Yaultmg oyer 
Facts and Figures, by the whole Troune. 
Concluding with Balancing Feats by wie 
Chancellor of the Exchequer. 

Nigger Melody — “ On the Stump ^ with season- 
able Topical Allusions to Yule-Logs and 
Faggots. By the Eight Honourable E. 
Stanhope. 

Reading, in character, from the Merchant of 
Venice — Zanceht Gohbo's famous Solilo(Xuy, 
“ To Budge it, or not to Budge it.” By the 
Eight Honourable Sir Staeeord Northcote. 

Sheffield Song, with Clog Hornpipe Accompani- 
ment. 

Air— “ Gin a Body." 

Gin a body — S. D. 'Waddy, — 

Strength with 'Wortlby try. 

Gin a body beat a body, 

Need a body cry ? 

By Yiscount Cranbeook (who has been pre- 
vailed upon to appear on his way to Scotland 
to answer Mr. Gladstone), 

Glee — 

Air — “ Oh I the oah^ and the ash^ and the bonny ivy 
tree" 

Oh ! the Zulu, and the Turk, and the bony Afreedee ! 

Lord B., Lord C., and the Marq.uis of S. 

A Game at General Post. Led by Lord John 
Manners, who will leave his old nobility at 
home for the occasion. Ending in general 
confusion and loss of seats. 

Duet (from Madame Favart^ by kind permission 
of Mrs. SWANDOROUaH). 

“ We are such artless things ! ” 

The Earl of Beaconsfxbld and Marguis of 
Salisbury, 

Selections ixomJE.M.S. Pinafore (with the kind 
permission of Mr. Doyle y Carte and Messrs. 
Gilbert and Sullivan), by Eight Hon. W.H. 
Smith, and the Naval and Ciw Lords of the 
Admiralty. 

Comic Reading — Tall Talh^^ — By the Lord 
Hi&h Chancellor, on Stilts. 

“ Cross-Purposes ” — Monopolylogue, with changes 
of costume, d la ‘Woodin. By the Home 
Secretary. 

Irish Jig and Break-Down. By the Eight Hon. 

J. Lowthee. 

Part Song. By Heads of Departments. 

“ Good-bye ! Sweethearts I Good-bye ! " 

With drum and trumpet accompaniment. By 
Yiscount Cranbrook and Lord Stanley. 

Finale and General Chorus, with Solo Parts for each 
Minister — 

“ It may be for years^ and it may be for ever ! " 

A select body of County Members, in their true- 
blue uniforms, with Mr. Chaplin, will be in 
attendance for the purpose of Protection. 
IYjB.— -Y b Money Returned. 


' With a view to stem the tide of Liberal reaction, and at once to amuse themselves 
and the North Country public by a seasonable entertainment in these depressing 
times, the Members of the Ministry have agreed to give a Soirie in one of the 
Industrial Capitals of the North, which, is not yet definitely settled. Punch has been 
favoured with an early copy of the Programme : — 

Exhibition of Dissolving Yiews, by the Earl of Beaconsiteid. Grand display of 
Magic-Lantern Shdes, showing “Beauties of Cyprus;” “Yiews of Old and 
New Stamhoul,” in which will be shown tEe Shadow Entertainment popularly 
jmown as “ Les Ombres Turgues ” or Karagooz, with the humours of the Old 
Turk improving himself off the face of Europe ; “ Herd of White Elephants at 
Play,” A “Scientific Frontier” (with Phantasmagoric effects). Concluding 
with grand AUegoiical Tableau representing “ Peace with.Honour.” 

• An Interval for RefresTyrnTd, 

ty the Marquis of Salisburt, from “ Les Rois en illustrated by 

hjghly-coloured Pictures of Cetew’ayo, Secocoeni, Taxoob Khan, and Ismail 
Pasha. 


Cattle Plague in Cyprus. 

(JL Really Superfluous Importation.) 

With the plagues of man so shared us, — 
Enough /s as good as a feast ; — 

Europe might have surely spared us 
- Her peculiar plague of beast I 


punch’s advice to PARNELL. 

Send a liberal donation to the Duchess of 
Marlborough’s Relief Fund. 

Settle in the United States. 

Become an Amerioan Citizen, 

Stand for the Presidency. 


To OomstoimmA^IheMitor doesnot hold himself bound to whMvUdtut, return, or pay for Obntridutioni. hi no east can these de returned unlett aecrrspmisd by a 
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Abltjtioh of Smoko (The), 119 
Abstract Lord Mayor (The), 231 
Administrative Fmancing, 215 
Ad Misericordiam, 9 
Adolphus on Pheasant-Shooting, 148 
Age of Mufti (The\ 112 
Almost too Good to be True, 153 
Alphabetical Insect (An), 237 

A Outrance 1 '* 174 

Apropos of some Recent Pi oceedings, 215 
Arcades Ambo; or. Who's the Patriot? 

124 

'Any in Parry, 217 
'Arry on the Rail, 109 
*Arry on the River, 67 
'Any on the Road, 83 
Art of Arguing (The), 267 
As Good as a Pantomime, 250 
As Good as a Play, 262 
“AtBay 1” 309 
At Chiselhursb, 29 
Autumn Suits, 124 
BACK-CASTSof the Season, 87 
Bad and Bath. 156 
Bad Weather for Words, 288 
Bathybius, 89 

Bearding &e Buccleuch, 25S 

Before the First, 180 

Before the Vote, 167 

Beggary and Thrift, 277 

Betsy the Avenger, 142 

Between the Acts, 114 

Between the Lines, 240 

Bigotry and Begging, 120 

Bills (The), 185 

Biological Queries, 95 

Bishop before the Curtain (A), 161 

Bits and Bridles, 4i;c., 264 

Boarding-Out v. Baby-Farming, 219 

Bonds and Benefices, 253 

Brave Boulonnais (The), 167 

Brief Hints, 241 

British Ballad (A), 143 

Bulls, Welsh and Irish, 144 

Burnish your Backbones, 233 

By Anticipation, 220 

Caged Blackbird (A), 133 

Call for a Candidate (A), 155 

Cantabit Vacuus, 2S3 

Captive of the Commons (The), 47 

Casus Belli (A), 242 

Cattle-Show Prizes, 1879, 274 

Caucus Question (A), 180 

Caught Flying, 184 

Caution to Geese (A), 246 

Caveat Cavagnari, 85 

Cetewayo, 144 

Oetewayo’s Proposal, 180 


** Chairs ! Chairs I ” 167 
Chancellor on Cetewayo (A), 149 
“ Cheep " of the Partridge (The), 106 
‘'Chemicals,” 284 
"Chip of the Old Block” (A), 90 
Christmas Hints for Christmas-Boxes, 297 
Christmas Problems, 277 
Christmas Triads, 280 
Churchwarden’s Question (A), 252 
Claims of the " Claimant,” 304 
Clouds and the Clergy (The), 25 
“ Oock-a-doodle-doo J ” — " Songs before 
Sunrise,” 198 
Cold Comfort, 201 
Colossus of Words (The), 270 
Comfort from Shakespeare, 222 
Coming to the Point, 25 
Comparative Cruelty to Animals, 182 
Complimentaiy Sermon fA), 162 
Conditional Science (A), 196 
Conjectural Emendation, 196 
Constituencies and Cads, 190 
Converts and Cannons, 76 
Conviction by Chance, 84 
Convivial Culture’s New Year's Eve, 309 
Co-operative Clergymen, 149 
Country Sports and Pastimes, 107 
Country Thoughts, 88 
Court Column (A), 286 
Cranbrook to bis Countrymen, 35 
Craniology on the Continent, 64 
Cross Questions and Crooked Answers, 181 
Crumb of Comfort (A), 105 
Dame Europa’s Christmas-Box, 291 
Dangerous Judge (A), 265 
Demand and Supply, 231 
Demand for Army Doctors, 190 
Desecration of a good Old Day, 228 
Dining Car (The), 202 
Disagreeable Inn-Ovation, 256 
District in Darkness (A), 108 
Donning the Toga, 149 
"Don’t Overdo it.” 186 
Double Canvass (A), 257 
Doubtful Invitation (A), 131 
Dunn on Both Sides, 192 
Eduoational Grievauce (An), 203 
Embanassing Situation (An), 286 
Empty Benches out of Place, 252 
Bud of the Tug at Stamboul (The), 276 
English, Plain and Parliamentary, 25 
Bnglidi of it (The), 222 
Enlarged Definition (An), 169 
En Rapport, 179 

Essence of Parliament, 2, 13, 26, &c. 

Et Aprhs ? 141 

Examination Papers for Schoolmasters, 
110 


Examination Paper for the Higher Edu- 
cation of the Welsh, 9 
Excellent Example (An), 216 
Excursionist (The), 64 
Ex Nihilo Nihil, 228 
Expulsion of the Hyksos, 18 
Extraordinary State of Liquor, 169 
Byes of the Foreigner (The), 166 
Facts not Generally Known, 274 
Fallibility a Banco, Infallibility ex-Catho- 
dra, 208 

Falling of the Curtain (The), 141 
" Finance ^ la Mode I ” 362 
"First Foot,” 1880 (The), 304 
I Floating Tom Tiddler’s Ground (A), 287 
Foes for Phylloxera, 205 
Prance in a Fair Way, 159 
Fraternal Age (The), 69 
French Translation (A), 310 
Friends at a Distance, 81, i 3, 100, &c. 
Prom May to December, 297 
Prom Our Climbing Contributor, 16 
From the Phihstme Point of View, 169 
Game of " Give and Take,” 141 
Game of the Day (The), 150 
Girls among Gallipots, 169 . 

Gladstone’s Progress, 269 
Gladstone— the Man and the Bag, 267 
Glorious News, 237 

Gobemoucheries ; all about a Visit to 
Vienna, 156 
Good Example (A), 166 
Good Lead (A), 2C2 
Good of India (The), 233 
Good Word fo»- a Good Work (A), 289 
Great Parochial Storm (A), S-d 
Green-Meat cum Grano, 204 
Guildhall Library on Sundays, 185 
Haxdwbiting on the Wail (The), 239 
Happy Home Cheap (A), 288 
Happy Release (A), 137 
Happy-Thought Guide to London, 9, 34, 
46, Ac. 

Happy Thoughts of Foreign Travel for 
1879, 24 

Happy Young People I 208 
Hard-up Hymenoptera, 180 
Hard Weather for Haymaking, 45 
Heroism on Hire, 156 
Higher Educational Pantomime, 280 
"High Powers in Conjunction— (or Oolli- 
sionX" 257 

High Shrievalty Reform, 201 
Hints for a New and Original Dramatic 
College, 292 

Hints for Travellers, 66 
Home-Rulers at Home, 73 
Honour to the Lord Mayor, 60 


Hospital Backsheesh, 185 
How Our Country Cousin will Spend the 
Week in London, 269 
How we Debate Now, Ac., 28 
Hundred and Twice Told Tales (A^ 84 
iMPEyrriTG Exchanges, 109 
Imperial Pop ! 265 
" Imperimn et Libertas,” 244 
Injured Innocents I 42 
In Memoriom — John Baldwin Buckstone, 
220 ; JobnTbaddeus Delane, 253; Row- 
land Hill, 129 

In More Places than One, 252 

In re the Rigi, 133 

Instructive Drama (The), 177 

In their Stockings, .^00 

" In the Name of the Prophet— Law ! " 88 

Irish Provender, 261 

" Is Life worth Living? ” 121 

Jester's Judgment (The), 157 

J ohn Laird Mair, Lord Lawrence, 1 

Jupiter Pluviufl, 106 

Ketcuzng it in more Ways than One, 208 
Khedive at a Reduction I (A), 12 
Kick in Time (A), 225 
Lamplight on Street Names, &c., 239 
Last, not Laste, Irish Grievance, 173 
Latest from Rome, 277 
Leave and No Licence, 192 
Legal Ownership of Limbs, 167 
Legend of Exeter Hall (The), 72 
Lemon-aid to Long Life, 201 
Lex Tail-ionis, 21 
Long-Winded, 192 
Lord and Professor, 273 
Lord Mayor’s Show by Anticipation (TheX 
197 

Love and Wedlock in Saluterra, 195 
Luckless Young Gentleman (The), 80 
Magnets and Magnates, 275 
Magpie (The), 262 
Marriage and Melancholy, 264 
Mary Anner Transmogrified, 85 
May-Fair King (The), 77 
Memorable Departure, 99 
Michaelmas " Geese,” 145 
Military Ninepins. 804 
Mind where you Put your Feet, 251 
Ministerial Dinner at Greenwich (The), 61 
Ministerial New Year’s Enteitainment, 
810 

Model School-Board Elector (The), 245 

Modem/' Nine” (The), 265 

Modem ^aga (A), 123 

More Ritualism, 269 

More " Turning bis Plauk,” 208 

Moribund, 69 

Mr. Punch’s Bag for September, 120 
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Mr. PuncVs Speech for the late Lord 
Mayor, 207 

Much Ado About Nothing, 250 
Music Halls fox the Million, 110 
Musiugs by the MegatheriurQ, 61 
My Scheme, 12 

NaturaJj History of a Nuisance, 144 
Neptune to the New Light, 86 
New Lamns for Old Ones, 292 
New CEnone (The), 229 
New Paiadise Regained (A), 281 
New Postage-Stamp (A), 301 
New Topical Song, 216 
New Work for Woman, 297 
New Year Wishes, 301 
Noblesse Oblige,” 73 
No Physiology I 184 
No Popery amongst Paupers, 89 
No Tyranny 1 239 
Odi to the Three Chafers, 227 
0 Evans ! 203 

Old-Pashioned Christmas (An), 287 
Old Grumps’s Christmas Dinner Alpha- 
bet, 804 

Old Rip Fifty Tears Hence, 218 
Omens for Old Ireland, 165 
One Day More, 102 
On the Cheap, 63 
Original Vaccination, 203 
Our Badly-used Boys, 149 
Our Climbing Contributor, 28, 45 
Our Letter-Box, 204 
Our Representative Man, 21, 57, 71, Ac. 
Over the Border, 263 
Paoipio Main (The), 263 
Padding, 193 
Painting the Lily, 89 
Palace or Prison ? 37 
“ Paniers are Fashionable,” 181 
Parallel Passages, 185 
Paris to her Parliament, 261 
Parnell Code (The), 193 
Pamellian Protest (A), 263 
Partridge to Cartridge, 101 
“ Peace with Honour,” 172 
Peculiarly Painful Prospect, 216 
Performer aud Critic, 282 
Personal Press (The). 203 
‘'Picture Lessons in Natural History,” 273 
Pig in a Poke (A), IPS 
Play wrsM* Work, 108 
Plea for Christmas Dinners (A), 800 
Political Publicanlsm, 165 
Poor Needlemen 1 123 
Poor Nurse Northcote ! 64 
Popular Candidate for the Sohoul-Board 
(The), 233 

Preaching and Practice, 181 
Precious Railway Passengers, SOI 
Presents from our Christmas-Tree, 304 
Prince Alamayu, 243 
Prisoner of the Clock-Tower (The), 49 
Pixvate and CouRdential, 24 
Proposed Inscription for a Proposed 
Monument, 4 8 

Proprietor of Photographs (The), 227 
Psalm of Life at Sixty (A), 289 
Publia Judgment on Public Men, 228 
" Pull, Devil ! Pull, Baker 1” 246 
Pulpit in Peril (The), 269 
Punch Protesteth, 186 
Punch’s Almanack for 1880, 283 
Punch to his Princess, 241 
Question and Reply, 37 
Question of Colour (A), 179 
Quoth the Sultan, 227 ' 

Raal Luminary (A), 229 
Rather too Hard on Him, 278 
Reading and Spelling, 203 
** Ready, aye Ready ! ” 148 
Real Good Chance (A), 288 
Really Hard Case (A). 216, 251 
Really Liberal Tenant (A), 237 
Reduced to Practice, 180 
Regular Squencber (A), 203 
Rescue of Buroham Beeches (The), 33 
Reticence and Rhubarb, 283 
Rise in Greece, 227 
Roughing it on the Rigi, 119 
Royal Purveying, 222 
Buies for Relieving Distress 'with Dis- 
crimination, 276 
Ruling Passion (The), 288 
“Sauce for Goose not Sauce for Gander,” 
264 

Bays Myself to Myself, 208 
Scrap for the Sea-side (A), 161 
Seasonable, 281 
Seasonable Celebrations, 303 
Secaret of Success (The), 166 
Sentries in.the Shivers, 274 
Sentry Go I 285 
Serious Busixtess (A), 169 
Serious Doubts of Science, 99 
Serves him jolly well right, 18 
Shooting on the First, 97 
Sights for the Season, S3 
SigQ of the Times (A), 289 
Signs of the Bad of the Season, 178 
Silly Beaaon (The), 133 


Sister at Our Gate (The), 299 
Skeletons in the City, 121 
Skulls for Cigar-holders, 268 
Social Illumination, 238 
Somebody’s Diary, 36 
Some Hints for a Real Dramatic College, 
168 

Something like a Cattle-Show, 281 
Something like Leather, 173 
Something light Sport for a Queen, 275 
Some “ Whys ” of Wimbledon, 80 
Song of “ Salutland ” (A), 197 
Sorrow without Salt, 221 
Speech by a Distinguished Statesman, 
101 

Sphinx on Sham (The), 144 
Sport in a London Square^ 165 
Startling Revivals of the Fittest, 240 
Step Forward at Southampton, 264 
Stirring the Pudding, 294 
St. Mark’s in Danger, 231 
St. Partridge and Sf. Swithin, 106 
Street Lamps and Street Names, 273 
St. Stephen’s-Super-Mare, 78 
Sb. Swithin's, 1879, 36 
Sunday Sweetness and Light, 121 
Surprising Aunounccinent, 54 
Survival at Sea (A). 286 
Symptoms of Chiiatmaa, 287 
Technical Difficulty (A), 293 
Terrible Example (The), 98 
That ’s How the Money Goes, 219 
Then and Now, 241 

Three R’s and the Ratepayers (The), 189 
Through a Chink, 221 
To Messieurs et Mesdames de la Comedie, 
15 , 

To the Timid Tourist, 89 
To those about to Travel, 72 
“To what bate uses,” 217 
Tribute and a Trouble (A), 96 
Two Ideals (The), 120 
Two Idols, 41 
Up to the Mark, 180 
Views through the Interviewer, 193 
Virtues and their Rewards, 77 
Visitation Questions, 215 
Voice ex-CatbedrS, (A), 261 
Voice from the Moors (A), 49 
Voice from the Sea (A), 146 
Voice from the West fAi, 16, 72, 145, Ac. 
Voice of Vanity Fair (The), 17 
Volunteer Body, and the Regular Skele- 
ton (The), 33 

“ Wandering Willie,” 255 
“ Wanted — a Head for a Crown,” 183 
War Correspondence in Futuro^ 249 
War Correspondence of the Future, 133 
War Correspondent's Catechism, 205 
Wards for the Wealthy, 95 
“ TFartpifi and our Sailor Boys,” 275 
Way wa Die now (The), 263 
Weather aud the Crops (The), 70 
Weighed in the Balance, 192 
Wet World, My Masters ! (A), 16 
What the Wild Waves are Saring? 145 
What will be done with him? 187 
What will he do with It? 4 
When Cat meets Cat ! ” 18 
White Kids in Aberdeen, 177 
Whoop of the Whiskey-Drinker (The), 12 
Why I went to Kilburo, 11 
Woman’s Rights’ Vade Mecum (The), 99 
Wonders of the Seaside, 40 
Word for the Women (A), 250 
Words without Songs, 113 
Worst of Farming (The), 168 
Worthy Peer (A), 192 


LARGE ENGRAVINGS. 

Alchemist (The), 235 
“ A Outrance I ” 175 
“At Bay!” 306, 307 
Bearding the Buccleuch, 259 
Between the Acts, 115 
Black “White Elephant” (A), 138 
“ Chip of the Old Block ” (A), 01 
“ Cock-a-doodle-doo ! ” — “ Songs before 
Sunrise,” 199 

Colousss of Words (The), 271 
Crumb of Oomfott (A), 103 
“ Don’t overdo it I ” 187 
English of it (Tbe), 223 
Fiat Justitia! 126, 127 
“ Finance 5. la Mode !” 163 
Game of the Day (Tbe), 161 
Injured Innocents, 43 
Irish Horse , or, not Caught Yet (The), 7 
Performer and Critic, 283 
Poor Nurse Northcote, 65 
“ Pull, Devil ! Pull, Baker ! ” 247 
“ Remnant of an Army ” (The), 31 
Stirring the Pudding, 295 
Sr.. Stephen’s-Super-Mare, 79 
Unsatisfactory Term (An). 67 
“ When Cat meets Cat,” <fcc , 19 
White Elephant turned “ Rogue ” (The), 
210, 211 

SMALL ENGRAVINGS. 
.fflsTHBTio Children, highly Exclusive, 198 
iE^thetic Reason for not Bicycling, 262 
iEsthetics and “ Little Bopeep,” 282 
Amateur Composer’s New Song (An), 205 
’Arry at the Fancy Fair, 10 
*Arry on the Box Seat, 83 
Artists of Opposite Opinions, 85 
Athletic Girls with Large Waists, 174 
Aunt Jemima's disregard for Dress, P9 
“Back Position” in Zulu Warfare, 87 
Bandmaster’s Order for Sandwiches, 2S9 
Barber who scrapes hard enough (A), 106 
Bast Rider for the Grey Horse (The), 291 
“Bob,” the Grautham White Terrier, 218 
Bragge's iotroductiou to the Duke of 
Stilton, 191 

Brass Bands at Shrlmpington, 163 
Brilliantly Talkative Host (A), 1.38 
British Tourist’s Time-honoured Threat, 
194 

Brooks and Snooks Question. 69 
Brother and Sister on the Ice, 299 
Brown and Jones in the Ram, 89 
Bro'wn’s Bulldog and the German, 96 
’Bus Driver and Rival Conductor, 46 
Cavalry Colonel aud the Cobweb, 195 
Children who do not Paddle, 114 
Children’s High- Art Amusements, 303 
Chimney-Sweep and Stingy Parson, 192 
Clock-case instead of Barometer, 131 
Cloister Costumes, 34 
Cold Tongue R^cbaufCde, 182 
Commercial Gent’s Breakfast (A), 227 
“ Confounded” Resemblance (A), 251 
Cookery in the School-room, 170 
Corporal's Pennyworth of Blank Forms, 
179 

Costermonger and the Fly-Catcher, 162 
Cotton and Pig-Iron getting better, 202 
Dame Europa's Christmas-Box, 290 
Definition of Genius and Talent, 234 
Displaying Arms in Full Dress, 71 
Doctor and Tipsy Gravedigger, 147 
Doctor’s Advice to a Patient (A), 155 
Drunken Irishman and Priest, 14 
Efifictof the “Pinafore” Costume, 75 





Bffie playing at “ Clock,” 310 
Boglis-h Beauties playing Lawn-Tennis, 23 
Bchel aud Gforge Partridge-shootiog, 119 
Extremely Aged Baronet (An), 64 
Facetioufl Couductor and Stout Lady, H 
Fai met Living on his Capital, 94 
Feeding the Bear with Buns, 30 
Female Dentist’s Aching Wnst (A), 203 
Flowers Fade — Buus don’t, 239 
Footman’s Reason for not Sweeping 
Snow, 265 

Frog Costume and Head-dress, 41 
Garden Party iu Showery Weather, 42 
Genius, with no Superiors (A), 142 
German Pianist declines to play (The), 2C6 
Gladstone as the Hermit Crab, 266 
Gladstone playing the French Horn, 193 
Grandsire who never Brags (A), 150 
Great Guildhall Cracker (A), 230 
Group of ’Arries (A), 130 
Gas’s Circus Horse, 51 
Hairdresser and Violinist’s Hair, 16 
Hansom Cabby and Four-Wheeler, 167 
Having a Father in the Police, 229 
Haymakers during Showers, 47 
Highland Piper and Southern Lord, 29S 
Hobbies of a Painter and a Composer, 2 17 
Hot Water over the San Marco, 266 
Housemaid for the Albert Memorial, 184 
Hunting Lady’s Wish to LiveinLoudon,183 
Inquiring A>tists and Rustic, 82 
Irascible Angler and his Ply-Book, 123 
Irish Boots Waking Up Guest, 76 
Irish Cattle-Fair (An), 286 
Irish Parmer and the Rent Petition, 215 
Irritable Old Gent and Newsboy, 277 
Jones’s Command of Facial Expression, 
246 

Jones’s Definition — “ Is Life Worth 
Lmng?” 167 

L'^dy Snobbington’s Invitation, 226 
Lawn-Mower v. Pianoforte, 111 
Lawn-Tennis Costume, 118 
Lawn-Tennis Geometrical Proposition, 207 
Lawn-Tennis Spider-Web (The), 122 
Lawyer Outwits the Butcher (The), 190 
Laying the Eddystoue Fouudatioa, 86 
Leap-Year, 1880, 302 
M.P.H. and Lady at Cover-Side, 267 
Miss Rippington’s Pur Tippet, 254 
Miss Smart Collapses Prigeby, 186 
More Water than Land, 216 
Mother and Daughter’s Evening Visits, 294 
Mourner and Black Gloves (A), 27 
Moving Panorama on Fire (The), 22 
Mrs. Biowne’s Umbrella-Dream, 66 
Mrs. Tomkyns and M. de Paris, 3 
New Reason for being in Parliament, HO 
Old aud New Schoolboys, 180 
Old Groom and School-Board Inspector, 98 
Old Mariner’s Seat on the Beach, 154 
Old Salt and a Stranded Boat, 171 
Parnell’s Wrong Card, 178 
Paterfamilias and Family at Boulogne, 18 
Pat Selling his Rags and Bones, 243 
Peter Piper’s Lesson in Small Talk, 219 
Pleasures of Pic-nics (The), 90 
Plymouth Brethren's Tea-Cake, 113 
Ponsonby and tne Duchess’s Spelling, 181 
Prolific Picture-Painter (A), 73 
Pudding Tommy would give away, 287 
Punch’s Weather-Chart Dream. 278 
Puzzled Frenchman and Boardman, 231 
Quack's Mistake (A), 274 
Result of Twelvemonths’ Temperance, 214 
Royrfl Academy Canvas-Backs, 6 
Saxon Tourist aud Gaelic Fisherman, 48 
Schoolboy gone “Tick” for Every thing, 279 
Scotch Penalty for Sunday Pishing, 70 
Sea- Air or Drams ? 143 
Shunter's Beaaon for Retiring (A), 25 
Simla Sensitive Plant (The), 213 ^ 

Sir Frederick and the Pair American, 102 
Sir Garnet Netting Cetewayo, 134 
Sou’- Wester Costume for Ladies, 107 
Sowing Stewards aud Land-Agents, 268 
Squire aud the New Butler (The), 78 
Squire’s Economy in Cigars (The), 132 
Stopping tbe Kabobs, 242 
Suftolk Farmers on Weeds, 52 
Tailor Measuring a Stout Customer, 276 
Three Quarters of Lamb. 63 
Tim taking care of the Pig. 166 
Tommy’s Protection from Burglars, 270 
Two Curates and the Weather, 61 
Two Polyphemuses (The), 146 
Typhoid in the Water-Bottle, 159 
Wanting.his Moustaches Dyed, 263 
Wasbed-Out Tennis-Players, 112 
Watching a Yacht-Race m the Rain, 136 
Well-aired Sheets in the “ Sayson,” 135 
Wet World — Prog’s Pic-nic (A), 15 
Wiggles’s Visit to his Old ’Aunts, 238 
Working Party in Afghanistan (A), 222 
Workman and the Swell’s Penny, 68 
Worn Out, 309 

Young Lady and Farmer at the Show, 276 
Yout g Whist-Player's Startling Remark, 
204 

Youthful Critics of-the Divine Sarah, 12 
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